Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


13471'  ^^'^ 


l3arvarD  College  Xibrari? 


FROM 


the  '''  ibrr.rv   o;!* 

"^  Tk  -^  "^      'T'^'*  n  p  ri  "•   'T      ^-     "^  p  o"~,  '^  ^  -•  »■ 


*^r 


'^^T^/H.  **Z^ 


^^  -».^.^^^  ^ 


,* 


^ 


POETICAL    WORKS 


ROSBRS,  CAMPBELL,  J.  MONTGOMERY, 
LAMB,  AND  KIKKE  WHITE. 


COMPLETE  IN  ONE  VOLUME. 


ViiUteUiliIs: 

CAREY  &  LEA^CHE8NUT.8TILEBr. 


I^'i'!  /  ^^  l(.  .  Z. 


*  ■ 


i 


t^ 


H 


•  I. 


TBE 


VI>ffiVS(OiX:[L  1?(DIBS&8 


or 


SAMUEL  ROGERS. 


^f 


ftcwtfwte* 


lOHOiB  or  aufusL  mms * 

tBK  FLEA8DSBB  W  HEHCNR 1 

Ihta 8 

BCMAN  LIFE U 

NbM 17 

AH  EFWTU:  TO  A  FKIEND SO 

Nota aa 

JACqUEUNE S4 

^  TDK  VDTAOE  OT  OHJniBDa 37 

Iktm 35 

ITAI.T.- 

PuT  L      L  The  Ldv  of  Omrn 40 

C  Hw  Gnat  St  BMnud  ....  41 
nmw  Daraat 49 

V.  HwgMrte  d>  Taan 43 

VL  The  Alp 44 

VU-Coitt A 

vnLBaiima 45 

IZ.  IUI7 46 

X.Cdl-alto a 

n  V«ac« 47 

Xn-Loigi 48 

XIIL  8t  Muk'i  PlK< 49 

nv.  The  CoiAiU 50 

XV.  Til*  BtidM  of  Vtniea 51 

XVI.  Fimmn Si 

XVn.  Aiqna 54 

XVHL  Ginsvn ■& 

^.  XIX  Bologna 55 

XX-nonoM 5C 

XXL  Don  Gum ST 

•  XXIL  TbB  Ou^iViM  of  flonao*  .  li. 

Rut  a.      I.  Tbo  Filgrin GO 

n.  Ad  Inlomew .61 

ntRoite G3 

IV.  A  rmwial 63 

V.  NtlKoJ  PrqaduM 64 

VI  Tbo  Cunpogna  of  BaM  .  .  .  Hi. 

Vn.  The  RomaD  Pcnti& 6S 

Vm.  Cut*  Ccatioi 66 

B  IX.  Tha  Nan O. 

X.  Tha  Fin4lr it. 

XI.  Fnogn  TotoI 67 

Xn.  Tha  Foonlna 68 

Xm.  amdiM tk 


XlV.AaAdMMM • 

XV.  Hifka n 

XVITIaB^afGaU 71 

ZVn.  A  Clnnelar n 

XVUI.  8cn«ilD T4 

XIX.  Partm W 

XXMntaCiana % 

XXI.  Tba  Haqtv A 

XXU.  Tb«  FaloMM A 

KXm.G<cia« TT 

xxrv.  A  Faninll It 

Now*  ud  ntiBmioaa  to  'I^' ft 

MISCELLANEOUS  TOBUS: 

Ode  Id  Supentidaa M 

Venn  wrineo  ID  b*  ipokM  br  Hn.  aUn  It 
On uleap M 

1^ a 

Fram  Eonpida i. 

The  Seikc A 

ToaaOMOak M 

To  Two  Simeri * 

On  a  Tmt a 

To  a  Voice  ihai  hvl  boon  loM A 

Fmn  a  Gieek  Epignm M 

To  (he  FngnifOlaf  a  Slaaw  of  Hetcnloih 

comiDinily  coDed  ifce  Tom A 

•Ri A 

Written  in  a  Sick  Chamber A. 

Tbe  Boy  of  Egnamd ft 

To  a  rtiraa  on  hk  Manila M 

The  Alpa  >i  Dofbn^ A 

Imiuunn  a(  ta  Italjan  SooaM A 

A  ChuTBCUr A 

To  tbe  YouD<(«t  Dangbta*  of  Ladj  ■  ■  *.  .  A 

EpiUph  on  a  RaUa  RadJawl tk 

TV  Ihe  Glial O. 

A  Wrah 9C 

WriUfli  ai  Hidnvfal,  1T86 A 

Italian  Song A 

InacHptioD A 

Wriuen  in  the  Highlanda  of  ScMland.  Sn>. 

Itlnber2,  1819 A 

A  Farewell 9J 

IfMription  for  ■  TMipU  dedicated  In  llw 

Gtaew A 

To  the  BDlteiflr a> 

Written  in  WfiaiiWii  Abb»ir.Oet  10.1606  A 


JHewolr  of  flbjnmtel  u^tftu. 


to  b»  ■cwmthing  lo  wpugnmt  to 
Ihi  f  wuHa  of  litantura  in  liabiti  of  trade  and 

M  wUch  thflj  hayo  been  oombined  in  one  indi- 

tidnL   The  hittnriin  of  the  Medici,  end  BooMm 

Ai  Foet»  are  elmoet  lolitary  initinree  of  Uieraiy 

iMie  and  talent  being  united  lianDonioaaly  with 

tnfie.    Samnel  Roger*  is  a  banker  in  London, 

and  hae  been  for  many  yeara  at  the  head  of 

a  BMMt  reepectaUe  firm.    Hia  fiUhar  followed 

die  aame  baaineao  before  him,  and  amawed  oon- 

aivable  wealth,  both  which  became  the  her- 

itaga  of  the  Poet,  who  waa  bom  aboot  the 

|«r  17G3,  in  London;  but  little  or  nothing  is 

kiown  of  the  way  in  which  he  paiied  hia  early 

yaai^   Hia  education  waa  liberal,  no  coat  having 

bMa  apared  to  render  him  an  acoompliahed 

That  he  improved  by  thought  and  re- 

upon  the  leaaona  of  his  youth,  there  can 

la  no  doobt ;  and,  it  ia  to  be  preanmed,  he  loot 

■>  opportunity  of  reaping  profit  fhmi  the  extra* 

M&iary  adTantagea  which  hia  atation  obtained 

fcr  him.    He  alwaya  kept  the  beat  nciety,  both 

m  raipeded  rank  and  talent,  the  circle  of  which 

ii  the  metropolti  of  Kngland  in  hia  younger 

hjM  waa  mora  than  commonly  brilliant.    Hia 

pdlieal  ideaa  ara  what  are  atyled  liberal,  and  no 

aai  haa  ever  been  able  to  reproach  him  with  the 

ilndonment  of  a  ringle  principle  with  which  he 

ogiually  aet  out  in  lifik    Over  moat  of  his  early 

ftindi  and  companioni  the  grave  haa  now  doaed, 

Mi  tfaay  included  among  them  many  great 

With  a  atnng  attachment  for  the  Muaea,  after 
ttt  excellent  education  Rqgera  received,  it  ia  not 
■•prising  that  he  ventured  before  the  public 
Hb  fint  work  waa  an  **  Ode  to  Supemtiiion,  and 
rihar  Poema,**  which  appeared  in  1766.  This 
VIS  followed  by  a  second  publication,  **The 
^btsures  of  Memory,**  when  he  had  paaaed  the 
inannesB  of  youth,  having  attained  his  thirtieth 
pu.  In  1792  this  poem  was  received  by  the 
piUic  with  universal  applauae.  The  subject  waa 
k^pily  cboaen,  coming  home  to  the  business  and 
of  all:  it  waa  executed  with  great  care, 

AS 


and  varioua  paoaagea  diaplay  qnownmnn  tH^dlf. 
Aa  a  whole,  per^po  ita  ohief  defoet  ia  that  it 
wanta  vigor,  but  the  deficiency  in  thia  quality 
ia  made  up  in  oorrectneaa  and  harmony.  Rogera 
ia  one  of  the  most  aorupulooa  of  the  aona  of  tiie 
lyre  in  hia  metre,  and  he  too  often  aacrificea  that 
harahness  which  seta  off  the  amoother  paaaagea 
of  a  writer'a  worka,  and  preventa  asmeneaa  and 
monotony,  to  mere  odd  purity  of  atyle.  Perhapa 
no  poem  q£  equal  aiu  ever  coat  ita  author  ao 
many  houra  to  produce.  Not  aatisfied  vrith  hia 
own  oorroctiona,  he  repeatedly  consulted  the  taata 
of  aome  of  his  friends;  one  of  the  most  devoted 
of  whom,  Richard  Sharpe,  then  a  wholesale  hatter, 
and  since  Member  of  Parliament,'  haa  aaid  that, 
before  the  publication  of  this  poem,  and  while 
preparing  the  successive  editions  for  press,  they 
had  read  it  together  several  hundred  timee,  at 
home  aa  well  aa  on  the  Continent,  and  in  9iwij 
temper  of  mind  that  varied  company  and  varied 
scenery  could  produce. 

In  the  year  1798,  Rogers  published  *«  An  Epia-», 
tie  to  a  Friend,  with  other  Poema,**  and  in  181# 
"*  The  Voyage  of  Columbus.**  Two  yean  after- 
wards, in  conjunction  with  Lord  Byron,  or 
rathor  printed  in  the  same  volume  with  Byron*a 
Lara,  appeared  his  tale  of  **  Jacqueline  ;**  a  poem 
which  displays  a  strange  contrast  to  the  fira 
and  energy  of  tho  author  of  Manfi«d.  Sweet 
and  pleasing  rather  than  striking,  **  Jacqueline,** 
though  well  received,  contributed  little  to  in- 
creaae  its  autlior*s  reputation.  •«  Human  Lift,** 
next  to  the  Pleasures  of  Memory,  is  the  moat 
finished  production  of  Rogers.  The  subject  waa 
a  good  one,  for  it  was  drawn  from  nniveraal 
nature,  and  connected  with  all  those  rich  asso- 
ciations which  increase  in  attraction  as  we 
journey   onwordn    in  tlie   path  of  lifo.     It   is 


1  This  gentleman  hu  carried  tbe  srt  of  brilUsnt  and 
interesting  conversation  to  aa  unprecedented  degree  of 
prrfection,  having  in  fkct  rednced  it  to  a  oiatter  of  bmts 
business,  as  systematic  as  Book-Keeping.  He  keeps  aa 
index  to  his  multitudinous  eoamoaplaee  books ;  and  has 
a  debtor  sad  creditor  aceouat  with  Us  diAreat  cirelss  of 
the  Jokes  let  off  or  the  set  speeches  BMde. 


VI 


MEMOIR  OF  SAMUEL  ROGERS. 


an  epitome  of  mui  firam  the  cndle  to  the  grave, 
end  ie  executed  throughout  with  the  poet*e 
wonted  care. 

The  friendihip  of  Rogere  with  Sheridan  and 
with  Byran  is  well  known.  When  the  great 
wit,  dramatiat,  and  orator,  waa  near  Urn  dooe  of 
hu  career,  neglected  bf  thoae  wlio  were  five- 
moat  in  the  circle  of  frienda  when  he  enjoyed 
health  and  proiperity,  the  individual  who  re- 
lieved the  want!  of  the  dying  man  waa  Rogera; 
whoee  i^pulenoe  of  purse  enabled  him  to  do 
that  ict  of  benevolence  to  his  friend,  which 
must  ever  be  one  of  hb  most  gratifying  remin- 
iscences. It  is  seldom  poets  are  so  well  enabled 
to  meet  the  aspirations  of  their  hearta  towards 
others.  A  dispute,  on  the  appearance  of  Moore's 
''Life  of  Sheridan,'*  was  very  warmly  kept  jxp 
connected  vnth  this  circumstance.  It  was  said 
that  a  friend  of  Sheridan,  df  no  less  rank  than 
the  present  King  of  Eng^d  himself,  had  been 
among  those  who,  in  his  last  moments,  were  re- 
gardless of  the  pecuniary  necessities  of  the  dying 
man ;  that  at  last,  when  no  longer  necessary,  a 
sum  of  money  was  sent  by  the  royal  order,  which 
Sheridan  returned,  saying  that  it  came  too  late, 
a  friend  having  furnished  him  with  all  he  should 
reqmre  while  life  remained.  Loyalty  never 
lacks  defenders,  or  perhaps  the  Prince  of  Wales 
was  not  to  blame,  as  tales  of  distress  are  always 
slow  in  reaching  the  ears  of  individuals  in 
august  stations.  However  the  matter  might  have 
been,  the  affair  was  warmly  disputed  in  respect 
to  the  implied  royal  neglect,  and  remains  still 
^In  as  much  uncertainty  as  ever;  but  Rogers 
gloriously  carried  off  the  palm  of  friendship  and 
feeling  on  the  occasion,  let  the  truth  lie  which 
side  it  may,  in  respect  of  the  tender  from  a 
higher  quarter.  Byron  and  Rogers  were  on 
terms  of  great  intimacy,  both  in  £!ngland  and 
during  the  poet's  residence  in  Italy.  In  that 
medley  of  truth  and  falsehood,  the  **  Recollections 
of  Byron"  by  Medwin,  the  noble  poet  ia  ^pscribed 
as  afluding  to  a  singraUr  talent  for  epigram, 
which  Rogers  is  made  to  possess.  This  talent, 
however,  has  been  very  sparingly  employed. 
Certain  buffoons  and  scribblers  in  Sqpday  news- 
papers, who  have  been  opposed  from  political 
principles,  or  rather  whose  pay  at  the  moment 
was  on  the  opposite  side  to  that  taken  by  the 
venerable  poet,  impudently  ascribed  a  thousand 
bons-mots  and  repartees  to  Rogers,  whom  they 
never  saw  in  their  lives,  and  which  they  menu- 
factured  themselves.  His  skill  in  writing  epi- 
gram,  however,  is  acknowledged;  but  what  he 
haa  produced  is  the  work  of  the  scholar  and  the 
gentleman;  for  there  is  not  an  individual  in 
existence  less  likely  to  trespass  on  the  ndes 


pieocribed  for  the  oondnet  of  eltlMr,  by  Am 
lations  of  social  intercourse. 

Our  poet  haa  travelled  much  out  of  hk  am 
country,  and  he  is  not  less  a  master  of  nmaam 
in  the  better  clasees  of  society  abroad  thn  4 
home.    His  ••Sketchee  in  Italy,"  prove  that  hi 
was  no  unobservant  aqjoomer  abroad;  aadtf 
his  opportunities  for  observatkm  vrere  griil^  ll 
did  not  fidl  to  profit  by  them  propnrfionalejy^* 
This  may  be  noticed  in  his  convenation,  wktah  ^ 
is  always  amusing  and  instructive;  and| 
particularly,  when,  visiting  the  cirdea  of  bh  (g 
ftshionable  or  learned  firiends,  he  beoooMilli 
spokesman  on  some  topic  which  intereate  Um,Hil 
which  he  sees  affording  gratificatioii  to 

Rogers  never  entered  upon  the  etoriBy 
of  politics.  This  is  singular,  from  the 
of  his  political  friends,  and  the  example  aet 
by  his  father.  The  elder  Rogers  vraa  leuuiinid 
in  the  annals  of  parliamentary  electiona  fiv  a 
severe  contest  with  Colonel  Holroyd,  aubeeqiMBlU 
ly  Lord  Sheflield,  in  dividing  the  suflfragea  of 
the  city  of  Coventry,  when  the  obstinacy  of  thi 
combat  attracted  much  attention.  He  haa  wiaritf 
preferred  the  gratification  of  a  pure  taste,  anil 
the  interchanges  of  urbanity,  to  the  stirring 
hazards  of  political  ambition:  notwithstanding 
which  he  is  a  warm  partisan  of  the  princijdea  he 
has  chosen,  and  understands  well  how  to  main- 
tain them.  What  he  has  done  every  way  proies 
that  he  is  conscious  of  his  own  powers,  but  care* 
less  of  indulging  them,  though  much  in  thb 
respect  may  no  doubt  be  attributed  to  hu  unftms- 
ing  attention  to  the  calls  of  business,  from  v^iich 
he  never  allows  himself  to  be  diverted. 

Rogers  is  now  in  the  **  sere  and  yellow  leaf* 
of  human  vegetation.  He  is  the  kind,  agreeable, 
affable  old  man ;  but  there  is  nothing  beyond  the 
good  and  amiable  in  character  depicted  upon  a 
countenance  by  no  means  the  best  formed  and 
most  impressive  of  the  species,  if  the  featuree  are 
separately  considered.  His  habits  are  remarkably 
regular,  and  his  conduct  governed  by  that  urban- 
ity and  breeding  which  show  he  has  been  accus. 
tomed  to  mingle  most  in  the  best  society « — ^Ha 
takes  a  great  interest  in  all  that  promotes  the 
improvement  of  the  state  and  contributes  to  the 
comfort  and  happiness  of  his  fellow-men.  In 
short,  Rogers,  like  all  men  of  genius,  if  possess- 
ing certain  eccentricities,  is  gifled  with  the 
impress  of  high  intellect  which  belongs  to  that 
character,  and  which  makes  it  so  distinguished 
above  the  herd  of  mankind.  There  is  about 
Rogers,  however,  a  sort  of  otium  cum  digniiatt 
which  seems  to  repress  his  energies,  and  to 
keep  inactive  a  spirit  which,  had  it  been  less 
indebted  to  good  fortune  and  flung  more  upon 
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would  Iwvo  poffijffmsd  gnuXK 


g  tbt  frimcb  of  Sogen  were  Fox,  Sher- 
mdham,  uid  a  galaxy  of  distmguiahed 
irhon  tiliey  were  in  the  lenith  of  their 
to  the  iUiutrioiie  nei^bew  of  Fcm^  the 
wn  Lord  HoUiiiiili  and  to  hie  finendeof 
•  poBticel  party,  Rogers  itill  adheres. 
DeoBBtsd  one  of  tiie  literary  coterie  at 
Houae,  Urn  hospitable  receptacle  of  men 
flem  an  ooimtries  and  of  all  creeds.  He 
Ineed  in  the  Novel  of  ''denarvoa"  at 
It  of  tiie  Princess  of  Madagascar  (a 
r  faiftwided  far  Lady  Holland);  and  per- 
I  aue  of  no  indtfidoal  is  more  on  the 
esitein  fiishionsMe  order  of  persons  who 
dbtd  to  literaiy  porsnits,  than  that  of 
Bb  opinton  k  looked  up  to^  and  Jnstlyt 


as  one  of  great  weight;  and  theogh  not  devoid 
of  a  certain  irritability  of  temper,  his  general 
good-nature  and  kindness,— fiir  he  shows  no 
tincture  of  envy'  in  his  character^— -contribote 
largely  to  increase  the  influence  and  impression 
made  by  his  judgment 

Such  is  the  sum  q£  all  which  is  known  of 
Samuel  Rogers^ — a  poet  who  never  rises  to  the 
height  of  Byron  or  Campbell,  but  who  b  of  the 
same  schooL  He  is  remarkable  principally  for 
the  elegance  and  grace  of  his  compositions,  which 
he  pdishes  up  and  smooths  off  as  if  he  valued 
only  their  brilliancy  and  finish,  and  forgot  that 
strength  and  fivce  are  essential  to  poetie  hsnno- 
ny  and  the  perftction  of  metrical  style.  Notwith- 
standing this  deibct,  Rogers  wiU  be  read  and 
admired  while  the  Engliidi  language  oontinnee 
to  be  used  or  spoken  in  hu  native  islaads. 
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IN  TWO  PARTS. 


-Hoe  art 


Viveie  bii,  vitti  poae  iMriore  frai.— JIfarf . 


Ob  could  my  mind,  tmiblded  in  my  page, 
Kntighlwi  dimes  and  mould  a  future  age; 
Thwe  as  it  gIow*d,  with  noblest  frenzy  fraught, 
DiqwDse  the  treasures  of  exalted  thought; 
Tb  Viitue  mike  the  pulses  of  the  heart, 
And  bid  the  tear  of  emulation  start! 
Oh  oould  it  still,  through  each  succeeding  year, 
Uj  hie,  my  manners,  and  my  name  endear ; 
And,  wbea  the  poet  sleeps  in  silent  dust, 
MO  hold  oommunion  with  the  wise  and  just ! — 
*  Tetdioald  this  Verse,  my  leisure's  best  resource, 
Wboi  through  the  world  it  steals  its  secret  course, 
Kenre  bat  once  a  generous  wish  supprest, 
Cban  hot  a  sigh,  or  charm  a  care  to  rest; 
hone  good  deed  a  fleeting  hour  employ, 
^%rii one  faded  cheek  with  honest  joy ; 
Hhi  were  my  lines,  though  limited  their  sphere, 
"Anigh  Aoit  their  date,  as  his  who  traced  them  here. 
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PART  I. 


Doles  s« 
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M  nd  |M8ie«U,— - 

n  per  oseim  Amof  nu  mens  \ 
ooaeo  in  vol  1*  osate  forme, 
so^moie. 

Petrank 

ANALYSia 

"^^  Poem  begUM  with  the  descriptian  of  an  obscure 
^"Vs^  tad  of  tl^  pleasing  melancholy  which  it  excites 
^^^ong  revisited  after  a  long  absence.  This  mixed 
"^iiilioo  is  an  elbct  of  the  memory.  From  an  effect 
^  flttmally  ascend  to  the  cause ;  and  the  subject 
J^'^pQMd  is  thfloa  unfolded,  with  an  investigadon  of 
^tMnie  and  lending  principles  of  diis  faculty. 

I^iievidflOl  Aat  oar  ideas  flow  in  continual  succes- 


''^nd  ioliodnoe  aach 
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regularity.  They  are  sometimes  excited  by  sensiblo 
objects,  and  sometimes  by  on  internal  opcraticm  of  the 
mind.  Of  the  former  species  is  most  probably  the  mem- 
ory of  brutes;  and  its  many  sources  of  pleasure  to  them, 
as  well  as  to  us,  are  considered  in  the  first  part.  The 
latter  is  the  most  perfect  degree  of  memory,  and  forms 
the  subject  of  the  second. 

When  ideas  have  any  relation  whatever,  they  are  at- 
tractive of  each  other  in  the  mind ;  and  the  perception 
of  any  object  naturally  leads  to  the  idea  of  another, 
which  was  connected  with  it  either  in  time  or  place,  or 
which  can  be  compared  or  contrasted  with  it  Hence 
arises  our  attachment  to  inanimate  objects ;  hence  alio, 
in  some  degree,  the  love  of  our  country,  and  the  emo- 
tion with  which  we  contemplate  the  celebrated  scenes 
of  antiquity.  Hence  a  picture  directs  our  thoughts  to 
the  original :  and,  os  cold  and  darkness  suggest  forcibly 
the  ideas  of  heat  and  light,  he,  who  feels  the  infirmities 
of  ago,  dwells  most  on  whatever  reminds  him  of  the 
vigor  and  vivacity  of  his  youth. 

The  associating  principle,  as  here  employed,  is  no  less 
condudve  to  virtue  than  to  happiness ;  and,  as  such, 
it  frequently  discovers  itself  in  the  most  tumiUtuons 
scenes  of  life.  It  odd  rosses  our  finer  feelings,  and  gives 
exereise  to  every  mild  and  generous  propensity. 

Not  confined  to  roan,  it  extends  through  all  animated 
nature ;  and  its  efifects  arc  pecidiarly  striking  in  the 
domestic  tribes. 


Twilight's  soA  dews  steal  o'er  the  Tillage-groen, 
With  magic  tints  to  harmonize  the  scene : 
Stiird  is  the  hum  that  throu^  the  hamlet  broke, 
When  round  the  ruins  of  their  ancient  oak 
The  peasants  flock'd  to  hear  the  minstrel  jJay, 
And  games  and  carols  closed  the  busy  day. 
Her  wheel  at  rest,  the  matron  thrills  no  more 
With  treasured  tales,  and  legendary  lore. 
All,  all  are  fled ;  nor  mirth  nor  music  flows 


with  a  certain  degree  ofl  To  chase  the  dreams  of  innocent  repose. 
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All,  all  Are  fled  \  yet  still  I  linger  here! 
What  secret  charms  this  silent  spot  endear  7 

Mark  yon  old  Mansion  frowning  through  the  trees. 
Whose  hollow  turret  wooes  the  whistling  bieew. 
That  casement,  arch*d  with  iTy*a  hiawnest  riiade. 
First  to  these  eyes  the  light  of  heaven  coovejr'd. 
The  mouldering  gateway  strews  the  grass-grown 

court. 
Once  the  calm  scene  of  many  a  simple  sport. 
When  nature  pleased,  for  life  itself  was  new. 
And  the  heart  promised  what  the  fancy  drew. 

See,  through  the  fractured  pediment  reveaKd, 
Where  moss  inlays  the  mdely-sculpturod  shield. 
The  martin's  old  hereditary  nest  : 
Long  may  the  ruin  spore  its  hallow*d  guest? 

As  jars  the  hinge,  what  sullen  echoes  call ! 
Oh  haste,  unfold  the  hospitable  hall! 
That  hall,  where  once,  in  antiquated  state. 
The  chair  of  justice  held  the  grave  debate. 

Nowstain*d  withdewv,  with  cobwebs  darkly  hnng. 
Oft  has  its  roof  with  peals  of  rapture  rung ; 
When  round  yxm  ample  buonl,  in  due  degree. 
We  sweeten'd  every  meal  with  social  glee. 
The  heart's  lisrht  laugh  pursue<l  the  circling  jest ; 
And  all  was  sunshine  in  each  little  breast. 
'TV-OS  here  we  chased  llie  slipper  by  the  sound ; 
And  tum'd  the  blindfold  hero  round  ond  round. 
Twos  here,  at  eve,  we  form*d  our  feiry  ring ; 
And  fimcy  flutter'd  on  her  wildest  wing. 
Ciionts  ond  genii  choin'd  each  wondering  ear ; 
And  orphon-sorrovi's  drew  the  ready  tear. 
Oft  with  the  babes  we  wander'd  in  the  wood. 
Or  view'd  the  forest-ieota  of  Robin  Hood : 
Oa,  fimcy-led,  at  midnight's  fearful  hour. 
With  startling  step  we  scaled  the  lonely  tower ; 
O'er  infant  innocence  to  Imng  and  weep, 
Murder'd  by  niflian  hands,  when  smiling  in  its  sleep. 

Ye  Household  Deities!  whose  guardian  eye 
Mark'd  each  pure  thought,  ere  register'd  on  high ; 
Still,  still  ye  walk  the  consecrated  ground. 
And  breathe  the  soul  of  Inspiration  roand. 

As  o'er  the  dusky  furniture  I  bend, 
Rach  chair  awakes  the  feelings  of  a  friend. 
The  storied  arras,  source  of  fond  delight. 
With  old  achievement  charms  the  wilder'd  nght; 
And  still,  with  Herahlry's  rich  hues  imprest. 
On  the  dim  window  ghmis  the  pictured  crest 
The  screen  unfolds  its  many-color'd  chart; 
The  clock  still  points  its  moral  to  the  heart ; 
That  fiuthfnl  monitor  *t  was  heaven  to  hear. 
When  soft  it  spoke  a  promised  pleasure  near : 
And  has  its  sober  hand,  its  simple  chime, 
Fofgot  to  trace  the  foather'd  feet  of  Time  f 
That  Htassive  beam,  with  curious  carvings  wrought. 
Whence  the  caged  linnet  soothed  my  nensive  thought ; 
Tlwoe  muskets,  cased  with  venerable  rust ;     [dust, 
Tlwoe  oooe-loved  forms,  still  breathing  thro*  their 
Still,  from  the  flame  in  mould  gigantic  cast. 
Starting  to  life— oil  whisper  of  the  Past ! 

As  through  the  garden's  desert  |«lhs  I  rove. 
What  fond  illaaoni  swona  in  evfiy  grove ! 
How  oft,  when  purple  evening  tinged  the  weal. 
We  wHk4i'd  the  emmet  to  her  grainy  nest ; 
Weloomed  the  wild-bee  home  on  w<^  wing. 
Laden  with  sweets,  the  choiceaC  of  the  spring! 
How  oft  inscribed,  with  FViewlship's  votive  rhymi^. 
"-^  bark  now  silver'd  by  the  touch  of  Time ; 


Soar'd  in  the  swing,  half  pIcMed  and  half  afraid. 
Through  sister  elms  that  waved  their  somraer  shade; 
Or  strow'd  with  crumbs  yon  root-inwoveo  seal. 
To  lura  the  red-breast  from  his  kme  retreat! 

Childhood'a  loved  group  revisits  every  seeae ; 
The  tangled  wood-walk,  and  the  toiled  green! 
Indulgent  Mkmoet  wakes,  and  lo,  they  bve! 
Clothed  with  for  softer  hues  than  Light  can  pre. 
Thou  fint,  beat  friend  Aat  Heaven  aasigns  htkm. 
To  sooche  and  smjulam  all  the  cares  we  know ; 
Whose  glad  suggestkiiB  still  each  vain  ahum. 
When  nature  fades,  and  life  forgets  to  charm ; 
Thee  would  the  Muse  invoke ! — to  thee  bdoag 
The  sage's  precept,  and  the  poet's  aong. 
What  soften'd  views  thy  magic  gloas  reveak, 
When  o'er  the  landscape  Time's  meek  twilight  ittsb' 
As  when  in  ocean  sinks  the  orb  of  day. 
Long  CO  the  wave  reflected  lustres  play ; 
Thy  tranper'd  gleams  of  happiness  mign'd 
Ghuiee  oo  the  darken'd  mirror  of  the  mind. 
The  School's  lone  porch,  with  reverend  mnssei*  fff«T> 
Just  tells  the  pensive  pilgrim  where  it  lay. 
Mute  is  the  bell  that  rung  at  peep  of  dawn. 
Quickening  my  truant  feet  across  the  lawn  : 
irnheord  the  shout  thot  rent  the  noontide  air.  j 

Vllien  the  slow  diol  gave  o  pouse  to  care. 
Tp  springs,  ot  every  step,  to  cloim  a  tear,  (1) 
Some  little  friendship  fonn'd  ond  cherish'd  beif  i 
And  not  the  lightest  leaf^  but  trembling  teems 
With  golden  visions,  and  romantic  drmms ! 

Down  by  yon  haael  copse,  at  evening,  hiaard 
The  Cipsey's  fegol — there  we  stood  and  gaard ; 
Gazed  on  her  Moi-bumt  fece  with  nient  awe. 
Her  tatter'd  mantle,  ond  her  hood  of  straw; 
Her  mo\-ii^  lips,  her  caldron  brimming  o'er; 
The  drowsy  brood  that  on  her  bark  she  bore. 
Imps  in  the  bam  with  mousing  owlet  bred. 
From  rifled  roost  at  nightly  revel  fi^d ;  [diade. 

Whose  dork  eyes  flash'd  through  locks  of  blacked 
When  in  the  breeae  the  distant  watch-dog  bay'd : — 
Ami  heroes  fled  the  Sibyl's  mutter'd  coll. 
Whose  elfin  prowTss  scaled  the  orchard-wall. 
As  o'er  my  palm  the  silver  piece  she  drew,  * 
And  traced  the  line  of  life  with  scarehing  view» 
How  throbb'd  my  fluttering  pulse  viith  hopes  wP^ 

fears. 
To  learn  the  color  of  my  futare  yean ! 

Ah,  then,  what  honest  triumph  flash'd  my  Utais^ 
This  truth  once  known — ^T6  bless  is  to  be  blest ! 
We  led  the  beiMiing  beggar  oo  his  way, 
(Bare  were  his  feet,  his  tresses  ahver-grey) 
Soothed  the  keen  pangs  his  aged  spirit  felt. 
And  OQ  his  tale  with  mute  attention  dwelt 
As  in  his  scrip  we  dropt  our  little  store. 
And  stgh'd  to  think  that  little  ww  no  naore,  [liveT ' 
He  breathed  his  prayer,  **  Long  may  such  goodness 
*Twas  all  he  gave,  'twas  all  he  had  to  give. 

But  hark !  through  those  old  fin,  with  sullen  awelL 
The  church-clock  strikes !  ye  tender  scene*,  ferewell ! 
It  colls  me  hence,  beneoth  their  shade,  to  trace 
The  few  fund  lines  that  Time  may  soco  eOaee. 

(kk  yuti  grey  stone,  that  fronts  the  chancd-door, 
Wofii  smooth  by  busy  feet  now  seen  iw  mofe, 
Kai*h  eve  we  shot  the  marble  through  the  ril^ 
When  the  heart  danced,  and  life  wv  in  ita  spra^; 
Ahis!  unconscious  of  tha  kindred  earth.       ^ 
*nuil  fhintly  echu'd  to  H^^nice  of  mirth.        - 
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Hw  gjow-woim  lov6i  ber  emenld  light  to  afaod, 
When  DOW  the  aexloa  rata  hw  hoary  head. 
Ofii  M  he  tiim*d  the  f^reennvHid  with  his  spoilo. 
He  lectured  every  youth  that  round  him  play'd ; 
Aod,  caLnly  poinlijig  where  our  fiuhen  lay. 
Bowed  OS  to  rival  eadi,  the  hero  of  his  day. 

Horii,  ye  food  fluttering!,  hush!  while  here  akno 
Inarch  the  rococdt  of  eadi  mouldering  atone. 
Goidea  of  my  life!  inatrudois  of  my  youth ! 
Who  flat  imveil'd  the  hallow'd  form  of  Truth ; 
Wboae  every  wofd  enligfaten'd  and  endear'd ; 
In  age  beloved,  in  poverty  revered ; 
In  Friendahip'a  silent  regiater  ye  live. 
Nor  ask  the  vain  memorial  Art  can  give. 

— B«it  when  the  bods  of  peace,  of  pleasure  sleep, 
When  only  Sorrow  wakea^  and  wakes  to  weep. 
What  speUa  entianoe  my  visionary  mind 
With  sighs  80  sweet,  widi  tnmaporla  so  refined ! 
Ethereal  Power!  who  at  the  noon  of  night 
Recall'at  the  iar^ed  spirit  of  delight; 
From  whom  that  musing,  melancholy  mood 
Whidi  charms  the  wise,  and  elevates  the  good ; 
Blest  Mkmokt,  hail !  Oh  grant  the  grateful  Muso, 
Her  pencil  dipt  in  Nature's  living  hues. 
To  pass  the  clouds  that  round  thy  empire  roll, 
And  tiBoe  its  airy  precincts  in  the  souL 

Loll'd  in  the  countless  chambers  of  the  brain, 
Our  «>»"»g>»f  are  link'd  by  many  a  Iiiddon  dioin. 
Awake  but  one,  and  lo,  what  myriads  rise!  (2) 
Eadi  atampa  its  image  as  the  other  flics ! 
Each,  aa  the  various  avenues  of  senso 
Delight  or  aonow  to  the  soul  dispense, 

or  fikdes:  yet  all,  with  magic  art, 


Gonirol  the  latent  fibres  of  the  heart 
Aa  atudJoaa  Pkosfeko'b  mysterious  spell 
Dbbw  every  sutgect^pirit  to  his  cell ; 
Eadi,  at  O^  call,  advances  or  retires, 
As  jodgraent  diccates,  or  the  scene  inspiros. 
EMh  thriUa  the  seat  of  sense,  that  sacred  soorco 
WhiDoe  the  fine  nerves  direct  their  mazy  coune, 
And  duougfa  the  frame  invisibly  convoy 
Hie  subtle,  quick  vibrationa  aa  they  play. 

flarrey  die  gk>be,  each  ruder  roolm  oxpkiro ; 
Fnoi  Reason'a  ftinteat  rey  to  Newton  soar. 
What  diflfarent  spheres  to  human  Miss  ossign'd ! 
What  tktw  gradations  in  tho  scale  of  mind ! 
Yet  auk  in  each  these  mystic  wondon  wrought ; 
Ok  nnk  the  sleepless  energies  of  thought ! 

The  adventorous  boy,  that  asks  his*liulo  share, 
.^od  hies  from  home  with  many  a  gossip's  prayer, 
Tbbk  on  the  neighboring  hill,  once  more  to  soe 
The  dear  abode  of  peace  and  privacy ; 
And  aa  he  tnnia,  die  duUch  among  tho  trees, 
The  ■Doke'a  Uue  wreathe  ascending  with  tho  brcozc, 
The  ijlhga  cnmmnn  spotted  white  vrith  sheop, 
Iha  cfanrobyaid   yewa  round  which  his  fathers 

abep;(3) 
An  raaae  Redection'a  sadly-pleasing  train. 
And  oft  he  looks  and  weeps,  and  looks  again. 

80b  when  the  mild  Tupia  dared  explore 
Arts  fee  niMaiiC^  and  worlds  unknown  before, 
Aad,  with  tho  sona  of  Science,  wooed  the  gale 
Tkal*  risings  sweH'J  their  strange  expanse  of  mil ; 
8b^  when  he  braelhed  his  firm  yet  food  adieu,  {4) 
Bono  fioB  lus  leafy  hut,  his  carved  canoe, 
And  all  faia  aoul  best  loved— such  tears  ho  sltcij, 
WUe  each  soft  scene  ef ^ftfamcr-bcauty  fled. 


Long  o*cr  the  wave  a  wistful  look  he  cast, 
Lonf;  \\-aich'd  tlie  streaming  signal  from  the  mast ; 
Till  twilight's  dowy  tints  deceived  his  eye, 
Aim!  fairy-forests  fringed  the  evening  sky. 

So  Scotia's  Queen,  (5)  as  slowly  dawn'd  tho  day. 
Rose  on  her  couch,  and  gazed  her  soul  away. 
Her  eyes  hod  bloss'd  the  beacon's  glimmering  height. 
That  fiiintly  tipt  tho  feathery  surge  with  light ; 
But  now  tho  mum  with  orient  hues  portray'd 
Each  costlod  clifl*,  and  brown  monastic  shade  .* 
All  louch'd  tho  talisman's  resistless  spring, 
And  lo,  what  busy  tribes  were  instant  on  the  wing ! 

Thus  kindred  objects  kindred  thoughts  inspire,  (6) 
As  suraraor-clouils  flash  forth  electric  fire. 
And  hence  this  spot  gives  back  the  joys  of  youth, 
Warm  as  the  life,  and  with  tho  mirror's  truth. 
Hence  home-felt  pleosure  (7)  prompts  tho  Patriot's 

sigh; 
Tliis  makes  him  wish  to  live,  and  dare  to  die. 
For  this  young  Foscari,  (8)  whose  hapless  fiitc 
Venice  should  blush  to  hear  the  Mose  relate. 
When  exile  wore  his  blooming  years  away. 
To  sorrow's  long  soliloquies  a  prey. 
When  reason,  justice,  vainly  urged  his  cause. 
For  this  he  roused  her  sanguinary  laws ; 
Glad  to  return,  though  IIo])c  could  grant  no  more, 
And  chniia  and  torture  hail'd  liim  to  the  shore. 

And  hence  tho  chunn  historic  scenes  impart :  (9) 
Hence  Tiber  nwcH,  and  Avtm  melts  tho  heart 
Aerial  fiirms  in  Tempo's  classic  vale 
Glance  throiif<rh  the  gloom,  and  whisper  in  tho  gale , 
In  wild  Vaucluse  with  love  and  Laum  dwell. 
And  watch  and  weep  in  Eloisa's  cell.  (10) 
T  was  ever  thus.     As  now  at  VirgipH  tomb  (11) 
Wo  bless  the  nhade,  and  bid  the  verdure  bloom : 
So  Tully  paused,  amid  the  wrecks  of  Time,  (12) 
On  tho  rude  stone  to  tmco  the  truth  sublime ; 
Wlien  at  his  P.^et,  in  honor'd  dust  disckisefl. 
The  immortal  Sngo  of  Syrorusc  reposed. 
And  as  ho  long  in  sweet  delusion  hung, 
Wliero  once  a  Plato  taught,  a  Pindar  sung ; 
Who  now  but  meets  him  musing,  when  he  roves 
His  ruin'd  TiiKcubn's  romantic  groves  T 
In  Rome's  great  forum,  who  but  hears  him  roll 
His  moral  thwidera  o'er  tho  subject  soul  ? 

And  hence  that  calm  delight  tho  portrait  gives: : 
Wo  gaze  on  every  featuro  till  it  lives ! 
Still  the  (bnd  lover  sees  tho  absent  maid  ; 
And  the  lost  friend  still  lingen  in  his  shade ! 
Say  why  tho  pensivo  widow  loves  to  weep,  (13) 
When  (HI  her  knee  sho  rocks  her  balio  to  sleep  .- 
Tremblingly  still,  sho  lifls  liis  veil  to  traco 
The  fatlier's  features  in  his  infimt  face. 
Tho  hoary  grandsiro  smiles  the  hom*  away, 
Won  by  the  raptures  of  a  gamo  at  play ; 
He  benfk)  to  moot  each  artless  bunt  of  joy, 
Forgets  his  age,  and  arta  again  the  boy. 

What  though  tho  iron  school  of  War  erase 
ICach  milder  virtue,  and  each  soHor  grace; 
What  thoiigli  tho  fiend's  torpedo-tuuch  arrest 
tiach  Soulier,  finer  impidso  of  the  lireost ; 
Still  sliall  thiH  nctive  (»rinnplo  preside, 
And  wake  the  Icar  to  Pity's  hl->\{  denied. 

Tliu  inlnimi  S«%it«,  who  guunln  n  foreign  bhurc, 
roiHlctiuii'd  tu  climli  \m  inuuntain-clifis  no  nK>re, 
If  cliauro  lie  hears  the  son;;  so  sweetly  wild  (14) 
Whuh  on  iho:JO  ilitt-  In-  infunJ  hout«  bctiuile^U 
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Melts  at  die  loQg4ait  aoeDee  that  romid  him 
And  ■inks  a  mai^  tD  repentant  sighs. 

Ask  not  if  oouits  or  camps  disBolve  the  chaim : 
Saj  yHhy  Vespasias  Inred  his  Sabine  him ;  (15) 
Why  great  Navane,  (16)  when  Frsnoe  and  fieedom 

Ued, 
Sought  die  kne  limits  of  a  fiirest^hed. 
When  Diocletian's  self-coiiected  mind  (17) 
The  imperial  fiuces  of  a  world  resign'd. 
Say  why  we  trace  the  labon  of  his  spade. 
In  calm  Salooa's  philosophic  shade. 
Say,  when  oootentious  Charies  renoonoed  a  throne,  (18) 
To  muse  with  monks  miletter'd  and  unknown. 
What  from  his  soul  the  parting  tribate  drew? 
What  claim'd  the  sonrows  of  a  last  adiea  ? 
The  still  retreats  that  soothed  his  tranquil  breast 
Ere  grandeur  dasled,  and  its  cares  oppressed. 

Undamp'd  by  time,  the  generous  Instinct  glows 
Far  as  Angola's  sands,  as  ZemUa's  snows ; 
Gbws  in  the  tiger's  den,  the  serpenf  s  nest. 
On  every  fimn  of  varied  life  imprest 
Tlie  soc^  tribes  its  choicest  influence  hail  >— 
And  when  the  drum  beats  briskly  in  the  gale. 
The  war-worn  courser  charges  at  the  sound. 
And  with  young  vigor  wheels  the  pasture  roand. 

Oft  has  the  aged  tenant  of  the  vale 
Lean'd  on  his  steiff  to  lengthen  out  the  tale ; 
Oft  have  his  lips  the  grateful  tribute  breathed. 
From  sire  to  son  with  pious  nal  bequeath'd. 
When  o'er  the  blasted  heath  the  day  declined. 
And  on  the  scathed  oak  warr'd  the  winter>wind ; 
When  not  a  distant  taper's  twinkling  ray 
Gleam'd  o'er  the  furze  to  h'ght  him  on  his  viray; 
When  not  a  sheep-bell  soothed  his  listening  ear. 
And  the  big  raindrops  told  the  tempest  near ; 
Then  did  his  hone  the  homeward  track  descry,  (19) 
The  track  that  shunn'd  his  sad,  inquiring  eye ; 
And  win  each  wavering  purpose  to  relent, 
Wiih  warmth  so  mild,  so  gently  ^-iolen^ 
lliat  his  chann'd  hand  the  careless  rein  resign'd, 
And  doubts  and  terron  vaniah'd  from  his  mind. 

Recall  the  traveller,  whose  alter'd  form 
Has  borne  the  bufiet  of  the  mountain-sUHm ; 
And  who  will  fint  his  fond  impatience  meet  ? 
His  fiuihful  dog's  already  at  his  feet! 
Yes,  though  the  porter  spurn  him  from  the  door, 
Though  all,  that  knew  him,  know  his  fiioe  no  more. 
His  &ithful  dog  shall  tell  his  joy  to  each. 
With  that  mute  eloquence  which  passes  speech^— 
And  see,  the  master  but  returns  to  die ! 
Yet  who  shall  bid  the  H-atchful  servant  fly  f 
The  Uasts  of  heaven,  the  drendiing  dews  of  earth. 
The  wanton  insults  of  unfeeling  mirth. 
These,  when  to  guard  Misfortune's  sacred  grave. 
Will  firm  Fidelity  exult  to  brave. 

Led  by  what  chart,  transports  the  timid  dove 
The  wreaths  of  cmquest,  or  the  vows  of  love  ? 
Say,  through  the  douds  what  compass  points  her  flight? 
Monardw  have  gaaed,  and  nations  bless'd  the  s^L 
Pile  rocks  on  rocks,  bid  woods  and  mountains  rise. 
Eclipse  her  native  diades,  her  native  skies  .■— 
'Tis  vain !  through  Ether's  pathless  wilds  she  goes. 
And  lights  at  ImfL  where  all  her  cores  repuec 

Sweet  bird!  thy  truth  shall  Haarlem's  walls  at- 
test, (20) 
And  unborn  ages  consecrate  thy  nest 
When,  with  the  silent  energy  of  grieC 
Widi  k»ks  diat  ask'd.  yet  dared  not  hope  rchef. 


Want  widi  her  babes  round  geuHnoi  Valor 
To  wring  the  slow  surrander  fimrn  faistovgoi 
"Twas  thine  to  animate  her  doangeye; 
Alas !  't  was  thine  perchanee  the  ftat  to  dia^ 
Crush'd  by  her  meagre  hand,  v/btaa  wdeamtA  6m 

die  sky. 
Hark!  die  bee  (31)  winds  her  min  but  mJkm 

bofn. 
Blithe  to  salute  the  smmy  smile  of  monk 
O'er  thymy  downs  she  bends  her  bosy  ooane^ 
And  many  a  stream  allures  her  to  iti  aomceu 
"T  is  noon,  't  is  night    That  ejre  so  finely  wioagH 
Beyond  the  search  of  seoae,  die  soar  of  thoqgkl. 
Now  vainly  adu  the  scenes  she  left  belund ; 
Its  orb  so  full,  its  viskm  so  confined ! 
Who  guides  the  patient  pilgrim  to  her  eefl  f 
Who  bids  her  soiil  with  consdoos  triumph  swafl? 
With  conscious  truth  retrace  die  masy  due 
Of  varied  scents,  that  chaim*d  her  as  she  flewf 
Hail,  Memory,  hail !  thy  univeiaal  reign 
Guards  the  least  link  of  Being's  gkrioos  chain. 


PART  n. 


Ddls  eoso  eosuide.  6 


ANALYSIS. 


The  Memory  has  hitherto  acted  only  in  8obBefn> 
ence  to  the  senses,  and  so  &r  man  is  not  i^Minendy 
distinguidied  from  other  animals:  but,  with  respect 
toman,8hehasahigheri«ovinco;  and  is  often  boiSf 
employed,  when  exdted  by  no  external  cauae  wiiil> 
ever.  She  preserves,  lor  his  use,  the  treasures  of  sit 
and  sdence,  history  and  philosophy.  She  colors  si 
the  prospects  of  life :  for  *"  we  can  only  antictpale  the 
future,  by  concluding  what  is  possible  from  what » 
past'*  On  her  agency  depends  every  effusian  of  the 
Fancy,  who  with  the  boldest  efibrt  can  only 
pound  or  transpose,  augment  or  diminish,  the 
rials  which  she  has  collected. 

When  the  first  emotions  of  despair  have  sobsaded. 
and  sorrow  has  softened  into  melancholy,  she  amusei 
with  a  retrospect  of  innocent  pleasures,  and  inspins 
that  iK>ble  confidoice  which  results  from  the  eooadoos- 
nessof  having  acted  well.  When  sleep  has  suspended 
the  organs  of  sense  from  thdr  office,  she  not  only  sap> 
plies  the  mind  with  images,  but  assists  in  their  comfai* 
nation.  And  even  in  madness  itwlf^  when  the  soul  ii 
resigned  over  to  the  ^oanny  of  a  distempered  imsgi- 
nation,  she  revives  past  perceptions,  and  awakens  diat 
train  of  thought  which  was  formerly  most  fiimiliar. 

Not  are  we  pleased  only  with  a  review  of  die 
brif^ter  passages  of  life.  Events,  the  most  distressing 
in  their  immediate  consequoices,  are  often  cfaerisiMd 
in  rranembrance  with  a  degree  of  aUhusaasm. 

But  the  world  and  its  occupations  give  a  mwhanical 
impulse  to  the  passions,  which  is  not  very  fiivunhla 
to  the  indulgence  of  this  feeling.  His  in  a  cahn  and 
well-regulated  mind  that  the  Memory  is  moat  parfed; 
and  solitude  is  her  best  sphere  of  actioo.  With  lliiB 
sentiment  is  introduced  a  Talc  illustrative  of  bar  m- 
fluenoe  in  sohtude,  sickness,  and  sorrow.  Andtheml^ 
ject  having  now  been  oomidered,  so  fiir  as  it  ralalas  Id 
man  and  the  animal  world,  iw  INwm  concludes  widi 
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dMrt  floperiar  bemgi  aro  Ueit  with  a 
of  dusfiumlty. 


SwBT  Mm OKT,  waAed  by  tfay  gentle  gale. 
Oft  op  liie  aCream  of  Time  I  turn  my  tail, 
lb  ^w  die  £uiy-liamiti  of  loog^kiit  houia, 
Bte  with  fiur  greener  ahadei,  &r  ireaher  floweia. 

Agea  and  dimea  remote  to  Thee  impart 
What  dmnna  in  Geniui»  and  refinea  in  Art ; 
nee,  in  whoae  hand  the  keys  of  Science  dwell, 
TlfeB  panatve  portreat  of  her  holy  cell ; 
Whoae  conatanf  vigila  cfaaae  the  chilling  damp 
OUinao  ateab  npoa  her  yeetal-lampi 

T^e  firienda  of  Reaaoo,  and  the  guidea  of  Youth, 
Whoae  langnage  breathed  the  eloquence  of  Truth ; 
Whoae  Mb,  bcTond  preceptive  wisdom,  taught 
The  great  in  conduct,  and  the  pure  in  thought ; 
llieae  atill  eziat,  (S22)  by  lliee  to  Fame  consign*d, 
Still  qieak  and  act,  the  models  of  mankind. 

From  Hiee  aweet  Hope  her  airy  coloring  draws ; 
And  FaDcy*a  flj^ta  are  subject  to  thy  laws. 
From  Hiee  iSbai  bosom-spring  of  rapture  flows, 
Whidi  only  Virtue,  tranquil  Virtue,  knows. 

When  Joy's  bright  sun  has  died  his  eyening-ray. 
And  Hope's  delusive  meteors  cease  to  play; 
When  clouds  on  clouds  the  smiling  prospect  close, 
San  dnongh  die  gloom  thy  star  serenely  glows : 
like  yoo  fiur  orb,  she  gilds  the  brow  of  night 
Widi  the  mild  magic  ci  reflected  light 

The  beanteoos  maid,  who  bids  the  world  adieu. 
Oft  of  diBt  worid  will  snatch  a  fi>nd  review; 
Ofl  at  tfM  ahrine  neglect  her  beods,  to  trace 
Suae  aoeial  aoene,  some  dear,  fiunilior  ftce : 
Aad  flva»  with  iroo  tongue,  the  vesper-bell 
Benli  tfinragfa  die  C3rpres»>walk,  the  convent<»ll, 
Oft  wiD  her  warm  and  wajrward  heart  revive, 
1V>  kuve  and  joy  still  tremblingly  alive ; 
The  wiyaper'd  vow,  the  chaste  caress  prolong, 
Weave  die  light  dance  and  swell  the  choral  song; 
Wiih  lapt  ear  drink  the  oachanting  serenade. 
And,  aa  it  melta  along  the  moonli^^t-ghide, 
Tb  each  soft  note  return  as  soft  a  sigh. 
And  faleaa  die  youth  that  bids  her  slumbers  fly. 

fiat  »t  tin  Time  has  calm*d  the  ruffled  breost. 
Are  fteae  find  dreama  of  happineas  oonfest 
Hoc  till  Ae  mahing  winds  forget  to  rave, 
b  Hasveo'a  aweet  smile  reflected  on  the  wave. 

From  Ouinea'a  coast  pursue  the  leasening  sail, 
Aad  CMldi  die  sounds  that  sadden  every  gale. 
Ti^  if  dam  canst,  the  sum  oi  sorrows  there ; 
MaA  the  fii'd  gaae,  the  wild  and  fienziod  glare, 
Tfm  neka  of  thought,  and  freezings  of  despair! 
Bat  panaa  not  then— beyond  the  western  wave, 
Go^  mw  Ae  captive  bartered  as  a  slave! 
Cnmk'd  tin  his  hi^  heroic  spirit  Ueeds, 
And  fioB  faia  nerveless  frame  indignantly  recedes. 

Yet  here,  even  here,  with  i^easures  long  resigned, 
La!  MmoaT  bunts  the  twil^ht  of  the  mhid. 
Her  dear  deloaioatVMitbo  his  sinking  soul, 
Whan  die  mde  suul^yj  assumes  its  base  control ; 
And  o^er  Fntnrity's  l^oik  pago  diiSbse 
The  fiiU  refledian  of  her  vivid  hues. 
Til  bat  Id  die^  and  then,  to  weep  no  more, 
Iha  wiU  he  wake  on  Oxigo's  distant  shore ; 
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Beneath  his  plantain's  ancient  shade,  renew 
The  simple  transports  that  with  fieedom  flew; 
Catch  the  cool  broese  that  muskjr  evening  blows, 
And  quaff  the  palm's  rich  necteAfe  it  gk>W8 ; 
The  cnal  tale  of  elder  time  rehearse. 
And  chant  the  rude,  traditionaiy  verse 
With  those,  the  toved  companions  of  his  yooth, 
When  life  was  luxury,  and  friendship  troth. 

Ah!  why  should  Virtue  fear  the  firowns  of  Fate? 
Hers  what  no  wealth  can  buy,  no  power  oeaSe! 
A  litde  world  of  clear  and  cloudleas  day, 
Nor  wreck'd  by  storms,  nor  moulder'd  by  decay; 
A  worid,  with  Memory's  ceaseless  sunshine  blest. 
The  home  of  Happiness,  an  honest  breast 

But  most  we  mark  the  wonders  of  her  reign, 
When  Sleep  has  lock'd  the  senses  in  her  chain. 
When  sober  Judgment  has  his  throne  resign'd 
^o  smiles  away  the  chaos  of  the  mind ; 
And,  as  warm  Fancy's  bright  Elysium  glows. 
From  Her  each  image  springs,  each  color  flows. 
She  is  the  sacred  guest!  the  immortal  friend! 
Ofl  seen  o'er  sleeping  Innocence  to  bend. 
In  that  deed  hour  of  night  to  Siloice  given. 
Whispering  serephic  visions  of  her  heaveiL 

When  the  blithe  son  of  Savoy,  journeying  roimd 
With  humble  wares  and  pipe  of  merry  sound, 
From  his  green  vale  and  shelter'd  calun  hies* 
And  scales  the  Alps  to  visit  foreign  skies ; 
Though  far  below  the  forked  lightnings  play. 
And  at  his  feet  the  thunder  dies  away. 
Oft,  in  the  saddle  rudely  rock'd  to  sloop. 
While  his  mule  browses  on  the  dizs^  steep. 
With  Memory's  aid,  he  sils  at  home,  and  sees 
His  children  sport  beneath  their  native  trees. 
And  bends  to  hear  their  cherub-voices  call. 
O'er  the  loud  fury  of  the  torrent's  fall. 

But  can  her  smile  with  gloomy  Madnon  dwell  f 
Say,  can  she  chase  the  horrors  of  his  cell? 
Each  fiery  flight  on  Frenzy's  wing  restrain. 
And  mould  the  coinage  of  the  fevcr'd  brain  f 

Pass  but  that  grate,  which  scarce  a  gleam  sun^lioe, 
There  in  the  dust  the  wreck  of  Genius  lies! 
lie,  whose  arresting  hand  divinely  wrought 
Each  bold  conception  in  the  sphere  of  thought ; 
And  round,  in  colors  of  the  rainbow,  threw 
Forms  over  fair,  creations  ever  new! 
But,  as  he  fondly  snatch'd  the  wreath  of  Fame, 
The  spectre  Poverty  unnerved  his  froma 
Cold  was  her  grasp,  a  withering  scowl  she  wore ; 
And  Hope's  sufl  energies  were  felt  no  more. 
Yet  still  how  sweet  the  sootliings  of  his  art!  (23) 
From  the  rude  wall  what  bright  ideas  start! 
Even  now  he  claims  the  amaranthine  wreath, 
Wuh  scenes  that  glow,  with  images  that  breathe! 
And  whence  these  scenes,  these  images,  declare : 
Whence  but  from  Her  who  triumphs  o'er  despair? 

Awake,  arise !  with  grateful  fervor  fraught, 
Go,  spring  die  mine  of  elevating  thought 
Ho,  who,  through  Nature's  various  walk,  surveys 
Tho  good  and  fair  her  fauldess  line  portrays ; 
Whose  mind,  profaned  by  no  urdiallow'd  guest. 
Culls  from  tho  crowd  the  purest  and  die  best; 
May  range,  at  will,  bright  Fancy's  golden  clime, 
Or,  musing,  mount  where  Science  sits  sublime. 
Or  w  akc  the  Spirit  of  dciiartcd  Time- 
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Wk>  adi  dnB  wiiely.  wmik  die  monl  Mnae, 

A  *rKrrr^  fidten  in  bit  life  ie\ie\n  I 

So  nch  the  calia^tfm^  »  smdl  the  apace. 

Iti  ecao^  lindtoVbtselB  tt>  tiace. 

Bat  the  find  fool,  nhfln  eveiuDg  ohadea  the  wkj, 

Ttami  bat  to  flait.  and  gaaea  Uit  to  ngh!  (^ 

TIm  weaiy  wwte,  tba  kogtheo'd  aa  be  rao, 

Fadea  to  a  blank,  and  dwindlea  to  a  apan! 

Ah!  who  can  tell  die  triumpha  of  die  mind, 
Bf  tntfb  illaninad,  and  by  taato  refined  f 
VHben  i«»  bM  quendi'd  die  eye,  and  doMd  die  ear, 
StiU  nerved  for  actkn  in  bier  naSiTe  apbere, 
QA  irin  ibe  riie    with  aeavdung  glance  punne 
Sane  loQg4oTed  image  vanirii'd  fivan  her  \icw; 
Dart  duongh  the  deep  lecemea  of  the  past, 
(Xer  dmkf  forma  in  cfaaina  of  alomber  cast; 
Wiib  giantrgnap  fling  back  the  fokfa  of  night. 
And  nalrfa  the  foiddeas  fbgitiTe  to  ligfaL 
So  tbmqgh  the  grove  the  impatient  mother  flies. 
Each  aonlem  glade,  each  aecret  pathway  tries; 
"nil  the  diin  kaiTea  the  truant  boy  disckve, 
LoiV  on  the  wood-mom  ftretch*d  in  sweet  ropoaa 

Nor  yet  to  pleanig  obiedB  are  confined 
Tlw  silent  leflMm  of  the  reflecting  mind ; 
Dm^er  and  death  a  dread  delist  inspire. 
And  the  bald  velenn  glows  with  wonted  fire. 
When,  richly  bronaed  by  many  a  sammeraon, 
De  ooonli  his  acaia,  and  tells  what  deeds  were  done. 

Go»  with  old  Thames,  Tiew  Cbdaea*s  gforkms  pile; 
And  ask  the  dmtter'd  hero,  whence  his  smile  ? 
Go»  Tiew  the  splendid  domes  of  Greenwich — go, 
And  own  what  raptures  from  Reflection  flow. 

Bail,  noblest  stiuctuies  imaged  in  die  ware! 
A  nation'^  grateful  tribute  to  die  brave! 
Bail,  blest  relreato  from  war  and  shipwreck,  hail! 
TVtt  cA  anest  the  wxndering  stranger's  saiL 
Long  have  ye  heaid  the  narratives  of  age, 
Tlw  battle  s  havoc,  and  the  lempeot's  rage ; 
Long  have  jre  known  Reflection**  genial  ray 
GiU  the  cafan  dose  of  Valor's  varioiM  day. 

l^Bse^s  soadiroas  tooches  soon  correct  the  piece, 
ilettoiw  each  tint,  and  bid  each  discutd  ccaae: 
A  soAer  tone  of  light  pcr%^ades  the  whole. 
And  sleab  a  pensive  languor  o'er  the  soul. 

Bast  thon  thiungfa  Eden's  wiU-wwid  vales  por> 
SQed(35) 
Each  mnnntain  scene,  m^iestically  rode ; 
*IV>  noto  the  sweet  wnplicity  of  tiic. 
Far  fimn  die  din  of  FoUy's  idle  atrife; 
Nor  Acre  awhile,  widi  lifted  eye,  rp\*crrd 
That  BBodest  atone  wbich  laous  IVmbiuke  renr'd , 
Which  still  iccofds.  beyond  the  pencd's  power. 
TW  siksM  aonows  of  a  parting  hour; 
Snll  to  fk»  wmmng  pi%nm  poinis  the  place, 
spirit  mast  delights  to  tracef 
with  the  manly  glow  of  honest  pnde. 
aer  his  dead  aon  die  gallant  Onaood  righ'd.  (36) 
llraa.  thnrngh  the  gloom  of  Shenstone's  foiiy^grovc. 
Msria's  am  stiD  beealhes  the  voice  of  love. 

As  the  stem  grandeur  of  a  Gothic  luwor 
AwTB  at  lem  deeply  in  its  mQming<bour. 
T^an  when  the  Aades  of  T^mr  sereue]) 
On  every  broken  airh  and  ivied  wall ; 
Hie  lender  iaaagw  we  love  to  iracv. 
Steal  fium  each  year  a  mebnrhuly  pnu\ 
And  as  the  sfuriu  of  nucial  krte  cipanl. 
A9  the  heart  npnb  lu  a  foreipi  bnd . 


And,  widi  a  brodwr'a  amnmh,  a  bndwr'a  amile, 
Tlie  stranger  greets  each  native  of  hia  iale; 
So  scenes  of  life,  when  present  and  eonfest. 
Stamp  bat  their  bolder  featnrea  on  the  breast; 
Yet  not  an  image,  when  remotdy  viewM, 
Howe%-er  trivial,  and  however  rode, 
But  wins  the  heart,  and  wakes  the  aodal  m^ 
Widi  every  chum  of  dose  aflbu^! 

But  dieae  pnre  joys  the  world  cod  new  kaim\ 
In  gender  climea  their  silver  corrents  flow. 
Oft  at  the  silent,  shadowy  dose  of  dqr» 
When  the  hosh'd  grove  has  song  his  parting  iiy; 
When  penaive  Twili|^  ni  ha  dvky 
Comes  slowly  on  to  meet  the  evemng't 
Above,  below,  atrial  murmnis  swell. 
From  hanging  wood,  bruwn  heath,  and  bmihy  Jdl- 
A  thousand  namelem  riiis,  that  dmn  toe  light 
Stealing  soft  muaic  on  the  ear  of  night. 
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So  oft  the  finer  movementa  of  the  soul. 
That  shun  the  sphere  of  Pleeaure's  gay  ooalni 
In  the  still  shades  of  cahn  Sechson  rise. 
And  breathe  their  sweet,  seraphic  faamonia! 

Onoe,  and  domestic  annals  teO  the  time. 
(Preserved  in  Cumbria's  rode,  romantic  cfioK) 
Wben  Nature  smiled,  and  o'er  the  landsrapa 
Her  richest  fragrance,  and  her  brighloat  hne, 
A  blithe  and  blooming  Forester  explored 
TVise  kifticr  scenes  Salvator's  sool  adored ; 
The  rocky  pam  halPbnng  with  shaggy  wood. 
And  die  cleft  oak  flung  boldly  o'er  the  flood; 
Nor  shunn'd  the  track,  unknown  to 
Hiat  downwBrd  to  the  night  of  cavena  led; 
Some  ancient  cataract's  deserted  bed. 

High  on  exnltiiv  wing  the  heaih-eodt  raae(S7) 
And  blew  his  shrill  blaat  o'er  perennial  snows; 
Ere  die  rapt  youth,  recoiling  from  the  roar, 
Gaaed  on  the  tnmblmg  tide  of  dread  Lodoar; 
And  dirougb  the  rifted  cbfis,  that  acaled  the  shy, 
Derwent's  dear  mirror  (S8)  chann'd  his  daaled  qp» 
E>m4i  osier  isle,  inverted  on  die  wave, 
llirougb  mom's  grey  mist  iw  mdting  colors  gave; 
And  o'er  the  cygnet's  haunt,  the  maniling  grove 
Its  emerald  ardi  with  wild  luxorianee  wove. 

light  M  die  bnese  that  farorii'd  die  orient  drv. 
From  rock  to  rock  the  young  Adventurer  flew ; 
.\nd  day's  last  sunshine  slept  along  the  shora. 
When  io.  c  path  die  smile  of  wekxane  vrare. 
Imbuwering  shrubs  with  verdure  veil'd  the  Af, 
And  on  tiic  mmik-roac  died  a  deeper  dye; 
Save  when  a  br^t  and  moaaentaiy  gleam 
Glanced  fium  die  wbite  foam  of  aome  shdler'd  slie« 

O'er  die  still  lake  die  bell  of  evenii^  toli'd. 
And  on  the  moor  the  shephetd  penn'd  his  fold ; 
And  on  the  green  hill's  side  the  meteor  plsf'd, 
Wlicn.  hatk!  a  voice  sung  sweedy  throngh  the  sM 
It  cca«cd — yet  still  in  Flono's  foncy  aong, 
Siill  nn  eadi  note  his  captive  spirit  haqg; 
TUl  o'er  the  mead  a  cool,  aequester^d  giot 
From  its  rich  roof  a  spairy  luain 
A  cr\nMal  water  cross'd  the  peMW 
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Far  froni  the  bwjr  work!  sho  flics. 
To  taste  tfuU  peace  the  world  denies. 
Entranced  she  aits ;  from  youth  to  ogc, 
Reviewing  Life's  eventful  page; 
And  noting,  ere  they  fade  away. 
The  little  lines  of  yesterday. 

Fbrio  hod  gain'd  a  rude  and  rocky  soot, 
When  kn  the  Cvenius  of  this  still  retreat ! 
Fair  was  her  fijnn — bat  who  can  hope  to  trace 
"nie  pensive  softness  of  her  angol-iace  7 
Can  Viigil*8  verse,  can  Raphool's  touch,  import 
Thciae  finer  features  of  the  feeling  heart, 
Hmse  tond'rer  tinti  that  shun  the  careless  eye, 
And  in  die  world's  oontoinous  climate  die  ? 

Sho  left  the  cave,  nor  marked  the  stronger  there ; 
ricr  pastoral  beauty,  and  her  artless  air 
Ihid  breathed  a  soft  enchontroent  o'er  his  soul ! 
la  every  nerve  he  felt  her  blest  control ! 
What  pare  and  whitc>-wing'd  agents  of  the  sky, 
Who  mle  the  aivings  of  sacred  sjrmpathy, 
InSarm  eongenial  spirits  when  they  meet  ? 
Sweet  is  their  oflice,  as  their  natures  sweet  * 

Fkario,  with  fearful  joy,  pursued  the  maid. 
Till  ihiuogh  a  visla*s  moonlight-chequer'd  shade, 
Where  the  bat  circled,  and  tlie  rooks  reposed, 
tllieir  wan  suspended,  and  their  councils  closed) 
An  antique  mansion  burst  in  awful  state, 
A  rirh  ^ine  clustering  round  the  Gothic  gate. 
Nur  paused  ho  there.  The  master  of  (he  sccnr 
Saw  his  l^t  step  imprint  the  dewy  grcon ; 
And.  riow  advancing,  hail'd  him  as  his  guest, 
Won  by  the  honest  warmth  his  k)oks  expresi'd. 
lie  were  the  rustic  manners  of  a  'S(iuire ; 
A^  hod  not  quench'd  one  spoHc  of  manly  Hre ; 
But  giant  Gout  had  IxhumI  him  in  her  chain, 
<\nd  his  heart  panted  for  the  chnse  in  vain. 

Tet  here  Remembrance,  swcctly-soothing  Power ! 
Wif^M  with  delight  Confinement's  lingering  hour. 
Hie  fin's  brush  still  emulous  to  wear, 
He  srour'd  the  county  in  his  elbowHrhnir ; 
.And,  with  view-halloo,  roused  the  dreaming  hound, 
lint  rung,  by  starts,  his  deep-toned  music  round. 

I/ng  by  the  paddock's  humble  pale  confined, 
Hii  aged  hunters  ooursecl  the  viewless  wind : 
Aad  each,  with  glowing  energy  portray'd, 
Ths  fiu^fiuaed  triumphs  of  the  field  display'd ; 
Usoip'd  die  canvas  of  the  crowded  hall, 
And  chaaed  a  Una  of  heroes  from  the  wall. 
IVre  slept  the  horn  each  jocund  echo  knew. 
And  aany  a  smile  and  many  a  story  drew ! 
Kf^  o*er  Aa  heordi  tiis  fbres^trophies  hung. 
And  dieir  fiuitaalie  branches  vrildly  flung. 
ilnw  would  he  dwell  on  the  vast  antlera  there! 
l%ese  daah'd  the  wave,  those  ftnn'd  the  roountain-air. 
All,  aa  tfaey  fiown'd,  unwritten  records  bora 
Of  gallant  feafii  and  festivals  of  yore. 

But  why  the  tale  prolong? — ^His  only  child, 
ffii  darling  Julia  on  the  stranger  smil'd. 
Hsr  little  arts  a  fVetfidnre  to  pleose, 
Hsr  gentle  gaiety,  ^i»ative  ease 
Had  woo  h»  soul ;  iHl'TapCurous  Fancy  shed 
Htt  golden  Kghts,  and  tints  of  rosy  red. 
BUah!  lew  days  had  paas'd,  ere  the  bright  viakm  fled! 

When  evwiing  tinged  the  lake's  ethereal  bluo, 
And  her  deep  shades  irrogulariy  throw  ; 


Their  idiifting  sail  dropt  gently  from  the  oove, 

Down  by  St.  Iforitert's  consecrated  grove; (39) 

Whence  erst  tlio  chanted  hymn,  t||pe  taper'd  rite 

Amused  the  fisher's  solitary  ni^itt 

And  still  the  mitred  window,  richly  wreathed, 

A  sacred  calm  tlirough  the  brown  foliage  breathed. 

'riio  wild  deer,  starting  through  the  silent  glade, 
With  fearful  gaze  their  various  coune  survey'd. 
High  hong  in  air  the  hoary  goat  reclined. 
His  streaming  beard  the  sport  of  every  wind ; 
And,  while  the  coot  her  jet-wing  loved  to  lave, 
Iloc'k'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  sleepless  wave ; 
The  cogln  nish'd  frcmi  Skiddaw's  purine  crest, 
A  cloud  still  brooding  o'er  her  giant-ncst. 

And  now  the  moon  had  dimm'd  with  dewy  ray 
The  few  fine  flushes  of  departing  day. 
O'er  the  wide  water's  deep  serene  she  hung. 
And  her  broad  lights  on  every  mountain  flung ; 
When  lo !  a  sudden  blast  the  vessel  blew,  (30) 
And  to  the  surge  consigned  the  little  crew. 
All,  all  escaped — hut  ere  the  lover  bore 
llis  faint  and  fadc<l  Julia  to  the  shore, 
llcr  sense  had  flc<i ! — Exhausted  by  the  storm, 
A  fatal  tmnce  hung  o'er  her  pallid  form ; 
Ilcr  closing  eye  a  trembling  lustre  fireil ; 
"T  was  life's  last  spark— it  fluttor'd  and  expired  ? 

The  father  strcw'd  his  white  hnirs  in  the  wind, 
Coird  on  his  child'— nor  lingor'd  long  behind : 
An<l  Florio  live<l  to  poo  the  willow  wove. 
With  many  an  evening-whisper,  o'er  their  grave- 
Yes,  Florio  lived — ond,  still  of  rarh  possess'd, 
Tlio  father  chrriph'd,  and  the  maid  caress'd ! 

For  ever  would  the  flmd  onlhusiaRt  rove. 
With  Julia's  spirit,  through  the  shadtmy  grove ; 
(laze  with  delight  on  every  srcnc  she  plnnn'd, 
Kiss  every  flow 'ret  planted  hy  her  hand. 
All !  still  he  traced  her  steps  along  the  glade. 
When  hazy  hues  anil  glimmering  lights  betray 'd 
Half-viowlcss  forms ;  still  listen'd  as  the  breeze 
Ilraved  its  deep  solw  among  the  agr<l  trees; 
And  at  each  |xiuse  her  melting  accents  caught. 
In  sweet  delirium  of  romantic  thought ! 
Dear  was  the  grot  that  shunn'd  the  blaze  of  day ; 
She  gave  its  spars  to  shoot  a  trembling  ray. 
The  spring,  that  bubbled  from  its  inmost  cell, 
Murmur'd  of  Julia's  virtues  as  it  fell ; 
And  o'er  the  dripping  moss,  the  fretted  stone. 
In  Florio's  ear  breathed  language  not  its  own. 
Her  charm  around  the  enchantress  Mkmory  threw 
A  charm  that  soothes  the  mind,  and  sweetens  too! 

But  is  Her  magic  only  felt  below  ? 
Say,  through  what  brighter  realms  she  bids  it  flow 
To  wlmt  pure  beings,  in  a  nobler  sphere,  (31) 
She  yields  delight  but  faintly  imaged  here : 
All  that  till  now  their  rapt  researches  knew ; 
Not  call'd  in  slow  succession  to  review. 
But,  as  a  landscape  meets  the  eye  of  day, 
At  once  presented  to  their  glad  survey ! 

Each  scene  of  bliss  reveal'd,  since  chaos  fled, 
And  damning  light  its  dazzling  glories  spread ; 
Each  choin  of  wonden  that  sublimely  glow'd. 
Since  first  Creation's  choral  anthem  flow'd ; 
Each  ready  fUght,  at  Mercy's  call  divine. 
To  distant  worlds  that  undiscover'd  shine ; 
Fidl  on  her  tablet  flings  its  living  rays. 
And  all,  combinod,  with  blest  eflfulgenoe  blaie. 
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There  thy  bright  train,  immortal  Frienddiip,  foor ; 
No  more  to  part,  lo  mingle  tears  no  more ! 
And,  aa  the  softaung  hand  of  Time  endears 
The  joys  and  aorfsm  of  our  iniimtryeara, 
So  there  the  aoul,  released  Crom  human  atiile, 
Smilea  at  the  littie  cares  and  ills  of  life ; 
Its  lights  and  shades,  its  sunshine  and  its  showers ; 
As  at  a  dream  that  charm'd  her  vacant  hours ! 

Oft  may  the  spirits  of  the  dead  descend 
To  watch  the  silent  slumbers  of  a  friend ; 
To  hover  round  his  evening-walk  unseen. 
And  hold  sweet  converse  on  the  dinky  green ; 
To  hail  the  spot  where  fint  their  friendship  grew. 
And  heaven  and  nature  open*d  to  their  view ! 
Oft,  when  he  trims  his  cheerful  hearth,  and  sees 
A  smiling  circle  emulous  to  please ; 
llicre  may  these  gentle  guests  delight  to  dwell. 
And  bleas  die  scene  they  loved  in  life  so  well! 

Oh  thou!  with  whom  my  heart  was  wont  to  share 
From  Reason's  dawn  each  pleasure  and  each  care; 
With  whom,  alas!  I  fondly  hoped  to  know 
The  humble  walks  of  happiness  below; 
If  thy  blest  nature  now  unites  above 
An  angel's  pity  with  a  brother's  love. 
Still  o'er  my  life  preserve  thy  mild  control. 
Correct  my  views,  and  elevate  my  soul; 
Grant  me  thy  peace  and  purity  of  mind. 
Devout  yet  cheerful,  active  yet  resign'd; 
Grant  me,  like  thee,  whose  heart  knew  no  disguise, 
Whose  blameless  wishes  never  aim'd  to  rise. 
To  meet  the  changes  'Hroe  and  Chance  present. 
With  modest  dignity  and  calm  content. 
When  thy  last  breath,  ere  Nature  sunk  to  rest, 
Thy  meek  submission  to  thy  God  express'd ; 
When  thy  last  look,  ere  thought  and  feeling  fled, 
A  mingled  gleam  of  hope  and  triumph  shed ; 
What  to  thy  soul  its  glad  assurance  gave. 
Its  hope  in  death,  its  triumph  o'er  the  grave  T 
The  sweet  Remembrance  of  unblemish'd  youth. 
The  still  inspiring  voice  of  Innocence  and  Truth ! 

Hail,  Memoet,  hail!  in  thy  exhamtlcm  mine 
From  age  lo  age  nnnumber'd  treasures  shine! 
Thought  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  caU  obey, 
And  Place  and  lime  are  pubject  to  thy  sway! 
Thy  pleasures  most  we  feel  when  most  alone ; 
The  only  pleasures  we  can  caU  our  own. 
Lighter  than  air,  Hope's  summer-visions  die. 
If  bat  a  fleeting  cloud  obscure  the  sky; 
If  but  a  beam  of  sober  Reason  play, 
Lo,  Fancy's  &iry  frost-work  melts  away! 
But  can  the  wiles  of  Art,  the  grasp  of  Power, 
Snatch  the  rich  relics  of  a  well-spent  hour  ? 
These,  when  the  trembling  spirit  wings  her  flight, 
Pour  round  her  path  a  stream  of  living  light; 
And  gild  those  pure  and  perfect  realms  of  rest. 
Where  Virtue  triumphs,  and  her  sons  are  blest! 
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Note  1,  page  2,  col  3. 

at  ev«7  Hep,  to  dsin  a  tear. 


Up 

I  came  to  the  place  of  my  birth  and  cried,  **  The 
friends  of  my  yocUh,  where  are  theyf* — And  an  echo 
answered  "  Where  are  theyf — From  an  Arabic  MS.  | 


Note  3,  page  3,  ooL  1. 
AwBlnlMt<Me,sod  lo,  wiatnuriadirisel 
When  a  traveller,  who  was  surveying  die 
Rome,  expressed  a  desire  lo  possess  some  rdic 
ancient  grandeur,  Pouasin,  who  attended 
down,  and  gathering  up  a  handful  of  earth 
with  small  grains  of  porphyry,  "  Take  diia 
said  he,  *"  for  your  cab^t;  azkd  aay  boldly, 
Roma  Antka." 

Note  3,  page  3,  cdL  1. 
The  cliBicfe-fsid  lews  roood  whick  his  fhthen  i 

Every  man,  like  Gulliver  in  lilliput,  is  fJMitffntid  to 
some  spot  of  earth,  by  the  thousand  small  Ihreadi 
which  habit  and  association  are  cootinually  aas^mf 
over  him.  Of  these,  perhaps,  one  of  the  strongest  it 
here  alluded  to. 

When  the  Canadian  Indians  were  onice  aolidted 
to  emigrate,  **  What!"  they  replied,  **  shall  we  sq^  to 
the  bones  of  our  Others,  Arise,  and  go  with  us  into 
a  foreign  landf* 

Note  4,  page  3,  coL  1. 
Bo,  when  he  hfeathed  hb  firm  ret  food  sdiea. 
See  Coci^M  first  vo3rage,  book  i,  chap.  16. 
Another  very  aflfecting  instance  of  local  attadmiait 
is  related  of  his  fellow-countryman  Potaveri,  who 
came  to  Europe  with  M.  de  Bougainville.     See  lev 
Jardinty  chant  uL 

Note  5,  page  3,  ooL  2. 
So  Bootia't  QwBftn,  ele. 
Elle  se  leve  sur  son  lit,  et  se  met  k  contempier 
la  France  encore,  et  tant  qu'elle  pent. — ^Beantomi. 

Note  6,  page  3,  ooL  % 
Thoo  kiodrad  olqecti  kindred  tboogfats  ineiuo. 

To  an  accidental  association  may  be  ascribed  some 
of  the  noblest  ^brts  of  human  genius.  The  Histo- 
rian of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire 
firat  conceived  his  design  among  the  ruins  of  the 
Capitol;  and  to  the  tones  of  a  Welsh  harp  are  we 
indebted  lor  the  Bard  of  Gray. 

Note  7,  page  3,  col  S2. 
Hcnoe  hon»-felt  plesaon,  etc 

Who  can  sufBdendy  admire  the  afiectionate  at- 
tachment of  Plutarch,  who  thus  concludes  his  enu- 
meration of  the  advantages  of  a  great  city  to  men  of 
letters?  **As  lo  myself^  I  live  in  a  little  town ;  and  I 
choose  to  live  there,  lest  it  should  become  still  Icsb." 
ViLDewL 

Note  8,  page  3,  col.  S2. 
FVw  this  youif  Foecari,  etc. 

lie  was  suspected  of  murder,  and  at  Venice  sna- 
pickm  is  good  evidence.  Neither  the  interest  of  the 
Doge,  his  &diw,  nor  the  intrepidity  of  conacioos  in- 
nocence, which  he  exhibited  in  the  dungeon  and  on 
the  rack,  could  procure  his  acquittal.  He  waa  ban- 
ished to  the  island  of  Candia  fbr  life. 

But  here  his  rescdutiGn  fiiled  him.  At  such  a  die- 
tanoe  from  home  he  could  not  Bve;  and,  as  it  was  a 
criminal  ofibnce  to  solicit  the  iBteicearion  of  a  foreign 
prince,  in  a  fit  of  despair  he  addressed  a  letter  to  the 
Duke  of  Milan,  and  intrusted  it  to  a  wretch  whoao 
perfidy,  he  knew,  would  occasion  his  being  remanded 
a  prisoner  to  Venice. 
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Note  9,  page  3,  ool.  3. 
the  dMm  hiilorie  mmom  tnqwit: 


WhsteTcr  withfdrewi  oi  from  tho  |;K>wer  of  our 
i;  fvhatever  makei  the  past,  the  distant,  or  the 
fotme,  predaninate  over  the  present,  advances  us  in 
diedignityofthinkiDgbMnpi.  Far  from  me  and  for  from 
mf  ineiids  be  such  frigid  philosophy  as  may  conduct 
OB  indiflfisrent  and  unmoved  over  any  ground  which 
has  baeo  dignified  by  wisdom,  bravery,  or  virtue. 
lliat  aaii  is  litde  to  be  envied,  whose  patriotism 
imild  not  gun  fcroe  upon  the  plain  of  Marathon,  or 
whoae  piaty  would  not  grow  warmer  among  tho  ruins 

of  IflVL— JOBMSON. 

Note  10,  page  3,  col.  2. 
Aad  wstefa  sad  wsep  in  Eloin*i  osD. 
TIm  Fuadate,  Ibunded  by  Abelaid,  in  Champagne. 

Note  11,  page  3,  ool.  8. 

*T«assvirtluii.  Aa  bow  at  Viriil't  tomb. 
Vow«  and  pilgrimages  are  not  peculiar  to  the  re- 
ligioBB  enthuaiBSt.  Silius  Italicns  performed  omiual 
ceremonies  oq  the  mountain  of  Posilipo ;  and  it  was 
there  that  Boccaccio,  fnost  da  un  divino  estro  inspi- 
rafofe  naolved  to  dedicate  his  life  to  the  Muses. 

Note  13,  page  3,  ool.  3. 
Bo  TbUf  paassd  smid  the  wreeki  oT  Tlmo. 
Whan  Cieeio  was  qoastor  in  Sicily,  he  discovered 
the  tomb  of  Archimedes  by  its  mathematical  inscrip- 
tion.— Tuac.  Quest  v.  3. 

Note  13,  page  3,  col.  3. 
8sj  why  tte  psoMve  widow  lovee  to  weep. 
1116  influence  of  the  associating  principle  is  finely 
eiemplified  in  the  &ithful  Penelope,  when  she  sheds 
lean  orer  the  bow  of  Ulysses. — Od.  xxi,  55. 

Note  14,  page  3,  col.  3. 
If  chaaee  he  hew*  the  eoiiff  so  sweetly  wild. 

The  celebrated  Ranz  das  Vaches;  "  cct  air  si  ch6ri 
des  Buissis  qn'il  fut  d^fendu  sous  peine  dc  mort  de 
le  jooer  dans  leun  troupes,  parcc  qifil  fiiinoit  fi uidre 
en  lannes,  deserter  on  mourir  coui  qui  rentcndoinnt, 
mot  it  eidtoit  en  cnx  Tardent  d^ir  de  revuir  lour 
patrie.*'-~Roi7WKAD. 

The  molodis  de  pays  is  as  old  as  the  human  heart. 

JmrxxAL'a  little  cup-bearer 

SoipifBt  hNiio  HOD  riesra  teoapore  mstrem, 
d  fsalem,  el  notot  trinit  deeidenit  hoMioe. 

And  the  Aigive,  in  the  heat  of  battle, 

Dakee  SMwieai  renuaiseitar  Arxoe. 

Note  15,  page  4,  ooL  3. 
8sj  why  VemeaisB  loved  hie  Bsbioe  fens. 

IVi  emperor,  according  to  Suetonius,  constantly 
pamed  the  SDmraer  in  a  BiaaU  villa  near  Reate.  where 
ha  mm  bom,  and  to  which  he  would  never  add  any 
whiiHishnisnt,  mt  quid  weOietA  oadomm  anwulMdini 
aqpsiirat    BuKr.  m  Vit  Vesp.  cap^  u. 

A  amilar  inalanaeoocarB  in  the  lilb  of  the  venerar 
blePaftiBax,aarelMedbyJ.Capilolinus.  Posteaquam 
■  liguriam  veoit,  multis  agris  ooemptis,  tabemam 
pUfimain,  wmmf ntefomA  prion,  infinitis  edificiis  cir- 
f— ladil     f  fTrf  AugutL  54. 

And  it  ii  Mid  of  Cardinal  Richeliou,  that,  when  he 
bttlthiiBM|iiift  wil  palace  on  the  site  of  the  oM&mily 
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chateau  at  Richelieu,  lie  sacrificed  its  symmetry  to 
preserve  the  room  in  which  ho  was  bom. — Mim,  dt 
MUt  de  Mantjtenster,  i.  37. 

An  attachment  of  this  nature  is  generally  tho  char 
actoristic  of  a  benevolent  mind  ;  and  a  long  acquaint- 
ance with  the  wiirld  cannot  always  extinguish  it. 

**  To  a  friend,"  says  John,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
"  I  will  cxpnec  my  weakness :  I  am  oftoner  missing 
a  pretty  gallery  in  Ihe  old  house  I  pulled  down,  than 
pleased  with  a  saloon  which  I  built  in  its  etead, 
though  a  thousand  times  bettor  in  all  respects."— Sec 
his  Later  to  the  D.  of  Sh. 

This  is  the  language  of  tho  heart ;  and  will  re- 
mind tho  reader  of  that  good-humored  remark  in  one 
of  Pope's  lettcra  —  **  I  should  hardly  care  to  have  on 
old  post  pulled  up,  that  I  remembered  ever  since  I 
was  a  child." 

Nor  did  tho  Poet  feel  the  charm  more  ibrcibly  than 
his  Editor.     See  IIurd's  Life  of  Warburton,  51,  99. 

Tho  Author  of  Telemachus  has  illustnaed  this 
subject,  with  equal  fiuicy  and  feeling,  in  the  story  of 
Alible,  Person. 

Note  16,  page  4,  col.  1. 
Wbr  groat  Navarre,  etc 
That  aroiablo  and  accomplished  monarch,  Henry 
the  Fourth  of  France,  made  an  excurRJon  from  his 
camp,  during  the  li>ng  siege  of  Laon,  to  dine  nt  a 
house  in  the  (()rc8t  of  Fulanibray ;  where  he  hail 
ofU*n  l)ecn  regiilcil,  when  a  iN>y,  with  fniit,  milk,  and 
new  rheoHo ;  mu\  in  revisiting  wliicli  he  proniis(>d 
himself  groat  pleasure. — Minu  de  SuUy. 

Note  17,  poge  4,  coL  1. 
Whon  Diodetion'a  Mir*correctn]  mind. 
Diocletian  retired  into  his  native  province,  and 
there  aroused  himself  with  building,  planting,  aiul 
gardening.  His  answer  to  Maximian  is  deservedly 
celebrated.  He  was  solicited  by  that  restless  old  man 
to  reossume  the  reins  of  government,  and  the  Im|ie- 
rial  purple.  He  rejected  tho  temptation  with  a  smile 
of  pity,  calmly  obser\ing,  "  that  if  he  could  show 
Maximian  the  cablngcs  which  lie  had  plonted  with 
his  o\a7i  hands  at  Siilona,  he  should  no  longer  be 
urged  to  relinquish  tho  enjoyment  of  happinen  for 
the  pursuit  of  power." — Gibbon. 

Note  18,  page  4.  col.  1. 
Sar,  when  contentiuiu  Charle*  renounced  a  throne. 
When  tho  emperor  Cliorles  V.  had  executed  his 
memorable  resolution,  and  had  set  out  for  the  mon- 
astery of  St.  Justus,  he  stopped  a  few  days  at  Ghent, 
says  his  historian,  to  indulge  that  tender  and  pleas- 
ant melancholy,  wliich  arises  in  the  mind  of  every 
man  in  the  decline  of  life,  on  visiting  the  place  of 
his  nativity,  and  viewing  the  scenes  and  objects  (a- 
miliar  to  him  in  his  early  youth. — Robertson. 

Note  19,  page  4,  col.  1. 

Then  did  ha  horoe  tho  horoaward  trsek  deterj* 

The  memory  of  the  horse  ibrms  the  groundwork 

of  a  pleasing  little  romance  of  the  twclflh  century. 

entitled,  **  I^oi  du  Paleiroy  voir." — See  Fabliaux  du 

XIL  siet'Ie. 

Ariosto  likewise  introduces  it  in  a  passage  full  of 
truth  and  nature.  When  Bayordo  meets  Angelica  in 
the  forest, 

—————  Va  maaaaeto  alia  Doosells, 

•        **•*** 

Che  ia  Albrsees  i1  aerTla  sii  di  ana  mano. 

Orlmtio  FvmM,  canto  i.  79. 
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Note  20,  pi^  4,  ooL  1. 
Sweat kM!  tky  tntk ihan Huul«*i  wab  tdart. 

Daring  the  nege  of  Haarlem,  when  diat  city  waa 
radnced  to  the  iMt  extremity,  mid  on  the  point  of 
opening  its  gates  to  a  baae  and  barfaaraui  enemy,  a 
dengn  waa  fcrmed  to  reUeve  it;  and  the  intelligenoe 
waa  oonveyed  to  the  dtixena  by  a  letter  which  waa 
tied  under  the  wing  of  a  pigeoa^-TuuAMiTS,  libu  Iv. 
c.  5. 

The  aame  meaaenger  waa  employed  at  the  aiege 
of  Biatina,  aa  we  are  infiirmed  l^  the  elder  Fliny^— 
HuLNaLjL,n. 

Note  21,  page  4,  ool.  2. 

Uaik!  tiMbeo,eie. 

Thia  little  animal,  from  the  extreme  oonvexity  of 
her  eye,  cannoC  aee  many  inches  before  her. 


Note  22,  pi«e  5,  coL  1. 

etc 


There  ia  a  fatare  Existence  even  in  this  world,  an 
Existence  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of  those  who  shall 
live  after  as.  It  is  in  reserve  for  every  man,  how- 
ever ofascore ;  and  his  portion,  if  he  be  diligent,  must 
be  equal  lo  his  desires.  For  in  whose  remembruice 
can  we  widi  to  hold  a  place,  hot  sudi  as  know,  and 
are  known  by  us  ?  Tliese  are  within  the  sphere  of 
our  influence,  and  among  these  and  their  descend- 
anti  we  may  live  evermore. 

It  is  a  stale  of  rewards  and  ponishmentB ;  and,  like 
that  revealed  to  us  in  the  Gospel,  has  the  happiest 
influence  on  our  lives.  The  latter  eidtes  us  to  gain 
the  fowir  of  Goi>,  the  former  to  gain  the  love  and 
esteem  of  wise  and  good  men ;  and  both  lead  to  the 
same  end;  for,  in  framing  our  conceptions  of  the 
Deity,  we  only  ascribe  to  Him  exalted  degrees  of 
Wisdom  and  Goodoeaa. 

Note  23,  page  5,  coL  2. 
Yet  Hia  how  sweet  the  ■ooChi^a  of  hii  sit! 


Tlie  aatronomer  chalking  his  figures  on  the  wall, 
in  Hogarth's  view  of  Bedlam,  is  an  admirable  ei- 
emplificatioQ  of  this  idea^-— See  the  Rdbe's  Prtigrew, 
platea 

Note  24,  page  6,  ooL  1. 

Tans  but  to  start,  end  laaes  iMt  to  agh ! 

TIm  following  stanais  are  said  to  have  been  writ- 
ten on  a  blank  leaf  of  this  Poem.  They  present  so 
aflfecting  a  reveiae  of  the  picture,  that  I  cannot  resist 
the  opportunity  of  introducing  them  here. 


PleasBies  of  Memory ! 
Aad  jortly  prood  beyond  a  Poet's  praiM ; 

If  tbe  pore  eoolfaMs  of  thy  tranqoil  breaet 
Cortain.  indeed,  the  enlgeet  of  thy  laye ! 
By  an  bow  enried !— 4br  to  me. 
The  herald  etil  of  misery, 
Ifonory  makes  her  iaflocnee  known 
By  Mffhs.  and  team,  and  ffrief  alone : 

I  xreet  her  ee  the  fiend,  lo  whom  belong 

The  v«ltiii«*s  lavsninc  bask,  the  lavse's  flnsral  sosf. 


When  **aBtheiftoriife*'  ieisd 
What,  bvt  the 
■M  beyond  the  giave 
And  iiaiae  the  heO 


Note  25,  page  6,  ooL  1. 
Hsakthoa  thraogk  Edaa^s 

On  die  road-oide,  between  Penrith  and  lifhli;. 
there  stands  a  smaU  pillar  with  this  maciipiwu; 

**  This  pillar  was  erected  in  the  year  1656,  bf  Am 
Countess-Dowager  of  Pembroke,  etc.  for  a  memomi 
of  her  last  parting,  in  this  place,  with  her  good  aai 
pious  mother,  Margaret,  Cotrnteaa-Dowagcr  of  Cim> 
berland,onthe2dof  AprU,1616;  in 
of  die  haih  leil  an  annuity  of  42.  to  be 
the  poor  of  the  parish  of  Brougham,  eveiy  2d  dif 
of  April  for  ever,  upon  the  stone^able  placed  had 
by.    Laos  Deo.**' 

Tlie  Eden  is  the  prindpal  river  of  Comheriai 
and  rises  in  the  wildest  part  of  WealraoieiaBd. 


Note  26,  page  6,  ooL  1. 
0*er  his  dead  Kw  the  gaUaat  Oimoad  iifh^i. 

Ormond  bore  the  loss  with  patience  ami  d^nilf : 
though  he  ever  retained  a  pleasing,  homwcr  wrlaa 
choly,  sense  of  the  signal  merit  of  Ofeaoiy.  « I  waaU 
not  exchange  my  dead  son,**  said  he,  "  for  any  iiviig 
son  in  Christendom." — ^Humk. 

The  same  sentiment  is  inscribed  on  Miaa  DofaaHf^ 
um  at  the  Leasowes.  **  Heu,  quanto  minim  est  cmi 
reliquis  versari,  quam  tui  meminisBe  f* 

Note  27,  page  6.  col.  2. 
Hicb  on  exnitinff  wing  the  healh-oock  naa. 
This  bird  is  remarkaUe  for  his  exultatioo  dofiic 
the  spring. 

Note  28,  page  6,  coL  2. 
Derwem*s  dear  mirror. 
Keswick-Loke  in  Cumberland. 

Note  29,  page  7,  col.  2. 
Down  by  St.  Herbert's  eonaeeialed  grove. 
A  snnall  island  covered  with  trees,  among  which 
were  furmeriy  the  ruins  of  a  religious  house. 

Note  30,  page  7,  col.  2. 

Wheafe*  a  sadden  blast  the  vemd  blew. 

In  a  lake  surrounded  with  mountains,  the  agiia* 

tions  are  often  violent  and  momentary.    The  winds 

blow  in  gusts  and  eddies ;  and  the  water  no  sooner 

si%-ells,  than  it  subsides. — See  Bouen's  ffisL  q^  Wett- 


Note  31,  page  7,  col.  2. 
To  what  pore  beinga,  in  a  aobler 


The  several  degrees  of  angeb  may  probably  have 
larger  views,  and  some  of  them  be  endowed  with 
capacities  able  to  retain  together,  and  constantly  ssl 
before  them,  as  m  one  picture,  all  their  paal  know- 
ledge at 
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Kuwan  iLUt. 


_  S  of  belli  ID  ■  nnghfaoiing  Vil- 
kgB  OQ  Iba  birth  of  *d  heir — Geuenl  Reflectiunt 
"        B  lib— The  Sutgect  propowd— Chilci- 


BMie  H^qiiUH  and  Afflicdon — Wir — Peace — 
Cml  Dmnmaa — Suliremenl  Inoi  Bctivv  liTo — 
CId  A(B  kkI  iM  EivornisDU — Coucliaioii. 

Vnlnk  hM  nmg  hii  cuol  in  the  iky: 
Hm  b«n  h>Te  hnmni'd  their  noeD-Ddo  lullaty. 
Sdn  ID  Ae  nle  Ae  villags-bell>  ring  touul. 
Still  in  UewaUrn^iall  (he  jeia  muund : 
nr  Mnr  the  midlB«up  a  ording  ihcre, 
How,  ^«1  at  bcati,  ihe  gnKps  breathe  iheir  jmyer. 
And,  (nimling,  Hop  the  cradle  lo  admire 
Tht  labab  thailaqang  image  of  hii  aire. 

A  fcw  riurt  jpaara— and  then  then  ■Dondi  ahall  boil 
n>  A7  acain,  and  gladocH  fill  the  vale; 
isiana  AecUUsTouth,  the  rouih  a  maa. 


IGd  «Miqr  •  Hie  toU  of  hii  boyudi  da^ 
1W  DBBa  ^n  eiy,  <d  all  hci  illi  beguiled, 
-Twia  en  thaaekiMet  heats  noflencl  imjleij." 

And  ran  again  diall  mixic  iwell  the  breem ; 
Sdoo,  iwdng  finh,  dull  glitter  through  the  tre«B 
VaUtm  t£  nnplial  vhile ;  and  bymni  be  nuig, 
And  TJelaW  nUUi'd  ramtd ;  and  old  and  foung, 
b  OTMj  eoOagftftxdi  with  gariamb  green. 
Snodaiill  BgaM.ind.gaiilig.bloei  ihe  acenej 
Whikk  bat  dttk  wrm  dadiniiig,  bjr  hii  nde 
Hma  in  hti  viigiD-Tml  dw  genua  taida. 
'    *  '  IB diataat  hour, 

IB  fi«n  yonder  tower ) 
[■  long  nick  weeda  are  aecn, 
f  beard  nhera  only  joy  bu  been ; 
m  iaa  (AiUreo  bonae,  aitd  fiom  hii  door 


BlvlnB<AiUr 
ilrwpaiCinglo 


TK  a  tt»  mlt,  brief  dMmi^  it  be,  aa  itiange, 
AelhftmthlnfcfcOf  wildand  wondnmi  cbuige, 
Aa  a^ifani  dia  wndeiing  iribea  require, 
BUMefcV  in  A*  deaert  romid  iheir  erening-fire ; 
Aa  ■rnig  of  old  in  hall  01  ' 


Bon  in  •  tmnee, ««  mke,  otMrre,  incjuirei 


We  caM  ■  laign  ihadow  In  the  inn ! 
And  now  a  dnvm,  aiil  now  a  grace  ii  wo 


■I  Ihe  wulcliful  wren  aiu  by  I 


I  aged  pilgrim  on  bu  iton  ihall  lean, 
otiiig  in  vain  the  fuodtcpa  u'er  Ihe  greea ; 
10  man  bimeelf  how  allcr'd,  not  the  acene! 
in  juiimeying  lums  with  nothing  but  ibe  name  j 
Wnynem  ind  ipeut.  anHber  and  the  hido! 
No  eye  obMrvee  ibe  growth  or  die  decay ; 
TiMlny  we  look  as  we  did  yealerday  j 
Aud  »«  iball  look  to-morrow  u  lihiaf : 
Vet  while  the  lovelieil  nnilea.  her  locka  grow  grey ! 
And  in  lier  glen  could  ihe  but  lee  the  face 
She  'II  teo  K>  nen  aniidat  another  nee. 
How  w-ould  iho  ihrink ! — Returning  from  alar, 
>mc  yean  of  travel,  lomo  of  war, 
hu  gate  UtyHea  itood  tmknown 
Belc>rB  n  uile,  a  &:ber,  and  a  vn ! 

1  ii  Human  life,  the  general  theme. 
t  beat,  what  but  a  Imger  dream  > 
Though  n-i  lb  luch  wild  nanantic  wandoringi  (iaugfat, 
Siii.'b  fbnni  in  Fancy'i  ncbeit  coloring  wrought, 
ike  the  yiiioni  of  a  loveaick  toain, 
uuld  not  Bleep  and  dream  them  o'er  ogainT 
;iolhway  lead*  but  to  a  precipice  ,-(1) 
1  muat  follow,  learfid  aa  it  ■•  1 
le  liiM  Mep 't  ia  known ;  bat — Nodeli^! 
decreed.     Wo  tremUe  and  obey. 

J.  oiuld  I  iIiDii  the  Glial  gtUT'— Ah,  no, 
in  vain — ihe  ineioroble  law ! 

\'erdi]re  springe  up;  and  fruiti  and  doweii  innte, 
gp}\06  and  fr nnlnina     nil  thing!  thai  delight' 
I  vvauLU  elop,  and  linger  if  I  might  !"^- 
Wo  ay;  tin  mting  for  die  foot  wo  find  ;C3) 

before,  all  doKilats  behind! 
Ai  length  the  brink  appeal* — but  one  itepmore! 
We  fainl— On,  on'— wv  biter— and 'til  o'er! 
high  poaiuna.  high  deilrea  unfold, 
Pninpiin^  lo  nablcal  deedi ;  here  Unka  of  gold 
il  10  aoul ;  and  iboughla  divine  inqaro 
unquenchable,  a  holy  fire 
Thai  wd!  not,  camwl  but  widi  life  eipire! 

aph-wing'd,  among  ibe  atata  we  ioarj 
Now  diauint  ogci,  like  a  day,  eiplore, 

judiiL-  the  act,  the  actor  now  no  more ; 
11  a  ihimklcei  hour  condemn'd  to  Uie, 
11  oihen  claim  what  thoie  ivfuee  to  give, 
dart,  like  Milton,  an  UDening  eye 
Through  the  dim  curtaim  of  Futurity.  (3) 

Wealth.  Plenmire,  Ea»e.  all  thought  rfaelf  rBBTi'd, 
Wliar  Kill  not  Man  enraunicr  for  Mankindl 
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Bebold  him  now  nsimi  the  pnaoii^oor. 

And,  liAing  Guilt,  Contagkxi  fiom  the  Ooor, 

To  Peece  and  Health,  and  light  and  life  raaton ; 

Now  in  Thermop7i»  remain  to  ahare 

Death — nor  look  back,  nor  tnm  a  foontep  there. 

Leaving  his  alory  to  die  birds  of  air ; 

And  now  like  Fyiades  (in  Heaven  they  write 

Namea  rach  as  his  in  characten  of  lig^t) 

liODg  with  his  friend  in  geneloas  enmity, 

Pleading,  insisting  in  his  place  to  die ! 

Do  what  he  will,  he  cannot  realize 
Half  he  conceiTee— die  glorious  vision  flies. 
Go  where  he  may,  he  cannot  hope  to  find 
The  truth,  die  b«iuty  pictured  in  his  mind. 
Bat  if  by  chance  an  object  strike  the  sense, 
The  fiiintest  shadow  of  that  Excellence, 
PiBflrions,  that  slept,  are  stirring  in  his  frame ; 
Though  undefined,  feelings  without  a  name ! 
And  some,  not  here  caU*d  forth,  may  slumber  on 
Till  this  vain  pageant  of  a  world  is  gone ; 
Lsring  too  deep  for  things  that  perish  here. 
Waiting  for  life— but  in  a  nobler  sphere ! 

Look  where  be  comes !  Rejoicing  in  his  birth, 
Awhile  he  moves  as  in  a  heaven  on  earth ! 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars — the  land,  the  sea,  the  sky 
To  him  shine  out  as  'twere  a  galaxy ! 
But  soon  'ttB  past-— the  light  has  died  away ! 
With  him  it  came  (it  was  not  of  the  day) 
And  he  himself  diffused  it,  like  the  stone 
That  sheds  awhile  a  lustre  all  its  own,  (4) 
Making  night  beautifuL    "Tis  past,  'tis  gone. 
And  in  his  darkness  as  he  journeys  on. 
Nothing  re%ivea  him  but  the  Uessed  ray 
That  now  breaks  in,  nor  ever  knows  decay, 
Sent  fitxn  a  better  worki  to  li^t  him  on  his  way. 

How  great  the  Mystery !  Let  others  sing 
The  drcUng  Year,  the  promise  of  the  ^ring. 
The  Summer's  glory,  and  the  rich  repose 
Of  Autumn,  and  the  Winter's  silvery  snowv. 
Man  throu^  the  changing  scene  lot  me  pursue, 
Himself  how  wnidnxis  in  his  changea  too ! 
Not  Man,  the  sullen  savage  in  his  den ; 
But  Man  calTd  forth  in  feUowship  with  men ; 
School'd  and  train'd  up  to  Wisdom  from  his  birth; (5) 
God's  noblest  work — ^His  image  upon  earth ! 

The  hour  arrives,  the  moment  wish'd  and  fear'd  ,*  (6) 
The  child  is  bom,  by  many  a  pang  endear'd. 
And  now  the  mother's  ear  has  caught  his  ciy ; 
Oh  grant  the  cherub  to  her  asking  eye ! 
He  comes — she  clasps  him.    To  her  boeom  press'd. 
He  drinks  the  balm  of  life,  and  drops  to  rest. 

Her  by  her  smile  how  soon  the  Stranger  knov%'8  { 
How  soon  by  his  the  glad  discovery  shows ! 
As  to  her  lips  she  lifts  the  lovely  boy. 
What  answering  looks  of  sympathy  and  joy ! 
He  walks,  ho  speaks.    In  many  a  broken  word 
His  wants,  his  wishes,  and  his  griefi  are  heard. 
And  ever,  ever  to  her  lap  he  flies. 
When  rosy  Sleep  comes  on  with  sweet  surprise. 
L^tck'd  in  her  arras,  his  arms  across  her  flung, 
(That  name  most  dear  for  ever  on  his  tongue) 
As  with  soft  accents  round  her  neck  he  clin^ 
And  cheek  to  cheek,  her  lulling  song  she  sings. 
How  blest  to  feel  the  beatings  of  his  heart, 
Itreatho  his  sweet  breath,  and  kiss  for  kiss  impart ; 


Wateh  o'er  his  shunbers  like  the  brooding  dove. 
And,  if  she  can,  exhanst  a  molhei'a  kive! 

But  soon  a  nobler  task  demands  her  care. 
Apart  she  joins  his  little  hands  in  pnyer. 
Telling  of  Him  who  sees  in  secret  diero  !'— 
And  now  the  volume  on  her  knee  has  can^ 
His  wandering  ejre— now  many  a  written  ^um^ 
Never  to  die,  with  many  a  lisping  sweet 
His  moving,  murmuring  Hps  endeavor  to  repeat 

Released,  he  chases  the  bright  butterfly ; 
Oh  he  ^Kovld  follow — follow  through  the  sky! 
Climbs  the  gaunt  mastiff  slumbering  in  his  dwa 
And  chides  and  buffets,  clipging  by  the  mane; 
Then  runs,  and,  kneeling  by  the  fountain-ade^ 
Sends  his  brave  ship  in  triumph  down  the  tide. 


A  dangerous  voyage ;  or,  if  now  he  can. 
If  now  he  wears  the  habit  o€  a  man. 
Flings  off  the  coat  so  long  his  pride  and 
And,  like  a  miser  digging  for  his  treasure^ 
His  tiny  spade  in  his  own  garden  plies, 
And  in  green  letters  sees  hk  name  ariae ! 
Where'er  he  goes,  for  ever  in  her  aig^ 
She  looks,  and  looks,  and  still  with  new  daliglit! 

Ah  who,  when  fading  of  itself  away. 
Would  cloud  the  sunshine  of  his  litde  day ! 
Now  is  the  May  of  Life.    Careering  round, 
Joy  wings  his  feet,  Joy  lifts  him  fitxn  die  gnivid! 
Pointing  to  such,  well  might  Cornelia  aay. 
When  the  rich  casket  sbcxie  in  bri|^  tnay, 
•«  These  are  mt  Jewels !"  (7)  Well  of  sucii  as  he, 
When  Jesus  spake,  well  mijB^t  his  lai^gnage  be, 
**  Suflfer  these  little  ones  to  come  to  me !"  (8) 

Thoughtftil  by  fits,  he  scans  and  he  reveres 
The  brow  engraven  with  the  Thoughts  of  Yean; (^ 
Close  by  her  side  his  silent  homage  givtti 
As  to  some  pure  Intelligence  from  Heaven ; 
His  eyes  cast  doi^nward  with  ingenooos  shame. 
His  conscious  cheeks,  consckHMi  of  praise  or  Uaat, 
At  once  lit  up  as  with  a  holy  flame ! 
He  thirsts  for  knowledge,  speaks  but  to  inquire ; 
And  soon  with  tears  relinquidi'd  to  the  Sire, 
Soon  in  his  hand  to  Wisdom's  tem]^e  led. 
Holds  secret  converse  with  the  Bfighty  Dead ; 
Trembles  and  thrills  and  weeps  as  diey  inspire, 
Boms  as  they  bum,  and  with  congenial  fire ! 
Like  Her  moet  gentle,  roost  unfortunate,  (10) 
Crown'd  but  to  die — who  in  her  nhftiffbiffr  sate 
Musing  with  Plato,  though  the  horn  was  bikmo, 
And  every  ear  and  every  heart  was  won. 
And  all  in  green  array  were  diasing  down  the  MB- 

Then  is  the  Age  of  Admiration  (11) — Then 
Gods  walk  the  earth,  or  beings  more  than  men* 
Who  breathe  the  soul  of  Inspiration  round. 
Whose  very  shadows  consecrate  the  ground! 
Ah,  then  comes  thronging  many  a  wild  deaire. 
And  high  imagining  and  thou^t  of  fire ! 
Then  from  within  a  voice  exdaims  "  Aspire  T 
Phantoms,  that  upward  point,  before  him  piM, 
As  in  the  Cave  athwart  the  Wtxard*s  |^mb  ; 
They,  that  on  Touth  a  grace,  a  lustre  shed. 
Of  every  age — the  living  and  the  dead ! 
Thou,  all-accomplish'd  Surrey,  thou  ait  knomi ; 
The  flower  of  Knighthood,  nipt  aa  aoon  ai 
Molting  all  hearts  but  Geraldhie*s  ahme ! 
And,  with  his  beaver  up,  discovering  there 
One  who  lov'd  lees  to  ccNBquer  than  to  nue, 

90 


HUMAN  UFfi. 


18 


k  Wtnior,  he,  wfao^  bstde-tpem, 

nnred  the  Capdve  in  hk  tent! 

-  in  the  grovee  of  Academe, 

fwmm  windM  hk  whispenng  itreem ; 

» wild  bees  swann  with  ceeieleei  hunit 

d  draeme — a  joy  for  yean  to  oome ; 

ick  within  the  aaczed  Fane ; — 

M  Milton  aought,  butaought  in  vain :  (12) 

I  aelf  (13)  (at  that  thrice^honored  name 

B  glow—as  men,  we  share  his  fame)— 

s  selC  apart  with  beaming  eye, 

knows  ncrt  what — that  shall  not  die ! 

truth  secure,  thy  virtue  bold, 

poison  in  the  cup  of  gold, 

•ng  the  flowers.    Thy  heart  beats  high, 

d  brighter  breaks  the  distant  sky ! 

tep  is  on  enchanted  ground ; 

lovest,  and  Danger  haunts  thee  round. 

I  his  horse  against  the  mountain-side ; 
Ing,  slakes  his  fury  in  the  tide  ? 
tries  ho;  and,  where  the  sun-beams  fall, 
hadow  thrusts  along  the  wall  f 
without  music ;  and  ancm 
le  lark — Uien  sighs  as  woe-begone, 
I  arms,  and,  where  the  willows  wave, 
B  mo(Mi-«hine  by  a  maiden's  grave  T 
,  boy,  and  clear  thy  open  brow : 
•clouds,  now  like  the  Alps,  and  now 
ale,  change  not  so  &st  as  thou, 
le  not — Those  si^  were  from  the  heart; 
.  taught,  he  plays  the  lover's  part 
lasques,  nor  feigning  nor  sincere, 
discourse  would  win  a  lady's  ear, 
et,  and  on  her  slipper  swear 
«re  half  so  faultless,  half  so  fair, 
I  the  forest  hies,  a  stricken  deer, 
oan,  flying  when  none  are  near ; 
n  every  tree,  and  lingers  long 
the  nightingale  repeats  her  song ; 
the  nymph,  that  haunts  the  silent  grove, 
lyllable  the  names  we  love, 
s  steps  attend,  in  motley  clad ; 
nran,  one  merrier  yet  as  mad ; 
and  Fear.  Hope  shakes  his  cap  and  bells, 
spring  up  anumg  the  woodland  dells, 
listens,  wandering  without  measure 
and  shade,  lost  in  a  trance  of  pleasure; 
9ar  hot  for  a  weary  mile, 
i  fost  and  wins  him  with  a  smile. 
he  goee— «  Pilgrim  to  the  Shrine, 
lie  would  a  i^rld  resign ! 
loe-tie,  or  a  flower  let  fall-— 
I  the  least.  Love  consecrates  them  all ! 
breathes  in  many  a  plaintive  verse ; 
le  dull  ear  of  the  vrily  nurse 
ins  Ct  was  at  matin-time  (14) 
saw  and  sicken'd  in  his  prime), 
le  Sibyl,  in  her  thirst  for  gold, 
oung  hearts  that  will  not  be  controll'd. 

from  Thee— «s  self  from  self  it  seems!" 
t  garden-wall !  and  lo,  her  beams 
»  east,  the  moon  comes  up,  revealing 
»wn  form  along  the  terrace  stealing, 
sight  ho  came,  't  was  his  to  thrill 
i  loved  him  though  in  secret  still. 


''Am  I  awakef  or  is  it— can  it  be 
An  idle  dream  r  Nightly  it  visitB  me ! 
—That  strain,"  she  cries,  -m  from  die  water  iwe, 
Now  near  and  nearer  through  die  shade  it  flows!— 
Now  sinks  departing    sweetest  in  its  doaeT' 
No  casement  gleams ;  no  Juliet,  like  the  day. 
Comes  forth  and  spealn  and  bids  her  lover  stay. 
Still,  like  atrial  music  heard  from  for. 
Nightly  it  rises  with  the  evening-etar. 

— ^ She  loves  another!  Love  was  in  diat  m^V 
On  the  cold  ground  he  throws  himself  to  die. 
Fond  Youth,  beware.  Thy  heart  is  most  deceiving. 
Who  wish  are  fearful;  who  suspect,  believing. 
— ^And  soon  her  lodu  the  rapturous  truth  avow 
Lovely  before,  oh,  say  how  lovely  now!  (15) 
She  flies  not,  frowns  not,  though  he  pleads  his  cause ; 
Nor  yet — nor  yet  her  hand  from  his  withdraws ; 
But  by  some  secret  Fbwer  surprised,  subdued 
(Ah  how  resist?  Nor  would  she  if  she  could), 
Falls  cm  his  neck  as  half  unconscious  where, 
Glad  to  conceal  her  tears,  her  blushes  there. 

Then  come  those  full  ooofidings  of  the  past; 
All  sunshine  now  where  all  was  overcast 
Then  do  they  wander  till  the  day  is  gone. 
Lost  in  each  other ;  and  when  Night  steds  oo. 
Covering  them  round,  how  sweet  her  accents  are! 
Oh  when  she  turns  and  speaks,  her  voice  is  for. 
Far  above  singing! — ^But  soon  nothing  stirs 
To  break  the  silence— Joy  like  his,  like  hers. 
Deals  not  in  words :  and  now  the  shadows  close. 
Now  in  the  glimmering,  dying  light  she  grows 
Less  and  leas  earthly  !  As  departs  the  day 
All  that  was  mortal  seems  to  melt  away. 
Till,  like  a  giA  resumed  as  soon  as  given. 
She  fades  at  last  into  a  Spirit  from  Heaven! 

Then  are  they  blest  indeed ;  and  swift  the  hours 
Till  her  young  Sisters  wreathe  her  hair  in  flowers. 
Kindling  her  beauty — ^while,  unseen,  the  least 
Twitches  her  robe,  then  runs  behind  the  rest. 
Known  by  her  laugh  that  will  not  be  suppreas'd. 
Then  before  All  they  stand — the  holy  vow 
And  ring  of  gold,  no  fond  illusions  now. 
Bind  her  as  his.    Across  the  threshold  led, 
And  every  tear  kiss'd  oflf  as  soon  as  shed. 
His  house  she  enters — there  to  be  a  light. 
Shining  within,  when  all  without  is  night ; 
A  guardian-angel  o'er  his  life  presiding. 
Doubling  his  pleasures,  and  his  cares  dividing ; 
Winning  him  bock,  when  mingling  in  the  throng. 
Back  from  a  world  we  love,  alas,  too  kmg. 
To  fire-side  happiness,  to  hours  of  ease. 
Blest  with  that  charm,  the  certainty  to  please. 
How  ah  her  eyes  read  his ;  her  gende  mind 
To  all  his  wishes,  all  his  dioughts  inclined ; 
Still  subject— ever  on  the  watch  to  borrow 
Mirth  of  his  mirth,  and  sorrow  of  his  sorrow. 
The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell. 
Till  waked  and  kindled  by  the  master's  spell ; 
And  feeling  hearts — touch  them  but  righUy — pour 
A  thousand  melodies  unheard  before!  (16) 

Nor  many  moons  o'er  hill  and  valley  rise 
Ere  to  the  gate  with  nymph-like  step  die  flies, 
And  their  first-bom  holds  forth,  their  darling  boy. 
With  smiles  how  sweet,  how  full  of  love  azid  jof. 
To  meet  him  coming ;  theirs  through  every  year 
Puro  transports,  sudi  as  each  to  eadi  endear ! 
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And  langhing  eym  and  hwghing  ▼oioei  fill 

Their  haUa  with  gladnea.    She,  when  til  are  rtill, 

Comee  and  undiawa  the  coitain  as  thejr  be. 

In  deep  how  beautiiul !    He,  when  the  aky 

Gleams,  and  the  wood  sends  up  its  hannony. 

When,  gathering  round  his  bed.  thejr dimb  toshare 

His  Idsses,  and  with  gentle  violence  there 

Break  in  upon  a  dream  not  half  so  &ir. 

Up  to  the  hill-top  leads  their  little  feet; 

Or  bjr  the  forest-lodge,  perchance  to  meet 

The  stag-herd  on  its  march,  perchance  to  hear 

The  otter  rustling  in  the  sedgy  mere ; 

Or  to  the  echo  near  the  Abbot's  tree. 

That  gave  him  back  his  words  of  pleasantry — 

When  the  House  stood,  no  merrier  man  than  he! 

And,  as  they  wander  with  a  keen  delight, 

if  but  a  leveret  catch  their  quicker  sight 

Down  a  green  alley,  or  a  squirrel  then 

Climb  the  gnarl'd  oak,  and  look  and  climb  again. 

If  but  a  moth  flit  by,  an  acorn  fidl, 

He  turns  their  thoughts  to  Him  who  made  them  all; 

These  with  unequal  footsteps  following  ftst. 

These  dinging  by  his  cloak,  unwilling  to  be  last 

The  shepherd  oo  Tomaro's  misty  brow. 
And  the  swart  sea-man,  sailing  far  below. 
Not  undelighted  watoh  the  morning  ray 
Purpling  the  orient — tUl  it  breaks  a^a-ay, 
And  bums  and  biases  into  glorious  day ! 
But  happier  stiU  is  he  who  bends  to  trace 
That  sun,  the  soul,  jost  dawning  in  the  &ce ; 
The  bunt,  the  glow,  the  animating  strife. 
The  thoughts  and  passions  stirring  into  lifo ; 
The  forming  utterance,  the  inquiring  glance. 
The  giant  waking  from  his  ten-fold  trance, 
Till  op  he  starts  as  ocmsdous  whence  he  came. 
And  all  is  light  within  the  trembling  firame ! 

What  then  a  Father^s  feelings  T  Joy  and  Fear 
Prevail  in  turn,  Joy  most ;  and  through  the  year 
Tempering  the  ardent,  urging  night  and  day 
Him  who  shrinks  back  or  wanders  from  the  way. 
Praising  each  highly — from  a  wish  to  raise 
Their  merits  to  the  level  of  his  Praise. 
Onward  in  their  observing  sight  he  moves. 
Fearful  of  wrong,  in  awe  of  whom  he  loves ! 
Their  sacred  presence  who  shall  dare  profane  f 
Who,  iHdien  He  slumbers,  hope  to  fix  a  stain  ? 
He  lives  a  model  in  his  life  to  show, 
That,  when  he  dies  and  through  the  world  they  go. 
Some  men  may  pause  and  say,  when  some  admire, 
**  They  are  his  boos,  and  worthy  of  their  sire  f* 

But  Man  is  bom  to  sufier.    On  the  door 
Sickness  has  set  her  mark ;  and  now  no  more 
Laoghter  within  we  hear,  or  wood-notes  wild 
As  of  a  mother  tinging  to  her  child. 
All  now  in  anguiah  from  that  room  retire. 
Where  a  young  cheek  glows  with  consuming  fire. 
And  Innocence  breathes  contagion — all  but  one, 
But  she  who  gave  it  birth — from  her  alone 
The  medicine-cup  is  taken.    Through  the  night. 
And  through  the  day,  that  with  its  dreary  light 
Comes  unregarded,  she  sits  alent  by. 
Watching  the  changes  with  her  anxious  eye : 
While  they  without,  listening  below,  above, 
(Who  but  in  sorrow  know  how  much  they  love  ?) 
From  every  little  noise  catch  hope  and  fear, 
Rg^^Ka^jppg  still,  still  as  they  turn  to  hear. 


Whiapan  and  ag^  and  miles  all 
That  woold  in  vain  die  startiBg  tear 


Such  grief  was  oois — it  seena  hot 
When  in  thy  prime,  wishing  ao  rnneh  to  slij, 
T  was  thine,  fiiaria,  diine  widioiit  a  aigli 
At  midnight  in  a  Sister's  arms  to  die! 
Oh  thou  wert  lovely — lovely  was  thy 
And  pore  thy  spirit  as  from  Heaven  it  eame! 
And,  when  reoall'd  to  join  the  blest  abova* 
Thoa  diedst  a  victim  to  exceeding  love. 
Nursing  the  young  to  health.    In  happier 
When  idle  Fancy  wove  luxuriant  flowers. 
Once  in  thy  mirth  thou  bad*Bt  me  write  on  fhas; 
And  now  I  write— what  thou  shalt  never  see! 

At  length  the  Father,  vain  his  power  to  san^ 
Follows  his  child  in  silence  to  the  grave, 
(That  child  how  cheriah'd,  whom  he  wtmld  notgii^ 
Sleeping  the  sleep  of  death,  for  all  dint  UveO 
Takes  a  last  look,  when,  not  unheard,  the  spada 
ScaneiB  the  earth  as  ** dust  to  dust"  is  said» 
Takes  a  last  look  and  goes ;  his  beat  leliaf 
Consoling  others  in  that  hour  of  grieC 
And  with  sweet  tears  and  gentle  wotda  infiwig 
The  holy  calm  that  leads  to  heavenly  musiqg. 

•~But  hark,  the  din  of  arms !  no  time  for  sonev 
To  horse,  to  horse!  A  day  of  blood  to-monow! 
One  parting  pang,  and  then— and  then  I  fly, 
Fly  to  the  field,  to  triumph— or  to  die  I — 
He  goes,  and  Night  comes  as  it  never  came!  (11) 
With  dirieks  of  horror !— «nd  a  vault  of  flams! 
And  lo !  when  morning  mocks  the  desolnte. 
Red  runs  the  river  by ;  and  at  the  gate 
BrecUhloes  a  horse  without  his  rider  stands! 
But  hush !— •  shout  from  the  victorious  bands! 
And  oh  the  smiles  and  tears,  a  sire  restored ! 
One  wears  his  helm,  one  buckles  on  his  sword ; 
One  hangs  the  wall  with  laurel-leaves,  and  ill 
Spring  to  prepare  the  sddier's  fe^val ; 
While  She  best-loved,  till  then  forsaken  nevsr. 
Clings  round  his  neck  as  she  would  ding  for  etv! 

Such  gdden  deeds  lead  on  to  gdden  daya^ 
Days  of  domestic  peace— by  him  who  playa 
On  the  great  stage  how  uneventful  thought; 
Yet  with  a  thousand  busy  prqjecti  fraught^ 
A  thousand  incidents  diat  stir  the  mind 
To  pleasure,  such  as  leaves  no  sting  bdiind! 
Such  as  the  heart  delights  in— «nd  records 
Within  how  silendy — in  more  than  worda ! 
A  Hdiday — the  frugal  banquet  spread 
On  the  fiwsh  herbage  near  the  Ibuntain-liead 
With  quips  and  cranks— what  time  the  wood4aik 

there 
Scatten  her  loose  tx>tes  on  the  sultry  air. 
What  time  the  king-fisher  sits  perch'd  below. 
Where,  silver-bright,  the  water-lilies  blow  >— 
A  Wake— the  booths  whitening  the  viUage-gresn, 
Where  Punch  and  Scaramouch  aldt  are  seen ; 
Sign  beyond  sign  in  dose  array  unfuri'd, 
Picturing  at  large  the  wonders  of  the  world ; 
And  far  and  wide,  over  the  vicar's  pale, 
Kack  hoods  and  scariet  crossing  hill  and  dale. 
All,  all  abroad,  and  music  in  the  gale . — 
A  Wedding-dance — a  dance  into  the  night 
On  the  barn-floor,  when  maiden-feet  are  light ; 
When  the  young  bride  receives  the  promised  doww. 
And  flowers  are  flung,  herself  a  fidrer  flower  >— 
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g-vint  U>  the  poor  man's  died, 
dd  be  rich  while  One  wu  wanting  bread?) 
are  emulous  to  bring  relief, 
are  felling  fast — but  not  for  grief:— 
Q  Spring-— Grattan,  like  those  with  thee» 
ladiHride  (who  had  not  envied  me  7) 
I  sweet  limes,  so  full  of  bees  in  Juno, 
meet  beneadi  their  boughs  at  noon ; 
didst  say  which  of  the  Great  and  Wise» 
y  but  hear  and  at  thy  bidding  rise, 
ildst  call  up  and  question. 

Graver  thingi 
heir  turn.  Morning,  and  Evening,  brings 
ffice;  and  the  sabbath-bell, 
r  wood  and  wild  and  niountain-deU 
so  6r,  chasing  all  thoughts  unholy 
ids  most  murical,  most  melancholy, 
I  ear  ia  lost    Then  he  punues 
iray  leading  through  the  aged  yews, 
ended ;  and,  when  all  are  there, 
bis  spirit  in  the  House  of  Prayer, 
ise  with  many  a  funeral-garland  hung  (18) 
•white — memorials  of  the  young, 
et  fresh  when  marriage-chimes  were  ringing, 
and  joy  in  other  hearts  were  springing ; 
■e,  where  Age  led  in  by  Filial  Love, 
a  composed,  their  thoughts  on  things  above, 

I  forgot,  or  all  its  wrongs  forgiven 

Jd  DoC  aay  they  trod  the  path  to  Heaven  f 
die  firagrmt  hour— <U  early  dawn— > 
>  elm-tree  on  his  level  lawn, 
porch  is  he  less  duly  found, 
J  diat  cry  for  Justice  gather  round, 
at  cry  her  sacred  voice  is  drown'd ; 
Id  hnr  and  weigh  and  arbitrate, 
ed  judging  at  his  palace-gate, 
his  touch,  the  wounds  of  discord  close ; 
return  as  fiiends,  that  came  as  foes, 
vhfle  the  world  but  claims  its  proper  part, 
head  but  never  in  the  heart, 
eals  on ;  within  his  quiet  dwelling 
A-felt  joy  all  other  joys  excelling, 
le  crowd,  when  enten  he — nor  then 
le  cold  indifference  of  men  ? 
jough  the  gadding  vine  (19)  the  sun  looks  in, 
le  hands  the  breakfils^rite  begin, 
bri^  kettle  sings  its  matin-song, 
jmt  clouds  of  Mocha  and  Souchong 
they  rise ;  and  (while  without  are  seen, 
leir  meal,  the  small  birds  on  the  green ; 
am  for  a  school-boy's  letter  flies, 
die  sister's  cheek  with  glad  surprise) 
>t  unfolds  (who  reads,  that  reads  it  not  7) 
I  the  day  and  with  the  day  forgot ; 
page  various  as  human  life, 
>,  die  woe,  the  busde  and  the  strife ! 
lung  lasts.    In  Autumn  at  his  plow 
ididted,  behold  him  now 
hat  humbler  sphere  his  fothers  knew, 
re  diat  Wisdom  loves— and  Virtue  too, 
subsists  not  on  the  vain  applause 
9  man  now  gives  and  now  withdraws, 
mom — die  sky-lark  o'er  the  furrow  sung 
lis  iipa  die  slow  coosent  was  wrung ; 
be  i^ebe  his  fodiers  tUl'd  of  old, 
they  gnided  in  an  age  of  gold. 


Down  by  die  beech-wood  side  he  tum*d  away  >— 

And  now  behold  him  in  an  evil  day 

Serving  the  Slate  again — not  as  before, 

Not  foot  to  foot,  the  war-whoop  at  his  door^— 

But  in  the  Senate :  and  (thou^  round  him  fly 

The  jest,  the  sneer,  the  subUe  sophistry. 

With  honest  dignity,  with  manly  sense. 

And  every  chann  of  natural  eloquence. 

Like  Hampden  struggling  in  his  Countiy's  cause,  (^0) 

The  first,  the  foremost  to  obey  the  laws, 

The  last  to  brook  oppression.    On  he  movea, 

Carelon  of  blame  while  his  own  heart  approves, 

Careless  of  ruin— <"  For  the  general  good 

T  is  not  the  first  time  I  shall  shed  my  blood.") 

On  through  that  gate  misnamed,  (21)  through  ^lich 

before 
Went  Sidney,  Russel,  Raleigh,  Crenmer,  More, 
On  into  twilight  within  walls  of  stone, 
Then  to  die  place  of  trial ;  (22)  and  alone,  (23) 
Alone  before  his  judges  in  array 
Stands  for  his  life :  there,  on  that  awful  day. 
Counsel  of  friends — all  human  help  denied-— 
All  but  from  her  who  sits  the  pen  to  guide, 
Like  that  sweet  Saint  who  sate  by  Russel's  side 
Under  the  Judgment-seat,  (24) — ^But  guUty  men 
Triumph  not  alwajrs.    To  his  hearth  again. 
Again  with  honor  to  his  hearth  restored, 
Lo,  in  the  accustom'd  chair  and  at  the  board. 
Thrice  greeting  those  who  most  withdraw  their 

claim, 
(The  lowliest  servant  calling  by  his  name) 
He  reads  thanksgiving  in  the  eyes  of  all. 
All  met  as  at  a  holy  festival ! 
— On  the  day  destined  for  his  funeral ! 
Lo,  there  the  Friend,  who  entering  where  he  lay. 
Breathed  in  his  drowsy  ear,  **  Away,  away ! 
Take  thou  my  cloak — Nay,  start  not,  but  obey — 
Take  it  and  leave  me."    And  the  blushing  Maid, 
Who  through  the  streets  as  through  a  desert  strajr'd ; 
And,  when  her  dear,  dear  Father  pass'd  along. 
Would  not  be  held — ^but,  bursting  through  the  thrang* 
Halberd  and  batde-axe— kiai'd  him  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Then  tum'd  and  went — then  sought  him  as  before. 
Believing  she  should  see  his  foce  no  more ! 
And  oh,  how  changed  at  once — ^no  heroine  here. 
But  a  weak  woman  worn  with  grief  and  foar. 
Her  darling  Mother !  *T  was  but  now  she  smiled. 
And  now  she  weeps  upon  her  weeping  child ! 
— But  who  sits  by,  her  only  wish  below 
At  length  fulfill'd— and  now  prepared  to  go? 
His  hands  on  here — as  through  the  miste  of  night, 
^e  gazes  on  him  with  imperfect  sight ; 
Her  glory  now,  as  ever  her  delight !  (25) 
To  her,  methinks,  a  second  Youth  is  given ; 
The  light  upon  her  face  a  light  from  Heaven ! 

An  hour  like  this  is  worth  a  thousand  pass'd 
In  pomp  or  ease— "T is  present  to  the  last! 
Years  glide  away  untold — *T  is  still  the  same ! 
As  fredi,  as  fair  as  on  the  day  it  came ! 

And  now  once  more  where  most  he  loved  to  be, 
In  his  own  fields— breathing  tranquillity— 
We  hail  him — ^not  less  happy.  Fox,  than  thee ! 
Thee  at  St  Anne's  so  soon  of  care  beguiled, 
Plajrful,  sincere,  and  ardoss  as  a  child ! 
Thee,  who  wouldst  watch  a  bird's-nest  on  die  spray 
Through  the  green  leaves  exploring,  day  by  day. 

23 
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Hsw  oft  from  gioTe  to  giove,  froin  Mat  to  Mtt, 
With  thee  ooaveniiig  in  iiy  loved  ratroftt, 
I  saw  the  ran  go  down!— Ah,  then  'tww  thine 
Ne*er  to  IbigeC  mne  Yokmmb  helf  divine, 
Shakipeare'a  or  Drydan's— througli  die  dieqoer'd 

shade 
Bonie  in  thy  hand  behind  thee  as  we  atny'd ; 
And  where  we  mte  (and  many  a  halt  we  made) 
To  read  there  widi  a  fervor  all  thy  own. 
And  in  thy  grand  and  melanrholy  tone. 
Some  Bpliiidid  paiaage  not  to  thee  uiknovm. 
Fit  theme  fcr  king  diaoourae— Thy  bell  has  toU'd! 
•~Bat  in  thy  place  among  us  we  heboid 
One  who  resembles  thee. 

Til  the  sizdi  hour. 
Tlie  village-clock  strikes  from  the  distant  tower. 
The  plowman  leaves  the  field ;  the  travellor  hears, 
And  to  the  inn  spurs  forward.    JNature  wears 
Her  sweetest  smile ;  the  day-star  in  the  west 
Yet  hovering,  and  the  thistle's  down  at  rest. 

And  rach,  his  labor  done,  the  calm  He  knows. 
Whose  footsteps  we  have  Ibllow'd.  Round  him  glows 
An  atmosphere  dmt  brightens  to  the  last ; 
The  light,  that  shines,  reflected  fiom  the  Past, 
— ^And  from  the  Future  too!  Active  in  Thought 
Among  old  books,  old  friends ;  and  not  unsou^t 
By  the  wise  stranger — in  his  moming-houzs. 
When  gende  airs  stir  the  fresh-blowing  flowers. 
He  muses,  turning  up  the  idle  weed ; 
Or  prunes  or  grafls,  or  in  the  yellow  mead 
Watdies  his  bees  at  hiving-time ;  and  now, 
The  ladder  resting  on  the  orcbard-bougfa. 
Culls  the  delicious  fruit  that  hangs  in  air. 
The  purple  plum,  green  fig,  or  golden  pear, 
'Mid  sparkling  eyes,  and  bands  uplifted  there. 


At  night,  when  all,  assemUing  round  the  fire. 
Closer  snd  closer  draw  till  they  retire, 
A  tale  is  told  of  India  or  Japan, 
Of  merchants  from  Gk>loond  or  Astracan, 
What  time  wild  Nature  revoll'd  unrestrained. 
And  Sinbad  voyaged  and  the  Caliphs  reign'd . — 
Of  some  Norwegian,  while  the  icy  gale 
Rings  in  her  shrouds  and  beats  her  iron-sail, 
Among  the  snowy  Alps  of  Polar  seas 
Immovable— lor  ever  there  to  freen ! 
Or  some  great  caravan,  from  well  to  well 
Winding  as  darkneai  on  the  desert  fell. 
In  their  long  march,  such  as  the  PkopheC  bids. 
To  Mecca  from  the  land  of  Pyrsmids, 
And  in  an  instant  lost— a  hollow  wave 
Of  burning  sand  their  everlasting  gnve ! — 
Now  the  scene  sbifls  to  Venice— to  a  square 
Glittering  with  light,  all  nations  maskbig  there. 
With  light  reflected  on  die  tremulous  tide. 
Where  gonddas  in  gay  confusion  glide, 
Answering  the  jest,  the  song  on  every  side; 
To  Naples  next — and  at  the  crowded  gate. 
Where  Grief  and  Fear  and  wild  Amaxement  wait, 
Lo,  on  his  back  a  Son  brings  in  his  Sire,  (26) 
Veravius  blazing  like  a  Work!  on  fire ! — 
Then,  at  a  sign  that  never  was  forgot, 
A  strain  breaks  forth  (who  hears  and  loves  it  not?) 
From  lute  or  otgan !  T  is  at  parting  given, 
Tbat  in  dieir  riumbers  they  may  draam  of  Heaven ; 
Toong  Toicea  mingling,  as  it  fkats  along. 
In  INacaa  air  or  HandeFs  sacied  song ! 


And  SheiBapiiea,  whose  bean^ahiBflBiBaBj 
So  aoon  to  weave  a  daughter's  conoal. 
And  at  the  nuptial  rite  smile  thram^  ^^^ 
So  soon  to  hover  round  her  full  of  foars. 
And  with  assurance  sweet  her  soul  levive 
In  child-birth — ^when  a  mother's  love  is 


afiik 


No,  't  is  not  here  diat  Solitude  is  known. 
Hirough  the  wide  world  he  only  is  akne 
Who  lives  not  for  another.    Come  what  will. 
The  generous  man  has  his  compankm  still; 
The  cricket  on  his  hearth ;  the  busdng  fly 
That  skims  his  rooC  or,  be  his  roof  the  tkf. 
Still  with  its  note  of  gladness  passes  by: 
And,  in  an  iron  cage  condemn'd  to  dweO, 
The  cage  that  stands  within  the  duogeon-eeO, 
He  feeds  his  spader — ha[^er  at  die  wont 
Than  he  at  large  who  in  himself  is  cnisL 


O  Ihou  all-eloquent,  whose  mighty  mind  (ftl) 
Streams  from  the  depth  of  ages  on  w**»tfcwMi, 
Streams  like  the  day — ^wfao,  angel-like,  hasi  ihsd 
Thy  full  efiidgence  on  the  hoaiy  head. 
Speaking  in  Cato's  Tenerable  voice, 
**  Look  up»  and  fiunt  not — fiunt  not,  but  rqoieer 
From  thy  Elysium  guide  him.    Age  haa  bow 
Stamped  with  its  signet  that  ingemxras  brow; 
And,  'mid  his  old  hereditary  trees. 
Trees  he  has  climb*d  so  oft,  he  sits  and  aeas 
His  children's  children  |daying  round  hia 
Then  happiest,  youngest,  when  the  qnoit  is 
When  side  by  side  the  archer's  bows  are 
His  to  prescribe  the  {dace,  a4Jodge  die  pnae^ 
Envying  no  more  the  young  their  eoeigies 
Than  they  an  old  man  when  his  wotds  ara  mmi 
His  a  delight  how  pure— without  alloy ; 
Strong  in  their  strength,  rejoicing  in  their  joy! 

Now  in  their  turn  assisting,  they  repay 
The  anxious  cares  of  many  uid  many  a  day; 
And  now  by  those  he  loves  relieved,  restored. 
His  very  wants  and  weaknesses  afiord 
A  feelii^  of  enjoyment.    In  his  ^-alks. 
Leaning  on  them,  how  oft  he  stops  and  talkie 
While  they  look  up !   Their  questioiiB,  their  Te^Sf$» 
Fresh  as  the  welling  waters,  round  hhn  rise. 
Gladdening  his  spirit :  and,  his  theme  the  pas^ 
How  eloquent  he  is !  His  thoughts  flow  fiat. 
And,  while  his  heart  (oh  can  the  heart  grow  oUf 
False  are  the  tales  that  in  the  World  axe  toldD 
Swells  in  his  voice,  he  knows  not  where  lo  end; 
Like  one  discoursing  of  an  absent  friend. 

But  there  are  moments  which  he  calls  his  of)& 
Then,  never  leas  alone  than  when  alone. 
Those  that  he  loved  so  long  and  sees  no  more, 
Loved  and  still  loves — not  dead — but  gone  before. 
He  gathers  round  him ;  and  revives  at  will 
Scenes  in  his  life — that  breathe  enchantment  stifle 
That  come  not  now  at  dreary  intervals 
But  where  a  light  as  from  the  Bleased  foils, 
A  light  such  guests  bring  ever — pure  and  holy- 
Lapping  the  soul  in  sweetest  melancholy. 
— Ah  then  less  willing  (nor  the  choice  condenn) 
To  hve  with  others  than  to  think  on  thorn! 


And  now  behold  him  up  the  hill 
Memory  and  Hope  like  evening-stars  attending; 
Sostain'd,  excited,  till  his  oouise  is  nm. 
By  deeds  of  virtue  done  or  to  be  done. 
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WImo  en  hk  oooch  lie.ailki  at  length  to  rest, 
Tlioie  fay  fail  oomMel  mTed,  hii  power  redrai'd, 
Tlioie  by  die  World  thunii'd  ever  as  imbleet. 
At  whom  die  rich  man's  dog  growls  from  the  gate, 
Bat  whom  he  sought  out,  ntting  desolate, 
Cone  and  aland  lomid — the  widow  with  her  child, 
As  when  dke  first  forgot  her  tears  and  smiled ! 
fhej,  who  watch  by  him,  see  not;  but  he  sees, 
Spcs  and  endta— Were  ever  dreams  like  these  ? 
They,  who  watch  by  him,  hear  not;  but  he  hears, 
And  Eardi  recedes,  and  Heaven  itself  appears ! 

Tb  past!  That  hand  we  grasp'd,  alas,  in  vain ! 
Nor  limXi  we  look  upon  his  face  again ! 
Bat  to  his  dosing  eyes,  ibr  all  were  there. 
Nothing  was  wanting ;  and,  through  many  a  year, 
We  shall  remember  with  a  fond  delight 
The  words  so  precious  which  we  heard  to-night ; 
Ha  parting,  though  awhile  our  sorrow  flows, 
T^k»  Betting  suns  or  music  at  the  close ! 

Then  wm  the  drama  ended.    Not  till  then. 
So  fiill  of  chance  and  change  the  lives  of  men, 
Cbold  we  pnmoonce  him  happy.    Then  secure 
From  pain,  (rom  giief)  and  all  that  wo  endure. 
He  slept  in  peace — say  rather  soar'd  to  Heaven, 
Upborne  fiom  Earth  by  Uim  to  whom  'tis  given 
In  his  ri^  hand  lo  hold  the  golden  key 
That  opea  die  portals  of  Eternity. 
— Whea  fay  a  good  man's  grave  I  rouse  alone, 
Mrthinka  an  ai^l  aits  upon  the  stone ; 
UkB  ibuae  of  old,  on  that  thrice-hallow'd  night. 
Who  aale  and  watch'd  in  raiment  heavenly-bright ; 
And,  with  a  voice  inspiring  joy,  not  fear, 
S^  p*ffn'*"g  upward,  that  he  is  not  here, 
Thst  he  ia  riaeo! 

But  the  day  is  spent; 
And  slBB  aro  fcitirfling  in  the  firmament. 
To  oa  bow  aOenl — though  like  ours  perchance 
Rosf  and  full  of  life  and  circumstance ; 
Whenaone  die  paths  of  Wealth  and  Power  pursue, 
Of  Flaaanre  aome,  of  Happiness  a  few ; 
And,  aa  die  aan  goes  round — a  sun  not  oun — 
While  fipom  her  lap  another  Nature  showon 
Gifts  of  her  own,  some  from  the  crowd  retire, 
TUnk  on  dianiselves,  within,  without  inquire  j 
At  ifirtifirff  dwell  on  all  that  passes  there, 
All  dMi  diair  woild  reveals  of  good  and  fair ; 
And,  aa  diay  wander,  picturing  things,  like  me, 
Rot  as  diay  are,  bat  as  they  ought  to  be, 
Tiraea  oat  tlia  Joomey  through  their  litde  Day, 
Aad  fondly  dream  an  idle  hour  away. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  11,  coL  3. 
Oar  pathway  lesds  bat  to  s  pradiMOS. 
Sea  BosaneC,  ^Sennon  mtr  la  RSturrecUon, 

Note  3,  page  11,  coL  2. 
We  fir*  ao  TSStiBg  for  the  foci  we  find. 

*  I  have  oonridered,"  says  Solomon, "  all  the  woriu 

ttnt  are  under  the  sun;  and  behold,  all  is  vanity  and 

Tentianofapirit;''  But  who  believes  it,  till  Death  tells 

it «?  It  ii  Fwith  akoe  that  can  suddenly  make  roan 

4     •  C 


to  know  himself.  He  tells  the  proud  and  insolent, 
that  they  are  but  abjecta,  and  humbles  them  at  the 
instant  He  takes  the  account  of  the  rich  man,  and 
proves  him  a  beggar,  a  naked  beggar.  He  holds  a 
glass  before  the  eyes  of  the  most  beautiful,  and  makea 
them  see  therein  their  deformity;  and  they  ac- 
knowledge it 

O  eloquent,  just,  and  mighty  Death!  whom  none 
could  advise,  thou  hast  persuaded ;  what  none  have 
dared,  thou  hast  done ;  and  whom  all  the  world  have 
flattered,  thou  only  hast  cast  out  and  despised :  thou 
hast  drawn  together  all  the  fiir-stretched  greatness,  all 
the  pride,  cruelty  and  ambition  of  man,  and  ooveied 
it  all  over  with  these  two  narrow  words,  HicjaceL 

Raleigh. 
Note  3,  page  11,  col.  2, 
Through  the  dim  curtain*  of  Futuritf . 

Fancy  can  hardly  forbear  to  conjecture  with  what 
temper  Milton  8ur>'eyed  the  silent  progress  of  his 
work,  and  marked  his  reputation  stealing  its  way  in  a 
kind  of  subterraneous  ciirrent  through  fear  and  silence. 
I  cannot  but  conceive  him  calm  and  confident,  litde 
disappointed,  not  at  all  dejected,  relying  on  his  own 
merit  with  steady  consciousness,  and  waiting,  virithout 
impatience,  the  vicissitudes  of  opinicm,  and  the  im- 
partiality of  a  future  generation.---^OHNBON. 

AAcr  line  57,  col  2,  in  the  MS. 

O'er  place  and  time  we  triumi>h ;  on  we  go. 
Ranging  in  thought  the  realmi  above,  below; 
Tet,  ah,  how  litde  of  ouraeWea  we  know ! 
And  why  the  heart  beata  on,  or  how  the  brski 
Bays  to  the  foot,  *  Now  move,  now  reat  again,' 
From  age  to  age  we  eeareh,  and  wareh  in  vain. 

Note  4,  page  12,  col.  1. 

■  ■ — like  the  itone 
That  iheda  awhile  a  lostie  all  its  owa. 

See  **  Observations  on  a  diamond  that  shines  in  the 

dark,"— BoYLE'8  Works,  i,  789. 

Note  5,  page  12,  col.  1. 
Schooled  and  trained  up  to  Wiwlom  from  hie  birth. 

Cicero,  in  his  Essay  De  Senectute,  has  drawn  his 
images  from  the  better  walks  of  life ;  and  Shakspeaxe, 
in  his  Seven  Ages,  has  done  so  toa  But  Shakspeare 
treats  his  subject  satirically;  Cicero  as  a  Philosopher. 
In  the  venerable  portrait  of  Cato  we  discover  no 
traces  of"  the  lean  and  slippered  pantaloon." 

Every  olgect  has  a  bright  and  a  dark  side;  and  I 
have  endeavored  to  look  at  thmgs  as  Cicero  has  done. 
By  some  however  I  may  be  thought  to  have  followed 
too  much  my  own  dream  of  happiness;  and  in  such 
a  dream  indeed  I  have  often  painied  a  solitary  hour. 
It  was  castle-building  once;  now  it  is  no  longer  so. 
But  whoever  would  try  to  realize  it,  would  not 
perhaps  repent  of  his  endeavor. 

Note  6,  page  12,  col.  1. 

The  hour  arrivea,  the  moment  wished  and  feared. 

A  Persian  Poet  has  left  us  a  beautiful  thought  on 

this  subject,  which  the  reader,  if  he  has  not  met  with 

it,  will  be  glad  to  know,  and,  if  he  has,  to  remember. 

Thee  on  thy  mother*!  knoea,  a  new-bom  child. 
In  tears  we  taw,  when  all  around  thee  imiled. 
8o  live,  that,  unking  in  thy  laat  long  aleep. 
Smiles  may  be  thine,  when  all  around  thee  weep. 
For  my  version  I  am  in  a  great  moasure  indebted 
to  Sir  William  Jones. 
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Note  7,  page  12,  col  2. 
**  TImm  tra  my  Jaweh !  ** 
The  anecdote  here  alluded  to,  is  related  by  Valerim 
Maximoa,  libi  iv,  c.  4 

Note  8,  page  12,  col.  2. 
**  Suffer  theie  litUe  ooet  to  come  to  me !  ** 
In  our  early  Youth,  while  yet  we  live  only  among 
those  we  love,  we  love  without  restraint,  and  our 
hearts  oveiflow  in  every  look,  word,  and  action.  But 
when  we  enter  the  world  and  are  repulsed  by  stran- 
gers, fiwgotten  by  friends,  we  grow  more  and  more 
timid  in  our  approaches  even  to  those  we  love  best 
How  delightful  to  us  then  are  the  little  caresses  of 
children!  All  sincerity,  all  affection,  they  fly  into  our 
arms;  and  then,  and  then  only,  we  feel  our  first 
confidence,  our  first  pleasure. 

Note  9,  page  12,  col.  2. 
he 


TlM  brow  encraveo  with  the  Tboofhti  of  Tests. 

This  is  a  law  of  Nature.  Age  was  anciently  ssmony- 
mous  with  power;  and  we  may  always  observe  that 
the  old  are  held  in  piore  or  less  honor  as  men  are 
more  or  less  virtuous.  **  Shame,"  says  Homer,  **  bids 
the  youth  beware  how  he  accosts  the  man  of  many 
jrearB.**  "Thou  shalt  rise  up  before  the  hoary  head, 
and  hDnor  the  fiice  of  an  old  man.'* — Leviticus. 

Among  us,  says  a  philosophical  historian,  and 
wherever  Inrth  and  possessions  give  rank  and  au- 
diority,  the  young  and  the  profligate  are  seen  continu- 
ally above  the  old  and  the  worthy:  there  Age  can  never 
find  its  due  respect  But  among  many  of  the  ancient 
nations  it  was  otherwise ;  and  they  reaped  the  benefit 
of  it  *'Rien  ne  maintient  plus  les  moeurs  qu*ime 
extreme  subordination  des  jeunes  gens  envers  les 
vieillards.  Les  uns  et  les  autres  seront  c<mtenus,  ceux- 
Ui  par  le  respect  qu'ils  auront  pour  les  vieillards,  ^ 
ceux-ci  par  le  respect  qu'ils  auront  pour  eux-rolmes." 

Mo?iTE8auiEU. 

Note  10,  page  12,  col.  2. 
like  Her  most  gentle,  mott  unfortonate. 
Befi)re  I  went  into  Germany,  I  came  to  Brodegate 
in  Leioestershire,  to  take  my  leave  of  that  noble  Lady 
Jane  Grey,  lo  whom  I  was  exceeding  mudi  beholding. 
Her  parents,  the  Duke  and  Dudiess,  with  all  the 
Household,  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen,  were 
hunting  in  the  parit  I  fi>tmd  her  in  her  chamber. 
Trading  Phedo  Platonis  in  Greek,  and  that  with  as 
mudi  delight  as  some  Gentlemen  would  read  a  merry 
tale  in  Boccace.  After  salutation  and  duty  done,  with 
some  other  talk,  I  asked  her,  why  she  would  lose  such 
pastime  in  the  park?  Smiling,  she  answered  me,  **  I 
wist,  all  their  sport  in  the  park  is  but  a  shadow  to  that 
pleasure  that  I  find  in  Plata'' — Rooek  Ascham. 

Note  11,  page  12.  col  2. 
Then  is  the  Afe  of  Admiration. — 
Dante  in  his  old  age  was  pointed  out  to  Petrarch 
when  a  boy;  and  Dryden  to  Pope. 

Who  does  not  wish  that  Dante  and  Dryden  could 
have  known  the  value  of  the  homage  that  was  paid 
them,  and  fiireseen  the  greatness  of  their  yoimg 
admirers  f 

Note  12,  page  13,  col  1. 
Seensi  toeh  m  Mihon  soocht,  bat  eoocfat  in  vera. 
Ha  had  arrived  at  Naples ;  and  was  preparing  to 


visit  Sicily  and  Greece,  when  hearing  of  the  troakki 
in  England,  he  thought  it  pnqper  to  hasten  hoae. 

Note  13,  page  13,  ooL  1. 
AndMihoii'iielC 

I  began  dins  &r  to  assent . . .  to  an  inward  jmmf^ 
ing  which  now  grew  daily  upon  me,  that  by  Ubsrod 
intent  study  (which  I  take  to  be  my  portion  in  Ihii 
life),  joined  virith  the  strong  propensity  of  Datura,  I 
might  periiaps  leave  something,  so  written,  to  sAv 
times,  as  they  should  not  willingly  let  it  die^ — ^IiIiltos. 

Note  14,  page  13,  col  1. 

^'t  wu  St  matin-time. 

Love  and  devotion  are  said  to  be  nearly  alfiei 
Boccaccio  fell  in  love  at  Nai^es  in  the  drarch  ef  8l 
Lorenxo;  as  Petrarch  had  done  at  Avignon  wl  A» 
church  of  St  Clair. 

Note  15,  page  13,  col  2. 
Lorebr  befi>re,  oh,  eey  how  brehr  now! 

Is  it  not  true,  that  the  young  not  only  apfiear  tote, 
but  really  are,  most  beautiful  in  the 
they  love  ?  It  calls  forth  all  their  beauty. 

Note  16,  page  13,  col  2. 

And  feding  heaite—tooeh  them  bat 
A  thouand  melodiei  mheerd  before! 

Xenophon  has  left  us  «  deli^ifhl  instanoe  of 
jugal  affection. 

The  king  of  Armenia  not  fulfilling  his  angagn 
Cyrus  entered  the  country,  and,  having  taken 
and  all  his  family  prisoners,  ordered  them  insii 
beibre  him.  Armenian,  said  he,  yoa  are  free;  fiiryBi 
are  now  sensible  of  your  error.  And  what  wiB  yn 
give  me,  if  I  restore  your  wife  to  you  ? — All  that  Ifli 
able.  What,  if  I  restore  your  children  f — ^AIldMtl 
am  able.  And  you,  Tignmes,  said  he,  tniiiing  to  As 
son.  What  would  you  do,  to  save  your  wift  ten 
servitude  f  Now  'Tigranes  was  but  lately  nanisl, 
and  had  a  great  love  for  his  wife.  Cyme,  he  leplisl, 
to  save  her  from  servitude,  I  would  willii^fylqf 
down  my  life. 

Let  each  have  his  own  again,  said  Cjrraa;  and  wImb 
he  was  departed,  one  spoke  of  his  clemency;  ad 
another  of  his  valor;  and  another  of  his  beuH^,  ad 
the  graces  of  his  penon.  Upon  whidi,  Tigranss 
asked  his  wife,  if  she  thought  him  handsome.  Really, 
said  she,  I  did  not  look  at  him. — At  whom  then  M 
you  look  7 — At  him  who  said  he  would  lay  down  \m 
life  for  me. — Cyropttdia^  I  iii. 

Note  17.  page  14.  col  2. 
He  ffoee.  and  Nif  ht  comes  at  it  never  cssm  ! 

These  circumstances,  as  well  as  some  odiers  dat 
follow,  are  happily,  as  far  as  they  regard  En^and,  of 
an  ancient  date.  To  us  the  miseries  inflicted  by  s 
foreign  in\-ader  are  now  knoun  only  by  descriptioB. 
Many  generations  have  passed  away  since  ouroon» 
trywomen  saw  the  smoke  of  an  enemy*s  camp^ 

But  the  same  passions  are  al^a-ays  at  work  eveiy- 
where,  and  their  effects  are  always  nearly  the  hbis; 
though  the  circumstances  that  attend  them  are  in- 
finitely various. 

Note  18,  page  15,  col  1. 
That  House  with  many  a  fuoera)-f  ariand  hnng. 
A  custom  in  some  of  our  ooimtry-chnrcheaL 


HUMAN  LIFE. 
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Note  19,  page  15,  col.  1. 
Soon  throogh  the  gadding  vine,  etc. 

An  Engliidi  breakfiuit ;  which  may  well  excite  in 
odien  what  in  Roiuseaa  continued  through  life,  un 
goU  tif  pomr  les  dijednit.  Oett  le  temt  de  la  jour- 
wte  oA  noua  tommes  Us  plus  tranquillea,  od  nous  cau- 
sons  U  plus  d  notre  aise. 

The  luxuries  here  mentioned,  familiar  to  us  as 
th«7  now  are,  were  almost  unknown  before  the 
Revdotioa. 

Note  20,  page  15,  col.  S. 
Ukm  BaawdcQ  straggliiig  in  bit  CoontiT'i  caon. 

Zeuxia  is  said  to  have  drawn  his  Helen  from  an 
■Msblage  of  the  most  beautiful  women ;  and  many 
a  writer  of  fiction,  in  forming  a  life  to  his  mind,  has 
neoorae  to  the  brightest  moments  in  the  lives  of 
otheiB. 

1  may  be  suspected  of  having  done  so  here,  and 
of  having  designed,  as  it  were,  from  living  models; 
bat  by  ""ilHng  an  allusion  now  and  then  to  those 
wbo  have  really  lived,  1  thought  1  should  give 
nnething  of  interest  to  the  picture,  as  well  as  better 
iUaamte  my  meaning. 

Note  21,  page  15,  col.  2. 
On  tfarooff^  that  gats  misnamed. 
T^ailor's  gate,  the  water>gate  in  the  Tower  of 


Note  22,  page  15,  col.  2. 
Than  to  Ae  plaee  of  triaL 
TUi  irwy  slight  sketch  of  Civil  Dissension  is 
Iden  fiom  oar  own  annals;  but,  for  an  obvious 
niaoo,  BoC  fiom  those  of  our  own  Age. 

Th«  petaons  here  immediately  alluded  to  lived 
■ofe  dian  a  hundred  years  ago,  in  a  reign  which 
iHt^.\T<n|Mi  hag  justly  represented  as  wicked,  san- 
gnnarf ,  and  turbulent;  but  such  times  have  always 
afibrdad  the  moat  signal  instances  of  heroic  courage 
■n  aM0Bt  aflection. 

rretses,  like  theirs,  lay  open  die  human 
Thay  occur  indeed  but  seldom ;  yet  all  men 
to  them ;  all,  when  they  occur  to  others, 
B  more  or  less  their  own ;  and,  were  we 
to  difiitm  our  condition  to  an  inhabitant  of  some 
oAier  planet,  could  we  omit  what  forms  so  striking 
I  liiuiiwlinfci  in  human  life? 

Note  23,  page  15,  col  2. 
andatons. 

In  tfie  reign  of  William  the  Third,  the  law  was 
illered.  A  prisoner,  prosecuted  for  high  treason, 
nay  now  make  his  full  defence  by  counsel. 

Note  24.  page  15,  col.  2. 

Uhs  tfiat  sweet  Saint  who  sale  by  RnaMl'i  aide 
Under  the  Jodcmeot-aeat 

Lsrd  EmssA  May  I  have  somebody  to  write,  to 
my  memory? 


Mr.  Attomey-OeneraL  Yes,  a  Servant 

Lord  Chief  Justice.   Any  of  your  Servants  shall 

assist  you  in  writing  anything  you  please  for  you. 
Lord  Russd.  My  Wife  is  here,  my  Lord,  to  do 

'ML—StaU  Trials,  ii. 

Note  25,  page  15,  col.  2. 
Her  glory  now,  as  ever  her  delight 

Epominondas,  after  his  victory  at  Leuctra,  rejoiced 
most  of  all  at  the  pleasure  which  it  would  give  his 
father  and  mother;  and  who  would  not  have  envied 
them  their  feelings  ? 

Cornelia  was  called  at  Rome  the  Mother-in-law 
of  Scipio.  *'  When,"  said  she  to  her  sons,  "  shall  I 
be  called  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi  7" 

Note  26,  page  16,  col.  1. 
Lo,  on  hit  baek  a  Son  bringi  in  bit  Sire. 

An  act  of  filial  piety  represented  on  the  coins  of 
Catena,  a  Greek  city,  some  remains  ij^  which  are 
still  to  be  seen  at  the  foot  of  mount  JStna.  The 
story  is  told  of  two  brothers,  who  in  this  manner 
saved  both  their  parents.  The  place  from  which 
they  escaped  was  long  called  the  field  of  the  pious; 
and  public  games  were  annually  held  there  to  com- 
memorate the  event 

Note  27,  page  16,  col.  2. 
Oh  thoa,  all-eloquent  whoae  mighty  mfaid. 

Cicero.  It  is  remarkable  that,  among  the  comforts 
of  Old  Age.  he  has  not  mentioned  those  arising  from 
the  society  of  women  and  children.  Perhaps  die 
husband  of  Terentia  and  *'  the  father  of  Marcus  felt 
something  on  the  subject  of  which  he  was  willing 
to  spare  himself  the  recollection.' 


n 


Before  1  conclude,  I  would  say  something  in 
fovor  of  the  old-fiishioned  triplet,  which  I  have  here 
ventured  to  use  so  often.  Dryden  seems  to  have 
delighted  in  it,  and  in  many  of  his  most  admired 
poems  has  used  it  much  oflener  dian  I  have  done, 
as  for  instance  in  the  Hind  and  Panther,'  and  in 
Theodore  and  Honoria,  where  he  introduces  it  three, 
four,  and  even  five  times  in  succession. 

If  I  have  erred  an3rwhere  in  the  structure  of  my 
verse  from  a  desire  to  follow  yet  earlier  and  higher 
examples,  I  rely  on  the  forgiveness  of  those  in  i^ose 
ear  Ike  music  of  our  old  versification  is  stiU  sounding. 


1  Pope  iwed  to  mention  thia  poem  as  the  mott  correct  aped- 
men  of  Dryden^s  vemification.  It  waa  indeed  written  when  he 
had  completely  formed  hia  manner,  and  may  be  anppoeed  to 
exhibit,  negligence  excepted,  hii  dsUberats  and  nhimatsachsme 

of  metre. — Johnson. 
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Slti  StftoOe  to  a  StUtm. 


VUlahu- 


-et  paoper  tfdlft. 


Me  dbi,  et  hm  mi  meomi,  et  qnoa 
ComuModo. 


tmaTi. 


PREFACE. 

£yKRT  reader  tunu  with  pleasure  to  dioae  pas- 
nges  of  Horace,  and  Pope,  and  Bofleau,  which  de- 
scribe how  they  lived  and  where  they  dwelt ;  and 
which*  being  interaperMd  among  their  satirical  writ- 
ings, derive  a  secret  and  irresistible  grace  from  the 
contrast,  and  are  admirable  examples  of  what  in 
Flsinting  is  termed  repose. 

We  have  admittance  to  Horace  at  all  hours.  We 
enjoy  the  company  and  oonveisation  at  his  table;  and 
his  suppers,  like  Plato's,  "non  solmn  in  praesentia,  sed 
etiam  postero  die  jacundas  sunt*'  But  when  we  look 
roimd  as  we  sit  there,  we  find  ouiselves  in  a  Sabine 
fiuiB,  and  noC  in  a  Roman  villa.  His  windows  have 
every  charm  of  prospect ;  but  his  furniture  might  have 
descended  from  Cincinnatus ;  and  gems,  and  pictures, 
and  old  marbles,  are  mentioned  by  him  more  than 
once  with  a  seeming  indifference. 

His  English  Imitator  thought  and  felt,  perhaps,  more 
ocHTectly  on  the  subject ;  and  embellished  his  garden 
and  grotto  with  great  industry  and  success.  But  to 
these  alone  he  solicits  our  notice.  On  the  ornaments 
of  his  house  he  is  silent ;  and  he  appears  to  have  re- 
served all  the  minuter  touches  of  his  pencil  for  the 
library,  the  chapel,  and  the  banqueting-room  of 
T^nKm.  "  Le  savoir  de  notro  si&cle,"  says  Rousseau, 
*'tend  beauooup  plus  k  detruire  qu'k  <^iner.  On  cen- 
sure d'un  ton  de  maitre;  pour  proposer,  il  en  faut 
prendre  un  autie." 

It  is  the  dengn  of  this  Epistle  to  illustrate  the  virtue 
of  True  Taste ;  and  to  show  how  httle  she  requires  to 
secure,  not  only  the  comforts,  but  even  the  elegancies 
of  life.  True  Taste  is  an  excellent  Economist  ^e 
confines  her  choice  to  few  objects,  and  delights  in 
producing  great  effects  by  small  means :  while  False 
Taste  is  for  ever  sighing  after  the  new  and  the  rare; 
and  reminds  us,  in  her  works,  of  the  Scholar  of 
Apelles,  who,  not  being  able  to  paint  his  Helen 
beantifiil,  determined  to  make  her  fine. 


ARGUNfENT. 

An  mvitatMHO— The  approach  to  a  Villa  described — Its 
sitnaliao — Its  few  apartments — furnished  with  casts 
fiom  the  Antique,  etc. — ^The  dining-room — ^The 
hbrary — A  cold-bath — A  winter-walk — A  sum- 
mer-walk— ^The  invitation  renewed — Conclusion. 


WHXif,  with  a  Reaumur's  skill,  thy  curious  mind 
Has  claas'd  the  insect-tribes  of  human  kind, 
Each  with  its  busy  hum,  or  gilded  wing. 
Its  subtle  welvwcuk,  or  its  venom'd  sting ; 
Let  me,  to  claim  « few  tmvalued  boors. 


Point  oat  die  green  lane  rough  with  ftm  and  Bammi 

The  shelter'd  gate  that  opens  to  my  field. 

And  the  white  front  through  mingUng  elna  igfwW 

In  vain,  alas,  a  village-friend  invitee 
To  simple  oomfbrts,  and  <kiraesiic  rile% 
When  the  gay  months  of  Carnival  resume 
Their  annual  round  of  ghtter  and  perfume ; 
When  London  hails  thee  to  its  splendid  mait. 
Its  hives  of  sweets,  and  cabinets  of  art ; 
And,  lo,  nu^jestic  as  thy  manly  song. 
Flows  the  full  tide  of  human  life  along. 

Still  must  my  partial  pencil  love  to  dwell 
On  the  home-prospectB  of  my  hermitKsell ; 
The  mossy  pales  that  skirt  t!w  orchard-green* 
Here  hid  by  shrub-wood,  there* by  i^impses  seen; 
And  the  brown  pathway,  that,  with  earelesi  dam. 
Sinks,  and  is  lost  among  the  trees  below. 
Still  must  it  trace  (the  flattering  tints  foigive) 
Each  fleeting  charm  that  bids  the  landscape  live. 
Oft  o'er  the  mead,  at  pleasing  distance,  paas  (1) 
Browsing  the  hedge  by  fits  the  pannier^d  aai; 
The  idling  shepherd-boy,  with  rode  d^iglilt 
Whistling  his  dog  to  mark  the  pebble's  ii^i 
And  in  her  kerchief  blue  the  cottage4Baid, 
With  brimming  pitcher  from  the  shadowy  gladSi 
Far  to  the  south  a  mountnin-vale  retires. 
Rich  in  its  groves,  and  glens,  and  village^pires  i 
Its  upland-lawns,  and  clifli  with  iUiage  Iwqg^ 
Its  wizard-stream,  nor  nameless  nor  mwung : 
And  through  the  various  year,  the  variona  day,  (^ 
What  scenes  of  glory  bunt,  and  melt  away ! 

When  April-verdure  springs  in  Groavenoi  aqil% 
And  the  fiirr'd  Beauty  comes  to  winter  tibafe^ 
She  bids  old  Nature  mar  the  plan  no  more ; 
Yet  still  the  seasons  circle  as  before. 
Ah,  still  OS  soon  the  yoimg  Aurora  plays. 
Though  moons  and  flambeaux  trail  their  broadeat  bfants 
As  soon  the  sky-lark  pours  his  nuuin-song. 
Though  evening  lingers  at  the  ToaA  so  long. 

There  let  her  strike  with  momentary  ray. 
As  tapers  shine  th^  little  lives  away ; 
There  let  her  practise  from  herself  to  steal. 
And  look  the  happiness  she  does  not  feel ; 
The  ready  smile  and  bidden  blush  employ 
At  Faro-routs  that  dazzle  to  destroy ; 
Fan  with  affected  ease  the  essenccd  air. 
And  lisp  of  fiwhions  with  unmeaning  stare. 
Be  thine  to  meditate  a  humbler  flight. 
When  morning  fills  the  fields  with  rosy  light ; 
Be  thine  to  blend,  nor  thine  a  vulgar  aim» 
Repose  with  dignity,   with  quiet  fame. 

Hore  no  state-chambers  in  long  line  unfold, 
Bright  with  brond  mirrors,  rough  with  fretted  goW ; 
Yet  modest  ornament,  with  use  comlxned. 
Attracts  the  eye  to  exorcise  the  mind. 
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^  of  ioene,  nnall  ipsce  hii  home  r»- 

a  life  of  Httitfied  deeirefl. 

Migfa  no  marUe  breathes,  no  canvas  gioivi, 
r  point  a  raj  of  genioa  flowa !  (4) 
ble«  the  more  mechanic  ikill, 
m,  renewi,  and  multipliea  at  will ; 
I7  eircolalea,  through  dialant  climea, 
refici  of  the  purest  timea. 
the  moold  to  conscious  being  start 
'  ftnns,  the  miracles  of  art ; 
n  gems,  imprest  on  sulphur,  shine, 
for  ages  in  a  second  mine; 
he  fiuthfiil  graver  dares  to  trace 
s  grandeur,  and  a  Raphael's  grace ! 
7,  Florence,  gilds  my  humble  walls, 
nr  roof  the  Vatican  recalls ! 

the  morning-dream  my  pillow  flies, 
sense  what  brighter  visions  rise ! 
fain  the  courses  of  the  Sun, 
call.  (5)  their  round  of  glory  run ! 
M&y  Hours  resume  their  flight, 
nd  lost  in  floods  of  golden  light! 

d  thine  erring  friend  so  long  forget 
rea  of  pensive  joy  and  fond  regret) 
ita  warmest  hues  the  pencil  fliii^ 
le  lost  restores,  the  absent  brings ; 
fts  Few  best  loved  and  most  revered  (6) 
dM  board  their  social  smile  endear'd  7 

shelves  shall  claim  thy  studious  hours; 
I  thy  ranging  mind  be  fed  on  flowers ! ' 
le  iie  shaded  lamp  s  mild  lustre  streams, 
Dt  books,  or  dream  inspiring  dreams ;  (7) 
k  a  sage's  bust  arrests  ihee  there,  (8) 
his  foatures  with  his  thoughts  compare. 
t  that  Art  my  grateful  rapture  calls, 
ithes  a  soul  into  the  silent  walls ;  * 
lers  round  the  Wise  of  every  Tongue,  (9) 
MS  words  departed  nations  hung ; 
C  to  charm  with  many  a  converse  sweet; 
he  world,  companions  in  retreat ! 

my  diatdi'd  bath  no  rich  Afosaic  knows, 
^ring  with  unielt  current  flows. 
*  Life !  which,  still  as  we  survey, 
iooless,  yet  ever  glides  away ! 
my  wdls  record,  with  Attic  art, 
th  and  beauty  that  its  waves  impart 
is^  bending,  with  a  mother's  fean 
Mr  boy,  whose  pride  restrains  his  teari. 
los,  rising,  shrinks  with  sweet  surprise, 
arif  reacted  seems  to  rise ! 

I  dke  joyless  glare,  the  maddening  strife, 
)  dull  impertinence  of  life, 
bds  open  to  the  rising  ray, 
when  nature  bids,  at  close  of  day. 
e  dawn,  the  kindling  landscape  glows ; 
Kday  levees  call  from  fiunt  repose. 
lah'd  wave  flings  back  the  parting lifl^t; 
mering  lamps  anticipate  the  mght 


When  from  his  dasric  dreams  the  student  stools^ ' 
Amid  the  boai  of  crowds,  the  whirl  of  wheels* 
To  muse  mmotioed — while  around  him  psesa 
The  meteoi4bnos  of  equipage  and  dress; 
Akne,  in  wonder  lost,  he  seems  to  stand 
A  very  stranger  in  his  native  land! 
And  (though  perdiance  of  current  coin  passest. 
And  modem  phrase  by  living  lipa  expresC) 
like  diose  Uest  Yontlw,  (10)  forgive  the  fahlmg  page. 
Whose  blameless  lives  deceived  a  twilight  age. 
Spent  in  sweet  lumbers ;  till  the  miner's  spade 
Unclosed  the  cavern,  and  the  morning  play'd. 
Ah !  what  thmr  strange  surprise,  their  wild  delimit! 
New  arts  of  life,  new  manners  meet  their  sight ! 
In  a  new  virorld  they  wake,  as  from  the  dead ; 
Tet  doubt  the  trance  dissolved,  the  vision  fled ! 

O  come,  and,  rich  in  intellectual  weakh. 
Blend  thou^t  with  exercise,  with  knowledge  health! 
Long,  in  thk  sheltered  scene  of  letter'd  talk. 
With  sober  step  repeat  the  pensive  walk ; 
Nor  scom,  when  graver  triflings  fiul  to  please. 
The  cheap  amusemenli  of  a  mind  at  ease ; 
Here  every  care  in  sweet  oblivion  cast, 
And  many  an  idle  hour — not  idly  pass'd. 

No  tuneful  echoes,  ambush'd  at  my  gate. 
Catch  the  blest  acoenti  of  the  wise  imd  great  (11) 
Vain  of  iti  various  page,  no  Album  breathes 
The  sigh  that  Friendship  or  the  Muse  bequeaths. 
Yet  some  good  Genii  o'er  my  hearth  preside. 
Oil  the  far  friend,  with  secret  spell,  to  guide ; 
And  there  I  trace,  when  the  grey  evening  lours, 
A  silent  chronicle  of  happier  hours ! 

When  (Hhristmas  revels  in  a  worid  of  snow, 
And  bids  her  berries  blush,  her  carols  flow ; 
His  spangling  shower  when  Frost  the  wisard  flinp ; 
Or,  borne  in  ether  blue,  on  viewleai  wings, 
O'er  the  white  pane  his  silvery  foliage  weaves. 
And  gems  with  icicles  the  sheltering  eves ; 
— ^Thy  mufiled  friend  his  nectarine-wall  pursues, 
What  time  the  sun  the  yellow  crocus  wooes. 
Screened  from  the  arrowy  North ;  and  duly  hies  * 
To  meet  the  morning-rumor  as  it  flies ; 
To  range  the  murmuring  market-place,  and  view 
The  motley  groups  that  fidthful  Teniers  drew. 

When  Spring  bursts  forth  in  bkMsoms  diroogh  the 
vale. 
And  her  wild  music  triumphs  on  the  gale, 
Oft  with  my  book  I  muse  from  stile  to  stile; ' 
Oft  in  my  porch  the  listless  noon  beguile, 
Framing  loose  numbers,  till  declining  day 
Through  the  green  trellis  shoots  a  crimson  ray ; 
Till  the  West-wind  leads  on  the  twilight  hours. 
And  shakes  the  fragrant  bells  of  closing  flowers. 

Nor  boast,  O  Choisy!  seat  of  soft  delight. 
The  secret  charm  of  thy  voluptuous  night 
Vain  is  the  blaze  of  wealth,  the  pomp  of  power! 
Lo,  here,  attendant  on  the  shadowy  hour. 
Thy  closei^npper,  served  by  hands  unseen. 
Sheds,  like  an  evening.star,  in  ray  serene,  (19) 


MsUiuB 


Mnr, 

Kb  ooiupi  T>nunio  ■iht  libfM  diwosait,  MB 
. — Cic  ^  ^ 

C2 


1  loffeninin,  nbi  quod  vaeou  dstmiirit  Atbeoss, 
Et  ■todtw  annM  Mpton  d«£t  iowoahqoe 
Libra  et  coris.  Hatai  taeiuirniin  trit 
Pterarnqoc  M9r. 

S  FsUaeem  eiroain,  Tsipsitinaniqas  psrarro 
Scpe  fbrmii.  Mor. 

3  TsatatOB  yvfB  sa  nwia,  sirsnt  dsm  !•■  prair 


ROGERS^  POETICAL  WORK& 


Tb  ImQ  our  eoBung.  .  Mot « il«p  pra&ne 
Duel,  with  rode  waiid,  the  cbenifal  lite  rartnin; 
And,  while  the  fingel  faenqaet  glows  rerol'd. 
Pore  end  unboog^i — die  netiTei  of  my  field ; 
While  bluhii^  fiviti  thRMtghacettcf^d  leevei  invile. 
Still  dad  in  bkMMn,  end  veilM  in  asuie  light! 
With  wine,  at  lich  in  yean  at  Hokack  aingt, 
Wuh  water,  dear  as  hit  own  fountain  flingi. 
Hie  shiftily  tide4)oanl  pUys  itt  humbler  part. 
Beyond  die  trinmpht  of  a  LoriotTa  art  (1^ 

Tlini,in  thii  calm  leoeat,  ao  ridily  franght 
With  mental  light,  and  luxniy  of  dioii^it. 
My  lifo  steab  on ;  (O  ooold  it  blend  widi  diine!} 
'Cardea  my  coorte.  yet  not  withoot  design. 
So  thioagh  the  Tales  of  Loire  the  beeJuTetghde,  (14) 
The  light  imft  dropping  widi  the  silent  tide ; 
So,  till  the  laughing  scenes  are  lost  in  night. 
The  busy  people  wing  thdr  vanoos  flight. 
Culling  unnumbered  sweets  fiom  nameless  flowen, 
Hiat  soent  the  vineyard  in  itt  purple  boms. 

Rise,  ere  the  watdi-relieving  darions  play. 
Caught  through  SLJames*s  groves  a  blush  of  day ;  (15) 
Ere  its  full  voice  die  dionl  anthem  flings 
Throng  trophied  tombs  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 
Haste  to  the  tranquil  shade  of  leaned  ease,* 
TVwigh  sldll*d  alike  to  daiEiie  and  to  please; 
Though  eadigaysooiebesearch'dwithanziouBeye, 
Nor  thy  shut  door  be  pem*d  without  a  uf^ 

U,  when  this  roof  shall  know  thy  friend  no  more, 
Some,fonn'd  like  thee,  shoohl  once,  like  thee,  explore; 
Invoke  the  lares  of  tins  loved  retreat, 
And  his  lone  walks  imprint  with  p0grim4eet ; 
Tlien  be  it  said,  (as,  vain  of  better  days. 
Some  grey  domestic  prompts  the  partial  praise) 
"  Unknown  he  lived,  unenvied,  not  unblest ; 
Reason  his  guide,  and  Happiness  his  guest 
In  the  clear  mirror  of  his  moral  page. 
We  trace  the  mannen  of  a  purer  age. 
His  soul,  uith  thirst  of  genuine  gloiy  fraught, 
Scoin*d  the  &lse  lustre  of  licentious  thought 
— One  fidr  asylum  from  die  world  he  knew. 
One  chosen  seat  that  charms  with  various  view ! 
Who  boasts  of  more  (believe  the  serious  strain) 
Sighs  for  a  home,  and  sighs,  alas !  in  vain. 
Tliroogh  each  he  roves,  the  tenant  of  a  day, 
And,  with  die  swallow,  wings  the  year  awayT*  (16) 


NOTEa 


Note  1,  page  20,  coL  S. 
Oft  o*«r  Iks  sMsd,  St  plssriat  dirtaaes 
Cosmo  of  Medids  took  most  pleaaure  in  his  Apen- 
nine  viOa,  because  all  that  he  oommanded  from  its 
windowa  was  exdusively  his  own.  How  unlike  the 
wise  Adienian,  who.  vrhen  he  had  a  fitfm  to  sell, 
directed  the  ciier  to  prodaim,  as  its  best  reoommen- 
datioo,  diat  it  had  a  good  neighborhoods— Purr,  m 
Vtt.  Tknmtt 

Note  %  page  SO,  ool  S. 
Aad  tkrawk  tksvarioai  ysar.  Iks  varioai  day. 
Horaoe  oonmends  die  house,  •'h»gos<iwiprospidt 


agraa.**    Distant  views  eontaio  the 

both  in  themsdves  and  in  their  aoddenlal 

Note  3,  page  21,  ooL  1. 

SmI  ehsi«e  of  ■one.  MBl  «««•  b 

Many  a  great  man,  in  naawing  throo|^  dM 
mentiof  his  palace,  has  miade  die  nelandioly 
ban  of  the  venerable  Cossdo  :  "Qucsta  i  troppapa 
casa  4  si  pooo  fiuniglia.'' — Macb.  ImL  Her.  likv& 

''Psrvm.  sed  apta  mihi,**  ww  ArioslD's  insriipil 
over  his  door  in  Ferrara ;  and  idm  can  wish  Is  m/ 
more?  "I  confess,"  says  Cowley,  «*I  love  htfl— 
afanost  in  «U  things.  A  httle  oonveoient  esttii^i 
Uttle  cheeiful  house,  a  little  company,  and  a  vy 
Utde  feast**— fcsay  vi 

When  Socrstes  was  asked  why  he  had  halt  ftr 

hinwlf  sosmallahouse,  *«SmaU  as  it  k,**  hcKfli^ 
«*!  vrishlcouki  fiU  U  widi  friends."— Pbjcmc^ I 
iii,  9. 

These  indeed  are  all  that  a  wise  man  wmdd  dt- 
sire  to  assemble ;  **  for  a  crowd  it  not  ^^■»|'*«7.  vd 
feces  are  but  a  gallery  of  pictnrea,  and  talk  bsl  t 
tinkling  cymbal,  where  thne  it  no  love.** 

Note  4,  page  21,  ooL  1. 
Fraa  ersry  poiet  ft  raj  of  iSBiBB  flows ! 
By  this  means,  when  all  nature  wears 
countenance,  I  wididraw  mysdf  into  the 
wwldsofart;  vrhere  I  meet  withal 
gilded  trimnphs,  beautifiil  feces,  and  all  those 
obieds  that  EH  die  mind  with  gay  ideas,  etc. . 

It  is  remarkable  that  Antony,  in  hie  advent^ 
passed  some  time  in  a  small  but  splendid  retreai; 
which  he  called  his  Timonium,  aikd  finm  wkiek 
mig^  originate  the  idea  of  the  Faiisian  BooUr, 
that  fevorite  apartment,  <m  Ton  sereCvejMwr  Icrr  ted, 
awu  oil  Ton  ne  bomde  poimL — Steabo,  L  zvii.  PucT. 
m  Vit  Anfon. 

Note  5,  page  21,  ooL  1. 
At  Goido*!  esl.  etc 
Alluding  to  his  cdebrated  fresco  in  the  BtnijgH 
Fdace  at  Rome. 

Note  6,  page  21,  coL  1. 
Aad  tta  the  F^  ban  bred  sad  stost  imsisd. 

Hie  dining-room  is  dedicated  to  Conviviali^;  ■; 
as  Cicero  somewhere  expresses  it  Comnmnilati  vim 
alque  victns.**  There  we  wish  most  for  the 
of  our  friends ;  and,  perhaps,  in  their  abaeoc 
require  their  portraits 

The  moral  advantages  of  this  frunitare 
iUuslrsted  by  the  pretty  story  of  an  Athenian 
tesan,  **  who,  in  the  midst  of  a  ridoos  banqnetwJA 
her  lovers,  accidentally  cast  her  eye  on  the  porttdl 
of  a  philoaopher,  that  hung  opposite  to  her aeat:  As 
happy  diaracter  of  tempermnoe  and  virtue  alrockhff 
with  so  lively  an  image  of  her  own  unworthinm^ 
that  she  instantly  quitted  the  room;  aikd, 
home,  became  em*  after  an  example  of  i 
as  she  had  been  before  of  debauchery.' 
Note  7,  page  21,  ooL  1. 


t* 


Hw  reader  will  here  remember  that  pass^e  «f 
Horace,  Mmc  wtrrmm  Uric,  maic  soamo^  eic.  wUeh 
was  inscribed  by  Lord  Chesterfield  on  die  fiieae  of 
his  library. 

Noteapa|re21,coLl. 
A"*»  '**•■  •  ■*!•'•  bw*  ftrrwia  ikee  than. 
^I^Wi*  non  solum  ex  auro  argentove,  aut  ccrtatc 
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■9  m  bibliodiecui  dicantnr  illi,  qnoram  immortalet 
mam  in  iiideni  locia  ibi  loqunntar:  quinimo  etiam 
fOB  non  sunt,  finguntur,  pariantque  desideria  non 
tadili  Tnltoi,  licut  in  Homero  evenit  Quo  nuyuf 
(Bteqnidem  arbiCror)  nullum  eat  fellcitatui  specimen, 
)HB  Mmper  omnet  adre  cupere,  qualia  fuerit  ali- 
ftm — Fun,  Nat  HitL 

Cfeaio  apeaka  with  pleaaure  of  a  litUe  seat  under 
Azialode  in  the  library  of  AtticuB.  **  literis  sustentor 
etiecreor ;  maloqne  in  ilia  tua  sedecula,  quam  habes 
lab  imagine  Aristotelis,  sedere  qulun  in  istorum  sella 
eomli  r* — Ep.  ad  Att.  iv,  10. 

Nor  ahould  we  Ibrget  that  Diyden  drew  inspira- 
tion  from  the  **  nuyestic  face"  of  Shakspeare ;  and 
ihat  a  portrait  of  Newton  was  the  only  ornament 
of  the  doaet  of  Boflbn. — Ep.  to  KneUer.  Vcyage  d 


In  the  chamber  of  a  man  of  genius  we 

Write  all  down: 
8a^  and  loeh  pictorw  ;-~tbere  the  window 

■  tbeaiTSs,  fifforee. 

Why,  fodi  and  nicfa. 

Note  9,  page  21,  col.  1. 
WUeh  fathan  loond  the  WiM  of  erery  Tonffne. 
Quia  tantis  non  gaudeat  et  glorietur  hospitibus, 
exeUuma  Petrarch. — Spectare,  etii  nihil  aliud,  cert^ 
joTKL — Homema  apud  me  mutus,  imbyerb  ego  spud 
iUam  aonln  wam.  Gaudeo  tamen  vel  aapectil  solo, 
et  asp*  illom  amplexus  ac  sosinrena  dico:  O  magna 
vir,  ale^— £puC  For.  libi  20. 


Note  10,  page  21,  col.  2. 
Like  those  bleet  Touthi. 

See  the  Legend  of  the  Seven  Sleepers.— Gibbon, 
e.S3L 

Note  11,  page  21,  col.  2. 
Calefa  the  blert  aecooti  of  the  wise  and  gieaL 
Mr.  p9pe  delights  in  enumerating  his  illustrious 
N<»r  is  thia  an  exclusive  privilege  of  the 
The  Medici  Ptdace  at  Florence  eihibils  a 
kiBg  and  impnaing  catalogue.    **  Semper  hi  parietea 
colonmBqae  eruditia  vocibua  reaonuenmt." 

Another  ia  alao  preaerved  at  Chanteloup,  the  aeat 
<r  the  Duke  of  Choiaeul. 


Alft 


Note  12,  page  21,  coL  2. 

Ike  aa  evanng -atar,  its  lay 

Soman  aupper,  statuea  were  lometimea  em- 
to  bold  the  lamps. 


St  jovenaiD  smmlscra  per  sdMi, 
igaiAras  maaibne  ratinentia  dextrii. 

Laer.  fi,9L 

A  ftdttOB  88  old  aa  Homer ! — OdyB$.  vii,  100. 

Ob  Ae  proper  degree  and  distribution  of  light,  we 
■ayconsalt  a  great  master  of  eflbct  II  lume  grande, 
ed  alto,  e  noo  troppo  potente,  sark  quello,  che  ren- 
dcik  1e  particole  do*  oorpi  molto  grate. — Tratt.  ddla 
PittKm  di  Lion  AUK)  di  Vinci,  c  xli. 


Hence  every  artist  requires  a  broad  and  high 
light  Hence  also,  in  a  banquet-acene,  the  moat 
pictureaque  of  all  poets  has  thrown  his  light  from 
the  ceiling. — uCn.  i,  726. 

And  hence  the  ''stany  lampa"  of  hlilton,  that 


-from  the  arched  roof 


Pendmit  by  rabtle  magic, 

yielded  light 

Aa  from  a  iky. 

Note  13,  page  22,  col.  1. 
Beyond  the  triumphs  of  a  Loriot^a  art. 

At  the  petiu  aoupers  of  Choisy  were  first  intro- 
duced those  admirable  pieces  of  mechanism,  afler- 
wards  carried  to  perfection  by  Loriot,  the  Confidente 
and  the  Servanle ;  a  table  and  a  side-board,  which 
descended  and  rose  again  covered  with  viands  and 
wines.  And  thus  the  most  luxurious  Court  in  Eu- 
rope, after  all  its  boasted  refinements,  was  glad  to 
return  at  last,  by  this  singular  contrivance,  to  the 
quiet  and  privacy  of  humble  life. — Vie  prwU  de 
LouU  XV,  torn,  ii,  p.  43. 

Between  1. 10,  and  1. 11,  col.  1,  were  these  linea, 
since  omitted  : 

Hail,  sweet  Society !  in  erowda  unknown. 

Though  the  vain  world  would  claim  thee  for  ita  own. 

Still  where  thy  amall  and  cheerful  convene  flows. 

Be  mine  to  enter,  ere  the  circle  close. 

When  in  retreat  Fox  lays  his  thunder  by. 

And  Wit  and  Taste  their  mingled  charms  supply ; 

When  Siddona,  bom  to  melt  and  freeae  the  heart. 

Performs  at  home  her  more  endearing  part ; 

When  he,  who  best  interprets  to  mankind 

The  winged  mossongera  from  mind  to  mind. 

Leans  on  his  spade,  and,  playful  aa  profound. 

His  genius  sheds  its  evening-sunshine  ronnd, 

Be  mine  to  listen ;  pleased  yet  not  elate. 

Ever  too  modest  or  too  proud  to  rate 

Myself  by  my  companions,  self«ompell'd 

To  earn  the  station  that  in  life  I  held. 

They  were  written  in  1796. 

Note  14,  page  22,  col.  1. 

So  throQgh  the  vales  of  Loire  the  bee-hivea  glide. 

An  allusion  to  the  floating  bee-house,  at  barge 
laden  with  bee-hives,  which  is  seen  in  some  parte 
of  France  and  Piedmont 

Note  15,  page  22,  col.  1. 

Caught  through  St  Jamee'a  grovea  at  blush  of  day. 

After  this  line  in  the  MS. 

Grovea  that  Belinda^s  star  illuminea  atill. 
And  ancient  Courts  and  fhded  splendors  fill. 

Note  16,  page  22,  col.  1. 
And,  with  the  swallow,  wings  the  year  away ! 

It  was  the  boast  of  Lucullus  that  he  changed  hia 
climate  with  the  birds  of  passage. — Plut,  ta  Fit 
LuaiU. 

How  oilen  must  he  have  felt  the  truth  here  in- 
culcated, that  the  master  of  many  houses  has  no 
home !  31 


SkmitieUiie. 


TwAS  Antumn;  duaagfa  PkoTcnce  had  ceased 

The  Tintage,  and  the  Tintage-feaal. 

The  son  had  set  behind  the  hill. 

The  moon  waa  op,  and  all  was  still, 

And  from  the  conyent*s  neighboring  tower 

Tlie  clock  had  toU*d  the  midnight-hoiir, 

Whoi  Jacqueline  came  Ibith  alone. 

Her  kerchief  o*er  her  trcases  thrown ; 

A  guilty  thing  and  lull  of  fears, 

Tet  ah,  how  loTely  in  her  tears ! 

She  starts,  and  what  has  caught  her  eye? 

What — but  her  shadow  gliding  by? 

She  slops,  she  pants;  with  lips  apart 

She  listens — to  her  beating  heart! 

Then,  through  the  scanty  orchard  stealing. 

The  clustering  boughs  her  track  concealing. 

She  flies,  nor  casts  a  thought  behind. 

But  gives  her  terrois  to  the  wind; 

Flies  from  her  home,  the  humble  sphere 

Of  all  her  joys  and  sorrows  here. 

Her  &ther*s  house  of  mountain-stone. 

And  by  a  mountain-vine  o'eigrown. 

At  such  an  hour  in  such  a  night. 

So  calm,  so  clear,  so  heavenly  bri^t, 

Who  would  have  seen,  and  not  confessed 

It  looked  as  all  within  were  bleat  ? 

What  will  not  woman,  when  she  loves  ? 

Tet  lost,  alas,  who  can  restore  her  ? — 

She  liAs  the  latch,  the  wicket  movea; 

And  now  the  wtirld  is  all  before  her. 

Up  rose  Sl  Pierre,  when  morning  shone ; 
And  Jacqueline,  his  child,  was  gone! 
Oh  what  the  madd'ning  thought  that  came  ? 
Dishonor  coupled  with  his  name ! 
By  Cood6  at  Rocroy  he  stood ; 
By  Turenne,  when  the  Rhine  ran  bkxid ; 
Two  banneri  of  Castile  he  gave 
Aloft  in  Notre  Dame  to  wave ; 
Nor  did  thy  Cross,  St.  Louis,  rest 
Upon  a  purer,  nobler  breast 
He  slung  his  old  sword  by  his  side. 
And  snatch*d  his  staff  and  rush'd  to  save ; 
Then  sunk — and  on  his  threshold  cried, 
**  Oh  lay  me  in  my  grave ! 
— CoMtance!  Claudine!  where  were  ye  dien? 
But  stand  not  there.    Away !  away ! 
Thou.  Frederic,  by  thy  &ther  stay. 
Though  old,  and  now  forgot  of  men. 
Both  must  not  leave  him  in  a  day.*' 
Then,  and  he  shook  his  hoary  head, 
"Unhappy  in  thy  youth!"  he  said. 
**  Call  as  thou  wilt,  thou  call'st  in  vain ; 
No  voice  sends  back  thy  name  again. 
To  mourn  is  all  thou  hast  to  do ; 
Thy  play-mate  lost,  and  teacher  toa** 

And  who  but  she  could  soothe  the  boy. 
Or  tnm  his  teais  to  tears  of  joy  ? 
Long  had  she  kiss'd  him  as  he  slept. 
Long  o*er  his  pUlow  hong  and  wept; 


And,  as  she  paas*d  her  &diar*s  doar» 
She  stood  as  she  would  stir  no  more. 
But  die  is  gone,  and  gone  for  ever! 
No,  never  shall  they  dasp  her — never! 
They  sit  and  listen  to  their  fean ; 
And  he,  who  through  the  breach  had  led 
Over  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Shakes  if  a  cricket's  cry  he  heaia! 


Oh!  she  vresgood  as  die  vres  tkir; 
None— none  on  earth  above  her ! 
As  pure  in  thought  as  ai^peb  are. 
To  know  her  was  to  love  her. 
When  little,  and  her  eyes,  her  voice. 
Her  every  gesture  said  **  rejcsce," 
ifiir  coming  was  a  gladness; 
And,  as  she  grew,  her  modest  gnoe» 
Her  down-cast  look  *t  vres  heaven  to  traea* 
When,  shading  with  her  hand  her  §aet. 
She  half  inclined  to  sadnew. 
Her  voice,  whate'er  she  said,  enchaatad ; 
like  music  to  the  heart  it  waA. 
And  her  dark  ejrea— how  doqncnt! 
Adc  what  they  would,  'twas  granted. 
Her  father  loved  her  as  his  fame ; 
^And  Bayard*s  self  had  done  the  --«>«* 


Soon  as  the  sun  the  glittering  pane 
On  the  red  floor  in  diamonds  threw. 
His  songs  she  sung  and  sung  again, 
TUl  the  last  light  withdrew. 
Every  day,  aiKl  all  day  long. 
He  mused  or  slumber'd  to  a  song. 
But  she  is  dead  to  him,  to  all ! 
Her  luto  hangs  silent  on  the  wall; 
And  on  the  slain,  and  at  the  door 
Her  ftiry<step  is  heard  no  more! 
At  every  meal  an  empty  chair 
Tells  him  that  she  is  not  there ; 
She,  who  would  lead  him  where  he  went 
Charm  with  her  converse  vdiile  he  leant; 
Or,  hovering,  every  wish  prevent; 
At  eve  light  op  the  chimney-nook. 
Lay  there  his  glass  within  his  book ; 
And  that  small  chest  of  curious  moold, 
(Queen  Mab's,  perchance,  in  days  ofoldjl 
Tusk  of  elephant  and  gold ; 
\Much,  when  a  tale  is  long,  dispenaaa 
Its  frsgrant  dust  to  drowsy  senses. 
In  her  who  mourn'd  not.  when  they  miss'd  her 
The  old  a  child,  the  young  a  sister? 
No  more  the  orphan  runs  to  take 
From  her  loved  hand  the  bariey-cnke. 
No  more  the  matron  in  the  school 
Expects  her  in  the  hour  of  rule. 
To  sit  amid  the  elfin  brood. 
Praising  the  busy  and  the  good. 
The  widow  trims  her  hearth  in  vain. 
She  comes  not — nor  will  come  again ! 
Not  now.  his  little  learon  done. 
With  Frederic  blowing  bubblea  in  the  snn ; 
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fhrtfimuog  by  the  fountBtiHride, 

(Some  fltony  of  the  dmpt  of  old, 

fitfbe  Bleue  or  Chaperon  Rouge  half-told 

Td  him  who  would  not  be  denied ;) 

Not  DOW,  to  while  an  hour  away, 

Gone  to  the  falls  in  Valombrfe, 

Where  't  ie  night  at  noon  of  day ; 

Nor  wandering  np  and  down  the  wood. 

To  all  bat  ha  a  solitude. 

Where  once  a  wild  deer,  wild  no  more, 

Her  chaplet  on  his  antlers  wore. 

And  at  her  bidding  stood. 

n. 

The  day  wu  in  the  golden  west ; 
And,  cnrtain'd  close  by  leaf  and  flower. 
The  dovee  had  oooed  themselves  to  rest 
In  Jacqueline's  deserted  bower; 
TYiB  dovea    that  still  would  at  her  casement 
And  in  her  walhs  had  ever  flatter'd  round 
With  purple  feet  and  shining  neck. 
True  as  the  echo  to  the  sound. 
That  esaemsnt,  underneath  the  trees, 
Half  open  to  the  western  breeze, 
Look'd  down,  enchanting  Garonnelle, 
Thy  wild  and  mulberry-shaded  dell, 
Roond  whidi  the  Alps  of  Piedmont  rose. 
Hie  blmii  of  sunset  on  their  snows : 
Whfle,  blithe  as  lark  on  summer>mora. 
When  green  and  yellow  waves  die  com. 
When  harebells  blow  in  every  grove. 
And  diruahee  sing  "I  love!  I  love!'** 
Within  ^  soon  the  early  rain 
Scattem,  and  't  is  lair  again ; 
Though  many  a  drop  may  yet  be  seen 
To  leU  vm  where  a  cloud  has  been) 
Within  lay  Frederic,  o'er  and  o'er 
Building  castles  on  the  floor. 
And  feigning,  as  they  grew  in  size. 
New  troaUee  and  new  dangen; 
Whh  dimpled  cheeks  and  laughing  eyes, 
As  he  and  Fear  were  strangers. 

8l  Pierre  sat  by,  nor  saw  nor  smiled. 
ffis  eyes  were  on  his  loved  Montaigne ; 
Bot  every  leaf  wis  tnm'd  in  vain. 
Then  in  that  hour  remorse  he  felt. 
And  his  heart  told  him  he  had  dealt 
Unkindly  with  his  child. 
A  fiuher  may  awhile  refuse ; 
Bat  who  can  Iot  another  choose  f 
When  her  yoong  blushes  had  reveal'd 
The  secret  fion  herself  oonceal'd. 
Why  pwimiee  what  her  tears  denied, 
llat  she  diould  be  De  Courcy's  bride  f 
— ^Wonldst  thou,  presumptuous  as  thou  art, 
(Xsr  Natnre  play  the  tjrrant's  part. 
And  with  the  hand  compel  the  heart  f 
Oh  rsther,  rather  hope  to  bind 
The  oeeoB-wave,  the  mountain-wind ; 
Or  fix  thy  foot  upon  the  ground 
To  stop  the  planet  rolling  round. 

The  light  was  on  his  face ;  and  there 
Too  might  have  seen  the  passions  driven — 
Bssentment,  Pity,  Hope,  Despair — 
like  clouds  across  the  fiice  of  Heaven. 

1  Ostsiiik>  *'  16  SBio !  lo  aino  !'*~7k«M. 


peck, 


Now  he  sigh'd  heavily ;  end  now. 

His  hand  withdrawing  ih>m  Tiis  brow. 

He  shut  the  volume  with  a  fh>wn. 

To  walk  his  troubled  spirit  down : 

— When  (faithful  as  that  dog  of  yore' 

Who  wagg'd  his  tail  and  could  no  more) 

Manchon,  who  long  had  snufTd  the  ground. 

And  sought  and  sought,  but  never  found, 

Leapt  up  and  to  the  casement  flew. 

And  look'd  and  bark'd  and  vanish'd  tfirough. 

"  T  is  Jacqueline !   T  is  Jacqueline  !" 

Her  little  brother  laughing  cried. 

'*  I  know  her  by  her  kirtle  green, 

She  comes  along  the  mountainnride ; 

Now  turning  by  the  traveller's  seat, — 

Now  resting  in  the  hermit's  cave, — 

Now  kneeling,  where  the  pathways  meet^ 

To  the  cross  on  the  stranger's  grave. 

And,  by  the  soldier's  cloak,  I  know 

(There,  there  along  the  ridge  they  go) 

D'Arcy,  so  gentle  and  so  brave ! 

Look  up— why  will  you  not  ?"  he  cries,. 

His  rosy  hands  before  his  eyes ; 

For  on  that  incense*breathing  eve 

The  sun  shone  out,  as  loth  to  leave. 

"  See  to  the  rugged  rock  she  clings ! 

She  calls,  she  faints,  and  D'Arcy  springs  ,* 

D'Arcy  so  dear  to  us,  to  all ; 

Who,  for  you  told  me  on  your  knee. 

When  in  the  fight  he  saw  you  falU 

Saved  you  for  Jacqueline  and  me !" 

And  true  it  was !  And  true  the  tale ! 
When  did  she  sue  and  not  prevail  f 
Five  years  before — ^it  was  tiie  night 
That  on  the  village-green  they  parted. 
The  lilied  banners  streaming  bright 
O'er  maids  and  mothers  broken-hearted ; 
The  drum — it  drown'd  the  last  adieu. 
When  D'Arcy  from  the  crowd  she  drew. 
"  One  charge  I  have,  and  one  alone, 
Nor  that  refuse  to  take. 
My  father — ^if  not  for  his  own, 
Oh  for  his  daughter's  sake !" 
Inly  he  vow'd — "  't  was  all  he  could  .*** 
And  went  and  seal'd  it  with  his  blood. 

Nor  can  ye  wonder.    When  a  child, 
And  in  her  playfulness  she  smiled. 
Up  many  a  ladder-path'  he  guided 
Where  meteor-like  the  chamois  glided. 
Through  many  a  misty  grove. 
They  loved — but  under  Friendship's  name ; 
And  Reason,  Virtue  fann'd  the  flame ; 
Till  in  their  houses  Discord  came. 
And  'twas  a  crime  to  love. 
Then  what  was  Jacqueline  to  do? 
Her  father's  angry  hours  she  knew. 
And  when  to  soothe,  and  when  persuade ; 
But  now  her  path  De  Courcy  cross'd. 
Led  by  his  falcon  through  the  glade — 
He  tum'd,  behold,  admired  the  maid ; 
And  all  her  little  arts  were  lost! 
De  Courcy,  lord  of  Argentiere ! 
Thy  poverty,  thy  pride,  St  Pierre, 
Thy  thirst  for  vengeance  sought  the  snare. 


1  Arpni. 

2  Called  in  the  laaguace  of  the  country  pM  de  VRckM: 
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The  day  was  named,  the  guetta  invited ; 
The  bridegroom,  at.lhe  gate,  alighted; 
When  up  the  windings  of  the  dell 
A  pastoral  pipe  was  heard  to  swell, 
AokI  lo,  an  humble  Piedmontese, 
Whoae  music  might  a  ladjr  please. 
This  message  through  the  lattice  bore. 
(She  listened,  and  her  trembling  frame 
Told  her  at  once  from  whom  it  came) 
"Oh  let  us  fly — to  part  no  more!** 


m. 

That  mom  (*t  was  in  Ste  Juli^me's  cell. 
As  at  Ste  Julienne's  sacred  well 
Their  dream  of  love  began), 
That  mom,  ere  many  a  star  was  set. 
Their  hands  had  on  the  altar  met 
Before  the  holy  man. 
— And  now  the  village  gleams  at  last ; 
The  woods,  the  golden  meadows  paas'd. 
Where,  when  Toulouse,  thy  splendor  shone 
The  Troubadour  would  journey  on 
Transported — or,  from  grove  to  grove, 
Framing  some  roundelay  of  love. 
Wander  till  the  day  was  gone. 
**  All  will  be  well,  my  Jacqueline ! 
Oh  tremble  not — ^but  trust  in  me. 
The  good  are  better  made  by  ill. 
As  odors  crush'd  are  sweeter  still ; 
And  gloomy  as  thy  past  has  been. 
Bright  shall  thy  future  be!'* 
So  saying,  through  the  fragrant  shade 
Gently  along  ho  led  the  maid. 
While  Manchon  round  and  round  her  play*d : 
And,  as  that  silent  glen  they  leave. 
Where  by  the  spring  the  pitchers  stand. 
Where  glow-worms  light  their  lamps  at  eve. 
And  fairies  dance— 4n  fairy-land, 
(When  Lubin  calls,  and  Blanche  steals  round. 
Her  finger  on  her  lip,  to  see ; 
And  many  an  acom-cup  is  found 
Under  the  greenwood   tree) 
From  every  cot  above,  below. 
They  gather  as  they  go- 
Sabot,  and  coif,  and  coUerette, 
The  housewife's  prayer,  the  grandam*s  blessing ! 
Girls  that  adjust  their  locks  of  jet. 
And  look  and  look  and  linger  yet. 
The  lovely  bride  caressing; 
Babea  that  had  learnt  to  Usp  her  name. 
And  heroes  he  had  led  to  fame. 

But  what  felt  ITArcy,  when  at  length 
Her  fiuher*s  gate  was  open  flung  r 
Ah,  then  he  found  a  giant's  strength ; 

^For  round  him,  as  for  life,  she  clung ! 
And  when,  her  fit  of  weeping  o'er. 
Onward  they  moved  a  little  space, 
And  saw  an  old  man  sitting  at  the  door. 
Saw  his  w«n  cheek,  and  sunken  eye 
That  seem'd  to  gaze  on  vacancy, 

%Theii,  at  the  sight  of  that  beloved  fiu:e. 
At  once  to  fiill  upon  his  neck  she  flew ; 
Bal— fK>C  encouraged — back  she  drew, 
And  trambling  stood  in  dread  suspense. 
H«r  taui  her  only  eloquence! 


All,  all — the  while — an  awfiil  distanoe  kaepng ; 
Save  D'Arcy,  who  nor  speaks  not  stirs ; 
And  one,  his  little  hand  in  hers. 
Who  weeps  to  see  his  sister  weeping. 

Then  Jacqueline  the  silence  broke. 
She  clasp'd  her  father's  knees  and  spoke. 
Her  brother  kneeling  too ; 
While  D'Arcy  as  before  look'd  on. 
Though  from  his  manly  cheek  was  gone 
Its  natural  hue. 

**  His  praises  from  your  lips  I  heard. 
Till  my  fond  heart  was  won; 
And,  if  in  aught  his  Sire  has  err'd. 
Oh  turn  not  from  the  Son ! — 
She,  whom  in  joy,  in  grief  you  nursed ; 
Who  climb'd  and  call'd  you  father  fint. 
By  that  dear  name  ooqjurcs 
On  her  you  thought — but  to  be  kind ! 
When  look'd  you  up,  bat  3^oa  inclined  f 
These  things,  for  ever  in  her  mind. 
Oh  are  they  gone  from  jroursf 
Two  kneeling  at  your  feet  behold ; 
On^— one  how  young ; — nor  yet  the  other  okL 
Oh  spurn  them  not — nor  look  so  oold— 
If  Jacqueline  be  cast  away. 
Her  bridal  be  her  d]ring  day. 
Well,  well  might  she  believe  m  yoo  I — 
She  listen'd,  and  she  found  it  true.*' 

He  shook  his  aged  locks  of  snow ; 
And  twice  he  tura'd,  and  rose  to  go. 
She  hung ;  and  was  St.  Pierre  lo  blaoMb 
If  tears  and  smiles  together  came? 
**  Oh  no— begone !  I'll  hear  no  more.* 
But  as  he  spoke,  his  voice  relented. 
**  That  very  look  thy  mother  wore 
When  she  implored,  and  old  Le  Roc 
Trae,  I  have  done  as  well  as  sufl[er*d  wrong, 
Yet  once  I  loved  him  as  my  own ! 
— ^Nor  can*st  thou,  D'Arcy,  feel  resentment  long; 
For  she  herself  shall  plead,  and  I  atone. 
Henceforth,"  he  paused  awhile,  unmann'd. 
For  D'Arcy's  tears  bedew'd  his  hand ; 
"  Let  each  meet  each  as  friend  to  friend^ 
All  things  by  all  forgot,  forgiven. 
And  that  dear  Saint — may  she  once  more 
To  make  our  home  a  heaven ! — 
But  now,  in  my  hands,  your's  with  her'a  imite. 
A  father's  blessing  on  your  heads  alight! 

^Nor  let  the  least  be  sent  away. 

All  hearts  shall  sing  'Adieu  to  acHTOwT 
St  Pierre  has  found  his  child  to-day; 
And  old  and  jroung  shall  dance  to-morrow.** 

Had  Louis'  then  before  the  gate  dismounted, 
I/xt  in  the  chase  at  set  of  sun ; 
Like  Henry,  when  he  heard  recounted* 
The  generous  deeds  himself  had  done, 
(That  night  the  miller's  maid  (Alette 
Sung,  while  he  supp'd,  her  chansonnette) 
Then — when  St  Pierre  address'd  his  vill 
Then  had  the  monarch  with  a  sigh  confeasM 
A  joy  by  him  unsought  and  unpossesa'd, 
—Without  it  what  are  all  the  rest? — 
To  love  and  to  be  loved  again. 


•» 


1  Look  Um  FouftaanUi. 

1  ^"■^..*®  •  P*»Po»w  rttwy  related  of  Henry  the  Foof*  d 
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wut  Vofiftfle  of  eoiumtmiei. 


PBEFACE, 

Tmc  ftltowing  PiMm  (or  to  tprak  nnra  ptiiiH 
lAtl  nonin  tiC  it']  hu  hen  and  then  a  lyi 
bm  oT  Ihon^  tod  eijuHkat.  Il  ii  )Ddde[j  u 
OwMitiooiT  and  liilJ  of  hiMancal  ailauODi;  lea^ 
Bueh  M  ba  imagiDBil  I7  tba  raad«. 

Hm  aiilgactiiaKqFagetbsiiion  nMnnrablp  in 
■""  '      '  Colunbu*  waa  aptnon  of 


Hi*  lannen  on  Ihc  allur  laid — 

One  halldiv-d  mom,  mclhoughl,  I  ftll 
Aa  if  a  noul  wilhin  me  dwell! 


of  a  Naw  Worid.  the  inlMtiiUiiB  oT  which  warp 
eul  frss  the  L^l  of  RsTcUlian,  and  given  u 
dWf  bBbered,  *i  ilie  dcmmini  of  nBlignanl  ijui 
Uaiij  of  iha  ineideali  will  now  be  ihongfai  >  1 
a^d;  j«t  Ibar  wen  ddcb  perfaapa  teceived 
«aiaihji«  man  than  indulgence.  Il  wn  an  ng 
Bindaa;  and  mId  can  a^  dint  ■mng  the  Teccr 
kpodi  in  Aa  lUmy  of  Ihe  Eacorial,  or  ih<'  1 
aBfteodemmJaTrtuehfill  Ihe  great  chambai  11 

'~'- "" •.•nd  which  reUloenQpalv  11 

ica*  then  an  Tbo  volumes 
■  thing!  here  dr 
eadf  told  thn 
M  af  BD  faai^itaning.  Such  v 
aaAoaaaaf  dia  eu4y  wiitera,  dial  the  Auitur  h 
«ily  B  mMTiBii  it  inio  hia  vena ;  and  he  appiiirs 
kara  daw  Iiltl0  mora;  tboo^  mma  of  the  cintt 
^noB  «rUd  ba  alhidea  Id  aa  well  known,  h.i 
Vf  eaved  to  ba  n.  B^  naing  the  language  '^(  1) 
d^,  ha  haa  eaUad  up  Columbia  "  in  hii  hahii  d» 
'**d;'  Mid  tba  asflKiRiiea,  aach  at  eiiM,  aic  cai 
tiBt  linn  hf  the  Tnoalatnr. 


^ .  Knell  before  the  ci 


in  cell  ai  even-tide 


ON  THE  OKIOINAL  HANUSCRli- 
Umiuar  me,  Stranger;  aod  linE4d, 

Wilb  tranUiog  can,  my  leavaa  oT  gold 

KA  Bi  OcNhie  parttwiarfr— 

UjM.  aba,  a  leaf  endnn, 
In  S«KiU'a  DMmaalie  &iw, 

loHMtat  and  i^in  nm. 

Tim  taoBDafe  ofCaadle  I  tptA; 

IGd  Bo^  an  Anb,  many  ■  Gnek, 

CU  m  lh»  daya  of  Charlemain  ; 

in«B  tBalMralaiiae  wandar'd  rannd. 

Aid  leiaDce,  wakinf ,  bleaa'd  the  nond. 
He  MitUjr  Ooosfal  haa  hen  a  place, 

n>  coml  lit  down  on  eveiy  bca; 


ir  Ihe  ] 


«  ihe  chancel-SooT, 


'e  Sl  Mary '■  bleaaed  •hiine. 
I'D  me  one  little  hour  dsTots, 
And  lay  thy  ■taa'and  Kiip  beaUe  theei 
Read  in  the  temper  that  he  wrote. 
And  may  hii  gende  ipiril  guide  ihee! 
My  lenvn  Cjiwke  me.  one  by  one ; 
The  hook-worm  through  and  Ihnnigb  hai  g< 

The  lale  wilhin  wai  never  told  l 


PKEFACe  TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION. 

Tbiu  il  ■  ipirit  in  the  old  Spaniih  Chnmiclen 
of  Ihe  niteenlh  century  that  may  be  compared  10  the 
freahnoa  of  water  sl  the  tbuntain^ad.  Heir  sim- 
plicity, their  aennbibty  u  the  itrange  and  Ifae  won- 
detful,  their  very  wcoknaeea,  giTe  an  infinite  value, 
by  giving  a  liie  and  a  chamcler  to  every  thing  Ihey 
touch;  and  Iheir  nligion,  which  bunti  out  avary- 
where,  oddmae*  ilaelf  U  the  imiigi nation  in  the 
higheil  degree.  If  Ihey  err,  their  crrora  an  not  th«i 
own.  They  think  and  led  after  the  Aahion  of  the 
time,'  and  Iheir  narralivca  ue  ao  many  moving 
piclurei  of  the  aciiona,  manneia,  and  Ihongbla  of 

Who!  Ihey  hi 

hot.  Iha  inipintton  went  no  &rther.  No  Natiraial 
Poem  appeared  on  the  auhjeclj  no  CamoCna  did 
honor  10  hia  Geniui  and  ha  Viiluea.  Yet  the  mate- 
Kala,  thai  have  deacended  In  do,  are  rarely  not  nn- 
poeticfil ;  and  a  deaire  to  avail  myaelf  of  thnn,  10 
aa  ftr  ai  I  ooold,  in  othefa 
ai  &r  M  I  dared,  their  wannlh  of  coloring  and 
wildneaa  nf  imagery,  led  me  to  cmeeive  the  idea  of 
Poem  wriHen  not  kng  after  hti  death,  when  Aa 
great  oonaeqnenoei  of  ihe  Diecove  """  '     ' 
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to  unfold  theiUMlvei,  bat  while  the  minds  of  men 
were  atill  clinging  to  Ihe  rapentitioEM  of  their  fiithers. 
The  Event  here  deeciibed  may  be  thoof^t  too 
recent  for  the  Machinery ;  but  I  found  diem  together.' 
A  belief  in  the  agency  of  Evil  Spirila  prevailed  over 
both  hemispheres ;  and  even  yet  seems  almost  necee* 
saiy  to  enable  as  to  dear  up  the  Darkness,  and,  in 
this  instance  at  least. 

To  jutify  ths  wajn  of  God  to  Ma. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Him,  by  the  Paynim  bard  descried  of  yore,d 
And  ere  his  coming  sung  on  either  sbiore. 
Him  ooaU  not  I  exaH— by  Heaven  design*d 
To  lift  the  veil  that  covered  half  manldifed! 
Tet,  ere  I  die,  I  woold  fulfil  my  vow ; 

cannot  wound  his  generous  spirit  now. 


Columboa,  having  wandered  fiom  kingdom  to  king- 
dom, at  lengdi  obtains  three  ships  and  sets  sail  on  the 
Atlantic  The  compass  alteri  from  its  ancient  direc> 
tion ;  the  wind  becomes  constant  and  unremitting ; 
night  and  day  he  advances,  till  he  is  suddenly  stop- 
ped in  his  couTM  by  a  mass  of  vegetation,  extending 
as  &r  as  the  eye  can  reach,  and  assuming  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  country  overwhelmed  by  the  sea. 
Alarm  and  despondence  on  board.  He  resigns  him- 
self to  the  care  of  Heaven,  and  proceeds  on  his 
voyage ;  while  columns  of  water  move  along  in  his 
path  before  him. 

Meanwhile  the  deities  of  America  assemble  in 
council ;  and  one  of  the  Zemi,  the  gods  of  the  island- 
ers, announces  his  approach.  **  In  vain,"  says  he, "  have 
we  guarded  the  Atlantic  for  ages.  A  mortal  has 
baffled  our  power ;  nor  will  our  votaries  arm  against 
hioL  Yours  are  a  sterner  race.  Hence ;  and,  while 
we  have  recourse  to  stntngem,  do  ]rou  array  the  na- 
tions round  your  altars,  and  prepare  for  an  extermi- 
nating war."  They  disperse  while  he  is  yet  speaking ; 
and,  in  the  shape  of  a  condor,  he  directs  his  Bight  to 
the  fleet  His  journey  described.  He  arrives  there. 
A  panic.  A  mutiny.  Columbus  restores  order ;  con- 
tinues on  his  voyage ;  and  lands  in  a  New  World. 
Ceremonies  ofthefirBt  interview.  Rites  of  hospitality. 
The  ghost  of  Cazziva. 

Two  months  pass  away,  and  an  Angel,  appearing 
in  a  dream  to  Columbus,  thus  addresses  him ;  **  Re- 
turn to  Europe ;  though  your  Adversaries,  such  is  the 
will  of  Heaven,  shall  let  loose  the  hurricane  against 
you.  A  little  while  shall  they  triumph ;  insinuating 
themselves  into  the  hearts  of  your  followers,  and 
making  the  World,  which  ]rou  came  to  bless,  a  scene 
of  Mood  and  slaughter.  Tet  is  there  cause  for  re- 
joicing. Your  work  is  done.  The  cross  of  Christ  is 
plant^  here ;  and,  in  due  time,  all  things  shall  be 
made  perfect f' 

CANTO  I. 


0; 


Nighf— CoIoibInu  od  the  Atlsiitio— ths  Vsristioo 
of  the  CompsM,  etc 

Who  the  great  Secret  of  the  Deep  possess'd 
And,  issuing  through  the  portals  of  the  West, 
Fearieai,  resolved,  with  every  sail  unfiirl'd 
Planted  his  standard  on  the  Unlmown  Worid  ? 

1  Ptrbsps  sv«a  s  eoateaiporsnr  mtbitet  riioold  not  bt  nitttr 
cd  M  soeb,  bowovtr  wild  sad  extvsTarsol  it  mar  b«.  if  lbs 
I  bo  fiweign  sad  tbo  plsee  ditUot— msjor  li  lonfinquo 
**  L*4Mfosiasol  das  psy*.**  mfs  Kadoe.  "r«para 
„  ^...^^  ioft0  la  trap  frsode  proriioiM  itm  lompa ;  rar  la 
P^mp^  g^  001  gain  da  ddftvsoen  eotie  rnqai  aaf«  ai  J'oaa  aiiw 
t>aHar.  k  nik  am  de  hii.  <t  os  qiri  m  wt  k  nilla  Uauaa.** 


Twas  night  The  Moon,  o'er  the  wide  wave, 
closed 
Her  awfiil  foce ;  and  Nature's  self  reposed ; 
When,  slowly  rising  in  the  azure  sky. 
Three  whito  sails  dbone — but  to  no  mortal  eye. 
Entering  a  boundless  sea.    In  slumber  cast. 
The  very  ship-boy,  on  the  disiy  mast. 
Half  breathed  his  orisons!  Akae  unchaofad. 
Calmly,  beneath,  the  great  Commander  (^ 
Thoughtful,  not  sad ;  and,  as  the  planet  givw. 
His  noble  form,  wrapt  in  his  manUe  btoe. 
Athwart  the  deck  a  deepening  shadow  threw. 
**  Thee  hath  it  pdeased— Thy  will  be  done.*"  he 
Then  sought  his  cabin ;  and,  their  capaa' 
Around  him  lay  the  sleeping  as  the  dead. 
When,  by  his  lamp,  to  that  mysterioua  Gaid% 
On  whose  still  counsels  all  his  hopes  relied, 
Tliat  Oracle  to  man  in  mercy  given. 
Whose  voice  is  truth,  whose  vnsdom  is  fiom  heitvf^A 
Who  over  sands  and  seas  directs  the  elny. 
And,  as  with  God's  own  finger,  points  tte  way, 
Hetum'd;  but  what  strange  thoughts  perplex'dhinBdl 
When,  lo,  no  more  attracted  to  the  Pala^ 
The  Compass,  foithless  as  the  circling  vana^ 
Fluttered  and  fix'd,  fluttered  and  fiz'd  affsin ! 
At  length,  as  by  some  unseen  hand  iaqsrssl 
It  sought  with  trembling  energy  the  Wesi!t 
'*  Ah  no,"  he  cried,  and  cahn'd  his  anxious  bioir. 
**  ni,  nor  the  signs  of  ill,  'tis  thine  to  show. 
Thine  but  to  I^  me  where  I  wish'd  to  goV 
Columbus  err'd  not.  (5)  In  that  awiiil  hour. 
Sent  forth  to  save,  and  girt  with  godlike  power, 
And  glorious  as  the  regent  of  the  Sun, 
An  Angel  came !  He  spoke,  and  it  was  done ! 
He  spoke,  and,  at  his  adl,  a  mighty  Wiiid,(C) 
Not  like  the  fitful  blast,  with  fury  blind. 
But  deep,  majestic,  in  its  destined  course. 
Sprung  with  unerring,  unrelenting  force. 
From  the  bright  East.  Tides  duly  ebb'd  and  flow'd ; 
Stan  rose  and  set ;  and  new  horiaons  glow'd ; 
Yet  atiU  it  blew!  As  with  primeval  svray 
Still  did  its  ample  spirit,  night  and  day. 
Move  on  the  waters!— All,  resign'd  to  Fate. 
Folded  their  arms  and  sat; (7)  and  seem'd  to  wait 
Some  sudden  change;  and  sought,  in  diill  suspHWt 
New  spheres  of  being,  and  new  modes  of  mirm  ; 
As  men  departing,  though  not  doora'd  to 
And  midway  on  their  passage  to  eternity. 


CANTO  n. 


M 


Tba  Voyace  oontinoad. 

What  ^-ast  foundations  in  the  Abyss  are  tliefa,(8 
As  of  a  former  worid  ?  Is  it  oot  where 
Atbintic  kings  their  barbarous  pomp  disp]ay^l;(9) 
Sunk  mto  darkness  with  the  realms  they  sway'd. 


1  Thr  rapM  it  the  Rpaniib  doak. 
^  UrtfiJTa.  dec.  I.  hb.  i.  r.  0. 
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WImo  tomew  wad  tiMplwy  tfaHwgjblfa>clomng  wve, 
A  gHmmmnf  vqr  of  mcMnt  iptoiidor  gayi^~ 
ind  we  ihtll  mt  with  tfaenk— Or  ue  we  duown" 
(Etch  ^ued  te  oadi,  uid  all  axdaim'd  m  one) 
'Wkflra  thiiifi  ftmiUar  oeise  and  itnmge  begfao, 
AH  fwgw  bur'd  to  tiiow  without,  within? 
-^ooQ  ii  Ifa*  doabc  raolFed.    Aiiie,  behold — 
Wt  *ip  to  etir  no  more— nor  wiU  the  tale  be  toM.'* 


thb  piloC  MDOte  hi*  breast ;  the  watchman  died 
"hudr  and  ha  Yoioe  m  Altering  aocente  died.  (10) 
At  oDoe  the  fiuy  of  the  prow  was  qiiell*d ; 
Aod  (whence  or  why  fiom  many  an  age  withheld)  (11) 
Suiifa,  not  of  HMO,  were  mingling  in  the  Uast; 
And  aimed  ih^iea  of  godlike  stature  pam*d ! 
Sowiy  along  tha  evening-aky  they  went, 
Ai  on  the  edge  of  some  vast  battlement; 
Hefaaet  and  ahieldt  and  spear  and  gim&lon 
StreamiBg  a  balefiil  lig^t  that  was  not  of  the  son ! 

Long  fiom  the  stem  die  great  adventmer  gazed 
With  awe  not  £bu  ;  then  high  his  hands  he  raised. 
"llaoa  All-sopteme    in  goodness  as  in  power, 
Who^  fioea  hia  birth  to  diis  eventffal  hour. 
Hmt  led  Ay  aerrant  (12)  over  land  and  sea, 
Ciiiftming  Tliee  in  all,  and  all  in  Thee, 
Oh  still'*' — He  spoke,  and  lo,  the  charm  accont 
Fled  wfaeBce  it  came,  and  the  broad  barrier  hoist! 
A  Tain  illiision!  (jntsb.  as  mocks  the  eyes 
Of  fearfhl  men,  when  mountains  round  them  rise 
From  le«  than  nothing)  nothing  now  beheld. 
Bat  sGaHer'd  sedge — repelling,  and  repeU'd ! 

And  once  again  that  valiant  company 
Right  onward  came,  jdowing  the  Unknown  Sea. 
Already  borne  beyond  the  range  of  thought. 
With  Ii|^  divine,  with  Truth  immortal  finuifl^t, 
Fram  world  to  world  theirsteady  course  they  keep,  (13) 
Sirifk  as  the  winds  along  the  waters  sweep, 
Ifid  the  mute  nations  of  the  purple  deep. 
—And  now  die  sound  of  harpy-wings  they  hear ; 
Now  km  and  less,  as  vanishing  in  fear! 
And,  see,  the  heavens  bow  down,  the  waters  rise. 
And,  risings  shoot  in  columns  to  die  skiee,  (14) 
That  stand    and  still,  when  they  proceed,  retire. 
As  in  the  daaert  bum'd  die  sacred  fire; 
Moving  in  silent  nuyeaty,  till  Night 
DwrwidB,  and  shots  the  vinon  fiom  their  sight 

CANTO  m. 


Aa  AsnmUj  of  Evil  spirits. 
Tbohoh  dumged  my  doth  of  gold  for  amice 
grey-KlJ^ 
b  Bjr  ^prin|^4iaie,  when  every  month  was  May, 
With  hawk  and  hound  I  oouised  away  the  hour. 
Or  smig  my  nmndelay  in  lady's  bower. 
Aod  dnngh  my  world  be  now  a  narrow  cell, 
(Renoonoed  fcr  ever  all  I  loved  so  well) 
TVmgh  noiw  my  head  be  bald,  my  feet  be  bare. 
And  scarce  my  knees  sustain  my  book  of  pmyer. 
Oh  I  waa  there,  one  of  that  gallant  crew. 
And  savr— «nd  wonder'd  whence  his  Power  He  drew, 
Tet  liide  Ihoog^t,  diough  by  his  side  I  stood, 
or  his  great  Foes  in  earth  luid  air  and  flood, 
then  unifiifK'ted     Ihil  my  sand  is  run, 
And  the  Night  coming — and  my  Task  not  done!^ 

T  was  in  the  deep  immeasurable  cave 
or  Andes^  (16)  echoing  to  the  Roudicrn  wavp, 

D 


'Bfid  piUars  of  Baaah,  dm  woik  of  file. 

That,  giant-like,  to  uppmr  day  aspire; 

T  was  there  that  now,  as  wont  in  heaven  to  dune^ 

Forms  of  angeUc  mould,  and  grace  divine, 

AssemUed.    All,  eiiled  the  realms  of  rest. 

In  vain  the  sadnem  of  thdr  souls  supprem'd ; 

Yet  of  their  gloiy  many  a  scatter'd  ray 

Shot  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  decay. 

Each  moved  a  God ;  and  all,  as  Gods  possess'd 

One  half  the  globe ;  fiom  pole  to  pole  confem'd!  (17) 

Oh  could  I  now — but  how  in  mortal  vers^— 
Their  numbers,  their  heroic  deeds  rehearse ! 
These  in  dim  shrines  and  barbarous  symbols  reign. 
Where  Plata  and  Mangnon  meet  the  main.  (18) 
Those  the  wUd  hunter  wonhips  as  he  roves. 
In  the  green  shade  of  Chili's  fiagrant  groves ; 
Or  warrior-tribes  with  rites  of  blood  implore. 
Whose  night-fires  gleam  almg  the  suUen  shore 
Of  Huron  or  Ontario,  inland  seas,  (19) 
What  time  the  song  of  death  is  in  the  breeae ! 

*T  was  now  in  dismal  pomp  and  order  due, 
While  the  vast  concave  flash'd  with  lightnings  blue. 
On  shining  pavemonts  of  metallic  ore, 
Tliat  many  an  age  the  fusing  sulphur  bore. 
They  held  high  council.   All  was  silence  round. 
When,  with  a  voice  most  sweet  yet  most  profound, 
A  sovereign  Spirit  burst  the  gates  of  night. 
And  fiom  his  wings  of  gold  shook  drops  of  liquid 

light! 
Merion,  commissionM  with  his  host  to  sweep 
From  age  to  age  the  melancholy  deep ! 
Clhief  of  the  Zemi,  whom  the  isles  obey*d. 
By  Ocean  sever'd  fiom  a  world  of  shade.  (20) 

I. 

"  Prepare,  again  prepare," 
Thus  o*er  the  soul  the  thrilling  accents  came, 
"*  Thrones  to  resign  for  lakes  of  living  flame. 

And  triumph  for  despair. 
He,  on  whose  call  afflicting  thunders  wait. 

Has  will'd  it ;  and  his  will  is  fete ! 
In  vain  the  legions,  emulous  to  save. 

Hung  in  the  tempest  o'er  the  troubled  main; (21) 
Tum'd  each  presumptuous  prow  that  broke  the  wave. 

And  dash'd  it  on  its  shores  again. 
All  is  fulfilled !  Behold,  in  ckwe  amy, 
What  mighty  banners  stream  in  the  bright  track  of 
day! 

n. 

No  voice,  as  erst,  shall  in  the  deaert  rise ;  (22) 

Nor  ancient,  dread  solenmitiee 

With  scorn  of  death  the  trembling  tribes  inspire. 

Wreaths  for  the  Conqueror's  brow  the  victims  bind! 

Yet,  though  we  fled  yon  firmament  of  fire. 

Still  shall  we  fly,  all  hope  of  rule  reaign'd  ?*' 


He  spoke;  and  all  was  silence,  all  was  night! (^ 
Each  had  already  wing'd  his  formidable  flight 


CANTO  IV. 


The  Voyace  eontinned. 
"  All,  why  look  back,  diough  all  is  left  behind? 
T^o  sounds  of  life  arc  sUnmg  vtv  vYvc  vi'wvA. — 

Yl 
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And  you,  ye  fairdi,  wingmg  your 

How  bleat  ye  are !— We  know  not  where  we  foun* 

We  go,**  they  cried,  *"  go  to  retmn  no  more ! 

Nor  oun,  alas,  the  ttanaport  to  eiplore 

A  human  fcofirtep  on  a  deaeit  ahore  !'* 

—Still,  88  beyond  this  mortal  life  impeU'd 
By  aome  mysterious  energy.  He  held 
Ifis  eYerlasting  coiuse.    Still  seli^poascas'd. 
High  on  the  deck  He  stood,  disdaining  rest ; 
(His  amber  chain  the  only  badge  he  bore,* 
His  mantle  blue  such  as  his  fethers  wore) 
Fathom'd,  with  searching  hand,  the  dark  profound, 
And  scatter'd  hope  and  glad  assurance  round ; 
Though,  like  some  strange  portentous  dream,  the  past 
Still  hoverU  and  the  ck»udless  sky  o'ercast. 

At  day-break  might  the  Caravels'  be  seen. 
Chasing  their  shadows  o*cr  the  deep  serene ; 
Their  bumiBh*d  prows  lash*d  by  the  spaiiding  tide. 
Their  green^ross  standards'  waving  fiir  and  wide. 
And  now  <mce  more  to  better  thoughts  uiclined, 
The  seaman,  mounting,  clamor*d  in  the  wind. 
The  soldier  C24)  told  fais  tales  of  love  and  war ; 
The  courtier  sung — sung  to  his  gay  guitar. 
Round,  at  Priracro,  sate  a  whisker'd  band ; 
So  Fortune  smiled,  careless  of  sea  or  land !  (25) 
Leon,  Montalvan  (serving  side  by  side ; 
Two  with  one  soul — and,  as  they  lived,  they  died), 
Vasoo  the  brave,  thrice  found  among  the  slain. 
Thrice,  and  how  soon,  up  and  in  arms  again, 
Ai  soon  to  wish  he  had  been  sought  in  >'ain, 
Chain*d  down  in  Fez,  beneath  the  bitter  thong. 
To  the  hard  bench  and  heavy  oar  so  long ! 
Albert  of  Florence,  who,  at  ti^ilight-time. 
In  my  rept  ear  pour*d  Dante's  tragic  rhjrme. 
Screen 'd  by  the  sail  as  near  the  mast  we  lay. 
Our  nights  illumined  by  the  ocean-spray ; 
And  Manfred,  who  espoused  with  jewell*d  ring 
Young  Isabel,  then  left  her  sorrowing : 
Lerma  **  the  generous,*'  Avila  **  the  proud  f** 
Velaaques,  Garcia,  through  the  echoing  crowd 
Traced  by  their  mirth — from  Ebro's  classic  shore, 
From  golden  Ti^  to  return  no  more ! 


CANTO  V. 


Tlie  Vorsffs  eoatiooed. 

Ysr  who  bat  He  undaunted  could  explore  (36) 
A  world  of  waves,  a  sea  without  a  shore, 
TVsckless  and  vast  and  wild  as  that  reveal*d 
When  round  the  Ark  the  birds  of  tempest  wheel*d ; 
When  all  was  still  in  the  destroying  hour- 
No  sign  of  man !  no  vestige  of  his  power! 
One  at  the  stem  before  the  hour-glMi  stood. 
As  't  were  to  count  the  sands ;  one  o'er  the  flood 
Gaaed  for  St  Elmo;*  whUe  another  cried 
"Oboe  more  good^morrow .'*'   and  sate  down  and 

sigh'd. 
Day,  whm  it  came,  came  only  with  its  light ; 
Tliou^  long  invoked,  't  was  sadder  than  the  night! 
Look  where  He  would,  for  ever  as  He  tum'd. 
He  met  the  eye  of  one  that  inly  moum*d. 

1  P.  Colnmbaa,  e.  32. 

8  Light  f  wwk  fonncriy  ussd  by  the 


3  P.  Cohinbna,  e.  S3. 

4  Msar  9uA  BppdbtMWi  oeeai  m 

5  A  kouiMNM  sMMsnaea  of  leod 


Then  sunk  his  genenms  spirit,  and  1m  wvpt 
The  friend,  the  fotlier  rose ;  the  hero  alepC 
Pkkia,  thy  port,  with  many  a  pang  reaign'd, 
Fdl'd  with  in  busy  scenes  his  hxMly  miiid ; 
The  solemn  march,  the  void's  in  oonoeft  giTSi^  i 
The  bended  knees  and  lilted  hands  to  heatw^ 
Hie  incensed  rites,  and  dmal  hannooies. 
Hie  Ooardian*s  M<»— '»g«  mingling  wnAk  faia  a^b; 
While  his  dear  boys— ah,  OQ  his  neck  they  hna^^ 
And  kmg  at  parting  to  his  ganneots  dtn^ 

Oft  in  the  silent  night-watdi  donbt  and  fev 
Broke  in  uncertain  murmurs  on  his  ear. 
Oft  the  stem  Catalan,  at  nooo  of  day. 
Muttered  daric  threats,  and  Ui^r^d  to  obey ; 
Though  that  brave  Youth — he,  whom  im  eaaa 

bore 
Right  through  the  midst,  when,  feckck-deep  in  |«^ 
The  great  Ckmxalo  (29)  battled  with  die  Aioar 
(What  time  the  Alhambre  shook    soon  to  imfili 
Its  sacred  courts,  and  fountains  yet  untold, 
ItP  holy  texts  and  arabesques  of  gold). 
Though  Roldan,  (30)  sleep  and  death  to  him 
Grssp'd  his  good  sword  and  half  unsheathed  to  i 
**  Oh  bom  lo  wander  with  your  flocks^**  he  criad, 
**  And  bask  and  dream  alo^  the  mrmntain  mi\t\ . 
To  urge  your  mules,  tinkling  from  hill  to  hill; 
Or  at  the  vintage-feast  to  diink  your  fill. 
And  strike  your  castanets,  with  gipsy-oaid 
Dancing  Fandangos  in  the  chesnut  shade- 
Come  on,*'  he  cried,  and  threw  his  glove  in  soon. 
**  Not  this  your  wonted  pledge,  the  brinmiing  hon 
Valiant  in  peace !  adventurous  at  home ! 
Oh,  had  ye  vow*d  with  {HlgrinhstaflT  to  roam ; 
Or  with  banditti  sought  the  sheltering  wnod. 
Where  mouldering  crosses  mark  the  scene  ofbbodS— ' 
He  said,  he  drew ;  then,  at  his  Master'iB  frown. 
Sullenly  sheathed,  plunging  the  weapon  down. 


CANTO  VL 


The  flifffat  of  an  Angst  of 

War  with  the  Great  in  War  let  othen 
Havoc  and  spoil,  and  tears  and  trinmphii^ 
The  moming-march  that  flashes  to  the  son. 
The  foast  of  vultures  when  the  day  is  done; 
And  the  strange  tale  of  many  slain  for  one ! 
I  sing  a  Man.  amidst  his  suflferings  here. 
Who  watch*d  and  served  in  humbleneaa  and  ftar; 
Gentle  to  others,  to  himself  severe. 

Still  unsubdued  by  Danger's  vaiying  ftnn. 
Still,  as  unconscious  of  the  coming  stom. 
He  kxA'd  elate;  and,  with  his  wonted  smile. 
On  the  great  Ordnance  leaning,  woold  beguile 
The  hour  with  talk.    His  beaid,  his  mien  subiiBe^ 
Shadow*d  by  Age — by  Age  beibre  the  time,' 
From  many  a  sorrow  borne  in  many  a  dime. 
Moved  every  heart    And  now  in  opener  rides 
Stars  yet  unnamed  of  purer  radiance  rise ! 
Slan,  milder  suns,  that  love  a  shade  to  cast. 
And  on  the  bright  wave  fling  the  trembling  OMft! 
Another  Armament !  the  orbs  that  roll. 
Singly  or  clustering,  round  the  Southern  pole! 
Nor  yet  the  four  that  glorify  the  Night— 
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'gst  when  to  my  nviah'd  sight 
hooe  Ibrth  in  everlastiiig  light!  (31) 
mid  hour,  when  He,  whose  accents  dread, 
r'd  through  the  regions  of  the  dead, 
nmiasion'd  with  his  host  to  sweep 
•  age  the  melancholy  deep) 
e  serai^i-gaard  that  watch'd  for  man, 
I  ent,  the  £temal's  perfect  plan, 
B  Condor,  and,  at  towering  height, 
umagesail*d4eep'ning  the  shades  of  night 
i¥esi!  to  him  all  empire  given!  (33) 
/iialhoa's  dragcm-folds  to  heaven ;  (33) 
whiriwind,  and,  when  heard  afiu*, 
tr,  or  the  distant  din  of  war ! 
a  and  seas  fled  backward  as  he  pass'd 
at  globe,  by  not  a  cloud  o'ercast 
ntarcdc,  from  the  lAnd  of  Fire* 
Jaska's  wintry  wilds  retire ;  (34) 

of  gold,  (35)  and  giant-eons  of  earth, 
ice,  and  tribes  of  pigmy  birth 
alive,  nor,  dead,  in  dust  repose, 
n  foirests  to  the  casing  snows.  (36) 
I  angelic  multitudes  he  flies, 

oome  with  blessings  from  the  skies; 
Ine  element,  and,  borne  sublime, 
;  san«  gilding  each  distant  clime ; 
I  meteor,  shooting  to  the  main, 
ore  intelligence  again. 

CANTO  vn. 


A  matiny  excited. 
kongfa  Despondence  reign'd,  and  wild 


I  the  midst,  and,  through  that  dismal 
t(37) 

t  plume  reveal'd  and  buskins  white,  (38) 
3.  When  he  closed  his  gay  career, 
or  ever,  and  with  Hope  fled  Fear. 
«ch  gift  indulgent  Fortune  sends, 
I  rights,  wealth  and  its  train  of  fiiends, 
sbone!  Now  beggar'd  and  alone, 
ivoo'd,  and  claim'd  her  for  his  own. 
a  Vampire  his  dark  wings  display'd.  (39) 
n's  sel^  covering  with  dreadful  shiide:  (40) 
id,  cooch'd  on  Roldan's  ample  breast, 
pore  of  breathing  life  possess'd, 
sleep  that  seem'd  his  flnal  rest ; 
gliding  (41)  like  a  subtle  flame, 

>  man,  and  from  his  thrilling  frame 

le  voice !  "  We  live,  we  breathe  no  more ! 

tnd  Mows  on  the  dreary  shore ! 

lifi  beckoning  their  fellow-prey. 

I  stalk,  and  murmur  at  delay! 

•o  canat  (not  for  myself  I  plead! 
fcQow  where  *t  is  thine  to  lead) 
save !  To  thee,  with  streaming  eyes, 

h  widow  kneels,  each  orphan  cries ! 

oodemn'd  the  lingering  hours  to  tell, 

mt  think  of  those  they  loved  so  well!*' 

in  tean!  bat  what  can  tears  avail? 

>  die  mast,  and  shift  the  swelling  sail. 

h  the  helm ;  and  round  me  now  I  hear 
laods,  ontcriea  of  grief  and  fear, 

1  Iters  del  Foeffo. 


(That  in  the  aisles  at  midnight  haxmt  me  still, 
Taming  my  lonely  thoughts  from  good  to  ill) 
**  Were  there  no  gravee— none  in  our  land,"  they  cry, 
''That  thou  hast  brought  us  on  the  deep  to  die?" 

I^ent  with  sorrow,  long  within  his  cloak 
His  fiice  he  muflled— -then  the  Hero  spoke. 
"  Generous  and  brave !  when  God  himself  is  hera. 
Why  shake  at  shadows  in  your  mid  career? 
He  can  suspend  the  laws  himself  design*d. 
He  walks  the  waters,  and  the  winged  wind ; 
Himself  your  guide!  and  yours  the  high  behest. 
To  lift  your  voice,  and  bid  a  world  be  blest! 
And  can  you  shrink  f  (42)  to  yon,  to  3rou  consign'd 
The  glorious  privilege  to  serve  mankind! 
Oh  had  I  perish'd,  when  my  &iling  frame  (43) 
Clung  to  the  shatter'd  oar  'mid  wrecks  of  flame ! 
— Was  it  for  this  I  linger'd  life  away. 
The  scorn  of  Folly,  and  of  Fraud  the  prey;  (44) 
Bow'd  down  my  mind,  the  gift  His  bounty  gave. 
At  courts  a  suitor,  and  to  slaves  a  slave  ? 
— ^Yet  in  His  name  whom  only  we  should  fear, 
(T  is  all,  alll  shall  ask,  or  you  shall  hear). 
Grant  but  three  days." — ^He  spoke  not  uninspired ;  (45 ) 
And  each  in  nlence  to  his  watch  retired. 

At  length  among  us  came  an  unknown  Voice ! 
**Go,  if  ye  will ;  and,  if  ye  can,  rejoice. 
Go,  with  unbidden  guests  the  banquet  share ; 
In  his  own  shape  shall  Death  receive  you  there."(4Q 


CANTO  vm. 


Land  ditcoTered. 

Twice  in  the  zenith  blazed  the  orb  of  light; 
No  shade,  all  sun,  insufferably  bright ! 
Then  the  long  line  found  rest — in  coral  grorres 
Silent  and  darit,  where  the  sea-lion  roves  .• — 
And  all  on  deck,  kindling  to  life  again, 
Sent  forth  their  anxious  spirits  o'er  the  main. 

"  Oh  whence,  as  wafVed  from  Elysium,  whence 
These  perfumes,  strangers  to  the  raptured  sense  f 
These  boughs  of  gold,  and  fruits  of  heavenly  hue, 
Tinging  with  vermeil  light  the  billows  blue  ? 
And  (thrice,  thrice  blessed  is  the  eye  that  spied. 
The  hand  that  snatch'd  it  sparkling  in  the  tide) 
Whose  cunning  carved  this  vegetable  bowl,' 
Symbol  of  social  rites,  and  intercourse  of  soul?" 
^ch  to  their  grateful  ear  the  guah  of  springs, 
Who  course  the  ostrich,  as  away  she  wings ; 
Sons  of  the  desert!  who  delight  to  dwell 
'Mid  kneeling  camels  round  the  sacred  well ; 
Who,  ere  the  terrors  of  his  pomp  be  past, 
Fall  to  the  demon  in  the  redd'ning  blast* 

The  sails  were  furl'd :  with  many  a  melting  close. 
Solemn  and  slow  the  evening-anUiem  rose. 
Rose  to  the  Virgin.  (47)  T  was  the  hour  of  day, 
When  setting  suns  o'er  smnmer-seaa  dis]day 
A  path  of  glory,  opening  in  the  west 
To  golden  climes,  and  islands  of  the  blest; 
And  human  voices,  on  the  silent  air. 
Went  o'er  the  waves  in  songs  of  gladness  there! 

Chosen  of  Men!  (48)  't  was  thine,  at  noon  of  night. 
First  from  the  prow  to  hail  the  glinmiering  light;  (49) 
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(EmUflm  oflVuth  divine,  wfaow  ncieC  nf 
Eaten  die  loal.  end  mekee  dte  derkneii  dey!) 
««F^dio!  Bodiigo!  (50)  tbere,  methought  it  ihoiie! 
Tbere— in  the  weet!  end  now,  alei,  'tit  gone! — 
*T  was  all  a  dream!  we  gue  and  gaae  in  vain ! 
—Bat  mark,  and  apeak  not,  there  it  oomea  again! 
It  moves!— ndiat  fi»m  oneeen,  what  being  there 
With  toidi4ike  loatre  fine  the  murky  air? 
Hi>  inrtincta,  pamioiw,  aay  how  like  our  own! 
Oh!  when  wiU  day  reveal  a  worU  unknownt** 


CANTO  IX. 


CANTO  X. 


Tbkn  Cora  came,  the  youngeat  of  her 
And  in  her  hands  ahe  hid  her  knrdy  ftoa; 
Yet  oA  by  stealth  a  timid  glance  she  chI* 
And  now  with  playful  step  the  Minv  pHii'd, 
Each  fafii^t  reflectioo  bri^ter  than  <ha  last! 
And  oft  behmd  it  flew,  and  oft  before ; 
The  more  ahe  8earch*d,  pleaaed  and  perplai'd  &•■ 
And  kxik'd  and  laugh'd,  and  bluah'd  with  qmcki 


ThsNewWorid. 

LoNQ  oo  the  wave  the  morning  mists  repoaed, 
TTien  broke— and,  melting  into  Ught,  disdoaed 
Halfcinding  hills,  whose  everlasting  woods 
Sweep  with  their  sable  skirts  the  shadowy  floods: 
And  say.  when  all  to  holy  transport  given. 
Embraced  and  wept  as  at  the  gates  of  Heaven, 
When  one  and  all  of  us,  repentant,  ran. 
And,  on  our  faces,  blessed  the  wondroua  Man  ; 
Say,  was  I  then  deceived,  or  from  the  skies 
Boist  on  my  ear  senphic  harmonies  T 
"Glory  to)  God!"  unnumber'd  voices  sung, 
«'Gbry  to  God!**  the  vales  and  mountains  rung. 
Voices  that  haii'd*  Creation's  primal  room, 
And  to)  the  Shepherds  sung  a  Savior  bom. 

Slowly,  bare-headed,  through  the  surf  we  bore 
The  sacred  cross,  (51)  and,  kneeling,  kiss'd  the  shore. 
But  what  a  scene  was  there!  (52)    Nympha  of 

romance,  (53) 
Youths  graceful  as  the  Faun,  with  eager  glance. 
Spring  from  the  glades,  and  down  the  alleys  peep. 
Then  headlong  rush,  bounding  from  steep  tt>  steeps 
And  clap  their  hands,  exclaiming  as  they  run, 
**  Come  and  behold  the  Children  of  the  Sun!  *' 
When  hark,  a  signal-shot!  The  voice,  it  came 
Over  the  sea  in  darkneas  and  in  flame! 
They  saw,  they  heard;  and  up  the  highest  hill. 
As  in  a  picture,  all  at  once  were  still ! 
Creatures  so  &ir,  in  garments  strangely  wrought. 
From  citadels,  with  Heaven's  own  thunder  fraught, 
Check'd  their  light  foot8teps--«tatue-like.  they  stood. 
As  woishipp'd  foraas,  the  Genii  of  the  Wood! 

At  length  the  spell  dissolves!  llie  warrior's  lanoe 
Rings  on  the  tortoise  with  wild  dissonance! 
And  see.  the  regal  plumes,  the  couch  of  state! (54) 
Still,  where  it  moves,  the  wise  in  council  wait! 
See  now  home  forth  the  monstrous  mask  of  goki,* 
And  ebon  duur '  of  many  a  serpent-fi^; 
Tliese  now  eichangcd  for  gifts  that  thrice  sorpaas 
Tlie  wondnras  ring,  and  lamp,  and  horse  of  brass.  (55) 
What  kmg-dmwn  tube  (56)  transports  the  gaaer  home. 
Kindling  with  stars  at  noon  the  ethereal  dome  f 
*Tis  here:  and  here  dreles  of  solid  light  * 
Charm  with  another  self  the  cheated  aght; 
As  man  to  man  another  self  discloae, 
Tlmt  DOW  with  terror  starts,  with  triimiph  glows! 


Her  lips  aU  mirth,  all  ecstasy  her  eyea! 

But  soon  the  telescope  attrada  her  view; 
And  lo,  her  lover  in  hk  light  canoe 
Hocking,  at  noon-tide,  on  the  silMit  sea. 
Before  her  lies!  It  cannot,  cannot  be. 
Late  as  he  left  the  shore,  she  lingei'd  then. 
Till,  leas  and  leai,  he  melted  into  air! — 
Sigh  after  sigh  steals  from  her  gentle  fiaiaa, 
And  said — that  murmur — ^waa  it  not  hia 
She  turns,  and  thinks ;  and,  lost  in  wild 
Gases  again,  and  ooold  for  ever  gaae! 

Nor  can  thy  flute,  Alonso,  now  ezdte. 
As  in  Valencia,  when,  with  fond  delight, 
Francisca,  waking,  to  the  lattice  flew. 
So  soon  to  love  and  to  be  wretched  too! 
Hers  through  a  cooventrgrate  to  aend  Wr 
— ^Yet  who  now  comes  uncall'd ;  and  noBd  tmk 
And  near  and  nearer  flutten  to*  its  sound ; 
Then  stirs  not,  breathes  not^-on  fmfhaniri 
Who  now  lets  foil  the  flowers  she  cnll'd  la 
When  he,  who  promised,  should  at  ere  be 
And  fiiintly  smiles,  and  hangs  her  head 
The  tear  that  glistens  on  her  che^  to  ksda! 
Ah,  who  but  Core? — till  inspired. 
At  once  she  springs  and  clasps  it  to  her 

Soon  from  the  bay  the  mingling  crowd 
IGndred  first  met!  by  sacred  instinct  Ffiendi! 
Through  citron-groves,  and  fields  of  ydlow 
llirough  plantain-walks  where  not  a 
Here  blue  sa>*annas  fode  into  the  dky. 
There  forests  frown  in  midnight  majeaty; 
Ceiba,  (58)  and  Indian  flg,  and  plane  sublima. 
Nature's  first-born,  and  reverenced  by  Tune! 
There  sits  the  bird  that  speaks!  (59)  there. 


(57) 
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Wings  that  reflect  the  glow  of  evening 
Half  kwd.  haU'fly,  (60)  the  foiry  kingof  floweiB(fl) 
Reigns  there,  and  revels  (62)  thro*  the  fragrant  hoiVi 
Gem  full  of  life,  and  joy,  and  song  divine, 
Soon  in  the  virgin's  graceful  ear  to  shine.  (63) 

T  was  he  that  sung,  if  ancient  Fame  speaks  trtfc 
**  Come!  follow,  follow  U>  the  Fount  of  Youth! 
I  quaff  the  ambrosial  mists  that  round  it  riae. 
Dissolved  and  lost  in  dreams  of  Paradise ! " 
For  there  call'd  forth,  to  bless  a  happier  hoar. 
It  met  the  sun  in  many  a  rainbow-ahower! 
Murmuring  delight,  its  living  waters  roD'd 
'Mid  branching  palms  and  amaranths  of  gold !  (61) 
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CANTO  XL 


bamoel— (In  gboit  of  Caninu 

Tbs  tuMrind  dowd  her  leavn ;  the  marmoaet 
ftwm'd  oo  hit  bough,  and  play'd  the  mimic  yet. 
fVeih  from  the  lake  the  breeie  of  twilight  blew, 
jlod  ▼■■t  and  deep  the  moontain-ahadowt  grew ; 
When  many  a  fire4y,  ihooting  through  the  glade, 
^MQgied  the  locks  of  many  a  lovely  maid, 
Who  DOW  danced  ftrth  to  fltraw  our  path  with  floweiB, 
And  hymn  our  welcome  to  celestial  bov^-en.' 

Tht&n  odorooa  lamps  adom'd  the  festal  rite, 
And  gnaTBs  blnah'd  as  in  the  voles  of  light  (65) 
There  sileot  sat  many  an  unbidden  Guest,  (66) 
Whose  sted&st  ktoks  a  secret  dreod  impress'd; 
Not  there  ftrgot  the  sacred  fruit  that  fed 
At  oi^y  feasts  the  Spirits  of  the  Dead, 
Ifiqgling  in  scenes  that  mirth  to  mortals  give. 
But  by  their  oadness  known  from  those  that  live. 

There  met,  as  erst,  within  the  wonted  grove, 
rumamad  girls  and  youths  that  died  for  love ! 
Sons  now  beheU  their  ancient  nres  again , 
And  ■ics^  alaa>  their  sons  in  battle  slidn !  (67) 


But  whence  that  sigh  7  T  was  from  a  heart  that 
brake! 
And  wfaenoe  that  voice  f  As  from  the  grave  it  spoke ! 
And  who,  as  uiresolved  die  feast  to  share. 
Sits  halPwididrawn  in  feded  splendor  there  ? 
Tis  he  of  yore,  the  warrior  and  the  sage. 
Whose  HpB  have  moved  in  prayer  from  age  to  age; 
Whose  eyes,  that  wander'd  as  in  search  before. 
Now  on  Colmnbos  fiz*d— 4o  search  no  more! 
Gbbvb,  (68)  giiVed  in  his  day  to  know 
The  giidierinf  signs  of  a  long  night  of  woe ; 
Giiad  by  dioae  who  give  but  to  enslave ; 
No  rart  in  death!  no  refuge  in  the  greve ! 
— Widi  andden  spring  as  at  the  shout  of  war, 
Beffiea!  and,  toning  in  his  flight,  from  fer 
Qum  Arongh  the  gloom  like  some  portentous  star ! 
Vtmm,  imheaid!— Hraoe,  Minister  of  111 !  (69) 
BsMib  "tia  not  yet  the  boor!  thou^  come  it  will ! 
Thigr  tbmi  fttdold— too  soon  shall  they  fulfil ;  (70) 
i  fivth  they  msh  as  with  the  torrent's  sweep,  (71) 
•TO  done  that  make  the  Angels  weep! 


Haili.  &wr  die  bosy  mead  the  shell'  prodaims 
Koaphii^  and  maagnes,  and  high  heroic  games. 
Aid  BOW  tfa0  iM.  sic  nmnd ;  and  now  the  yoong 
Cimb  the  greeo  booghs,  the  murmuring  doves  among. 
Wha  daimi  die  priae,  when  winged  feet  contend ; 
What  twanging  bows  the  flaming  arrows'  send  f 
Wha  slaads  seU^centred  in  the  field  of  feme, 
Aadv  grappling,  ffings  to  earth  a  giant's  frame  f 
Whikt  aU,  with  anxious  hearli  and  eager  eyes, 
Bnd  aa  he  bends,  and,  as  he  rises,  rise ! 
And  Coia'a  seli^  in  pride  of  beauty  here, 
TVsafalea  with  grief  and  joy,  and  hope  and  fear! 
CBhe  wiio^  die  lUrest,  ever  flew  the  fiist. 
With  cop  of  balm  to  qoench  his  burning  thiiat ; 
bab  al  hia  head,  her  fkn4eaf  hi  her  hand. 
And  hmnm'd  the  air  that  pleased  him,  while  she  fenn'd) 
Bow  Meat  his  lot  I — though,  by  the  muse  unsung, 
Bk  name  ahall  perish,  when  his  knell  is  rung. 


That  night,  transported,  with  a  sigh  I 
«« Tis  all  a  dream!"— Now,  like  a  dream,  'tisfled; 
And  many  and  many  a  year  has  pass'd  away. 
And  I  akine  remain  to  watch  and  pray ! 
Yot  oft  in  daikncss,  on  my  bed  of  straw, 
Ofl  I  awake  and  think  on  what  I  saw ! 
The  groves,  the  birds,  the  youths,  the  nymphs  recall. 
And  Cora,  loveliest,  sweetest  of  them  alL 


CANTO  xn. 


A  Viaioo. 


Still  would  I  speak  of  Him  before  I  went. 
Who  among  us  a  life  of  sorrow  spent,  (72) 
And,  djring,  left  a  world  his  monument; 
Still,  if  the  time  allow'd !  My  hour  draws  near; 
But  He  will  pimnpt  me  when  I  faint  with  fear. 

— Alas,  He  hears  me  not!  He  cannot  hear! 

•        *        •        *        »        * 

Tv^ice  the  moon  fiU'd  her  silver  urn  with  light. 
Then  from  the  Throne  an  Angel  wing'd  his  flight 
He,  who  imfix'd  the  compon,  and  assign'd 
O'er  the  wild  waves  a  pothway  to  the  wind ; 
Who,  while  approach'd  by  none  but  Spirits  pure. 
Wrought,  in  iiis  progress  through  the  dread  obscure. 
Signs  like  the  ether^  bow — that  shall  endure !  (73) 

As  he  descended  through  the  upper  air. 
Day  broke  oa  day  as  God  himself  were  there ! 
Before  the  great  Discoverer,  laid  to  rest. 
He  stood,  and  thus  his  secret  soul  oddress'd :  (74) 

**  The  wind  recalls  thee ;  its  still  voice  obey, 
Millions  await  thy  coming ;  hence,  away! 
T6  thee  blest  tidings  of  great  joy  consign'd. 
Another  Nature,  and  a  new  Mankind ! 
The  vnin  to  dream,  the  wise  to  doubt  shall  cease ; 
Young  men  be  glad,  and  old  depart  in  peace !  > 
Hence !  though  assembling  in  the  fields  of  air. 
Now,  in  a  night  of  clouds,  thy  Foes  prepare 
To  rock  the  globe  with  elemental  wars. 
And  dash  the  floods  of  ocean  to  the  stars ;  (75) 
To  bid  the  meek  repine,  the  valiant  weep. 
And  Thee  restore  thy  Secret  to  the  Deep!  (76) 

**  Not  then  to  leave  Thee!  to  their  vengeance  cast, 
Thy  heart  their  aliment,  their  dire  repast!* 

To  other  eyes  shall  Mexieo  unfold 
Her  feather'd  tapestries,  and  rooft  of  gold. 
To  other  eyes,  from  distant  cliff  descried,  (77) 
Shall  the  Pacific  roll  his  ample  tide ; 
There  destined  soon  rich  argosies  to  ride. 
Chains  thy  reward !  beyond  the  Atlantic  wave 
Hung  in  thy  chamber,  buried  in  thy  grave !  (78) 
Thy  reverend  form,  (79)  to  lime  and  grief  a  prey, 
A  phantom  wandering  in  the  light  of  day ! 

**  What  though  thy  grey  hairs  to  the  dust  descend. 
Their  scent  shall  track  thee,  track  thee  to  the  end  :* 
Thy  sons  reproach'd  with  their  great  fether's  feme. 
And  on  his  worid  inscribed  another's  name ! 
That  worid  a  prison-house,  full  of  sights  of  woe. 
Where  groans  burst  forth,  and  tears  in  tcHrents  flow 
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1  P.  Martrr.  EpUt.  IXt.  153. 

S  See  tbe  Eumenidea  of  iGschyhis,  ▼.  305,  stc 
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Thflw  gaideni  of  the  sun,  Mcred  to  nog, 
Bf  dogi  of  camoge,  (80)  howling  loud  and  long. 
Swept     till  the  voyager,  in  the  desert  air,  (81) 
Starts  back  to  hear  his  altered  accents  there!  (82) 

**  Not  thine  the  olive,  but  the  sword  to  Ixing, 
Not  peace,  bat  war!  Yet  Irom  these  shores  shall  spring 
Peace  without  end;'  from  these,  with  blood  defiled. 
Spread  the  pore  spirit  of  thy  Master  mild ! 
Here,  in  His  train,  shall  arts  and  arms  attend,  (83) 
Arts  to  adorn,  and  arms  bat  to  defend. 
Assembling  here,  (84)  aU  nations  shall  be  blest ; 
llie  sad  be  comforted,  the  weary  rest : 
Uutouch*d  shall  drop  the  fetten  from  the  slave;  (85) 
And  He  shall  rule  the  wx>rid  he  died  to  save ! 

**  Hence,  and  rejoice.  The  glorious  wx>rk  is  done. 
A  spark  is  thrown  that  shall  eclipse  the  sun! 
And  though  bad  men  shall  long  thy  course  parsue. 
As  erst  the  ravening  brood  o'er  chaos  flew,* 
He,  whom  I  serve,  shall  vindicate  his  reign ; 
The  spoiler  spoiled  of  all ;  (86)  the  slayer  slain;  (87) 
The  tyrant's  selC  oppressing  and  opprest, 
'Mid  gems  and  gc^d  unen^ied  and  unblcst :  (88) 
While  to  the  starry  sphere  thy  name  shall  rise, 
(Not  there  unsung  thy  generous  enterprise !) 
Tliine  in  all  hearts  to  dwell — ^by  Fame  enshrined. 
With  those  the  Few,  that  live  but  for  Mankind : 
Tlkine  evermore,  transcendant  happiness ! 
World  beyond  world  to  visit  and  to  blesa.** 

Oif  the  two  last  leaves,  and  written  in  another 
hand,are  some  stanzas  in  the  romance  or  ballad  meas- 
ure of  the  Spaniards.  The  subject  is  an  adventure 
soon  related. 

Thy  lonely  watch-tower,  LareniUe, 

Had  lost  the  western  sun ; 

And  loud  and  long  from  hill  to  hill 

Echoed  the  evening-fun. 

When  Hemao,  rising  on  his  oar. 

Shot  like  an  arrow  fkom  the  shore. 

— "  Those  lighu  are  on  St.  Mary's  Isle ; 

They  glimmer  from  the  sacred  pile.**  > 

The  waves  were  rough;  the  hour  was  late. 

But  soon  across  the  Tinto  borne. 

Thrice  he  blew  the  signalhom. 

He  blew  and  would  not  wait. 

Home  by  his  dangerous  path  be  went ; 

Leaving,  in  rich  habiliment, 

Two  Strangers  at  the  Convent^gate. 

They  ascended  by  steps  hewn  out  in  the  rock;  and, 
having  asked  for  admittance,  were  lodged  there. 
Brothnn  in  arms  the  Guests  appeared ; 
The  Youngest  with  a  Princely  grace! 
Short  and  sable  was  his  beard. 
Thoughtful  and  wan  his  (kce. 
Hm  velvet  cap  a  medal  bore. 
And  ermine  fringed  his  broider'd  vest ; 
And,  ever  sparkling  on  his  breast. 
An  image  of  St.  John  he  wore.* 

The  eldest  had  a  rougher  aspect,  and  then  was  craft 
in  his  eye.  He  stood  a  little  behind  in  a  long  black 
mantle,  his  hand  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword ;  and 
his  white  hat  and  white  shoes  glittered  in  the  ino<m- 
shine.* 


1  See  WsriuDctoo*!  farsweU-sddrm  to  hk  Mkm-eitiseM. 

9  Sm  Psrsiliw  Lost.  X.  3  The  OomrMt  of  JUbida. 

4  Sm  Beraal  IHax.  c.  903 ;  sad  sbo  a  wsB-kaown  portrait  of 
CoitM,  aacribed  to  Titian.  Cortes  wsa  bow  la  lbs  CU.Pisarro 
iathsOOihyoarorbiisffe        S  Aiwuitki.  Zaiali.Mb.hr,  e.  9. 


"  Not  here  unwekoose,  tho*  ankaowB. 
Enter  and  restr  the  Friar  said. 
The  moon,  that  through  the  portal  i 
Shone  on  his  reverend  head. 
Through  many  a  court  and  gaOery  dim 
Rowly  be  led,  the  burial-hymn 
Swelling  from  the  distaat  choir. 
But  now  the  holy  men  retire ; 
The  arched  cloisters  issuing  thro*. 

In  long  long  order,  two  and  two. 

•  •  *  •  « 

When  other  sounds  had  died  away. 
And  the  waves  were  heard  alone. 
They  entered,  though  unused  to  ptay. 
Where  God  was  wocshipfrd,  night  and  dsy. 
And  the  dead  knelt  round  in  stone ; 
They  entered,  and  from  aisle  to  aisle 
Wandered  with  foMed  arms  awhile. 
Where  on  his  altar-tomb  (89)  reclined 
The  crosier'd  Abbot ;  and  the  Knight 
In  harness  for  the  Christian  fight. 
His  hands  in  supplication  joinVI ; — 
7*hen  said  as  in  a  solenm  mood, 

"  Now  stand  we  where  Cdumbaa  stood  T 

•  *  «  *  * 

**  Peres,!  thou  good  old  man,**  tbey  cfieC 
**  And  art  thou  in  thy  place  of  rest  f— 
Though  in  the  western  world  His  grave,*  (M) 
That  other  worid,  the  gift  He  gave,' 
Would  ye  were  sleeping  side  by  side! 

Of  all  his  friends  He  loved  thee  beat.** 

«  •  •  •  • 

The  supper  in  the  chamber  done. 
Much  of  a  Southern  Sea  they  qiake. 
And  of  that  glorious  city*  wxm 
Near  the  setting  of  the  Sun, 
Throned  in  a  silver  lake ; 
Of  seven  kings  in  chains  of  gold,* 
And  deeds  of  death  by  tongue  mrtold. 
Deeds  such  as,  breathed  in  secret  thsre. 
Had  shaken  the  Conftssion-chair! 

The  Eldest  swore  by  our  Lady,*  the  Yamtg&t  ty 
his  omscienoe;*  while  the  Franciacan,  aittii^  Iqr  ■ 
his  grey  habit,  turned  away  and  crosaid  biBMtf 
again  and  again.   **  Here  is  a  little  book,**  snd  be  tf 
last,  **  the  work  of  him  in  his  shroud  bekyw.  It  tdk 
of  things  you  have  mentioned;  and,  were  Coctei  aai 
Piarro  here,  it  might  perhaps  make  diem  reflael  ft 
a  moment"   Hie  youngest  smiled  as  he  took  it  into 
his  hand.    He  read  it  aloud  to  his  companion  wift 
an  un&ltering  voice;  but,  when  he  laid  it  down*  a 
silence  ensued ;  ixir  was  he  seen  to  mile  agpin  Art 
night*    ''Tlie  curse  is  heavy,**  aaid  he  at  pnrtii^ 
"  but  Cortes  may  live  to  disappoint  it** — f  Ay.  Mi 
Pixarrotoo!** 


%*A 


by 


II.DiB 


not  iapiobabls.  *' In  Msy  1998,  Oortas  arrived 
Palos;  sad,  soon  after  be  had  landed,  bo  sad  Piaano 
nooiced ;  sod  it  was  remarkable  that  thejaboold 
were  two  of  the  most  renowned  men  In  the  world.' 
makes  no  roeotioQortbe  inlerriew,  bat  relaliaff  aa 
that  took  plaoe  at  fhis  time  fai  Pakis,  sara.  **  d 
now  absent  at  Noeslra  Sanora  ds  la  Ribida.** 
is  within  half  a  league  of  the  town. 


I  Late  Superior  of  the  House. 
9  In  the  cbaneel  of  the  cathedral  of  St: 
STbewordsoftbeeiMtaiih.    **  A  Gaalilia  7  a 
Muododio  Colon."  4 

5  Afterwards  the  anuB  of  Cortes  and  his  I 

6  Peraandes.  lib.  ii.  c  63.  7  B.  Diss,  c  1 
8  "AfterthedeathofGnatimot»n.**sa7sB.  Diac^he 

earn*  Rloomy  and  restless;  risioff  cnnfinnaHy  from 
waadariac  aboat  in  thadaik."— **  Notfaii 
and  it  was  sseribsd  to  the  caiaes  be  wss  loadsd  wiih.** 
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NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  38,  col  3. 
detcried  of  yore. 
Ifl  hmi  WM  fulfilled  the  ancient  prophecy — 


Teoient  anon 
Secola  nrit,  quibiu  Ooeaniu 
Viaeiila  nnun  laxit,  etc. 

Seiuea  in  ICedea,  v.  374. 

Which  Tmk>  has  imitated  in  hit  Gierusolemme 

liberate: 

Tempo  vwii,  die  fSan  d*Ercde  i  wcni 
Fkvok  Tils,  tie.  G.  zr,  30. 

TIm  Foem  opena  oo  Friday,  the  14th  of  Septem- 
ber, 1499. 

Note  3,  page  38,  col  3. 

the  great  Commaader. 

In  the  original.  El  Aimirante.  **ln  Spaniah  Amer- 
ici,'*  aaya  M.  de  Humholdt,  **  when  El  Almircmte  is 
praooonoed  without  the  addition  of  a  name,  that  of 
Colomboi  m  undentood ;  aa,  from  the  lipa  of  a  Mexi- 
CB,  El  Mctrtkue  aignifiea  Cortes ;"  and  as  among  the 
Ftownfinea,  U  Segretario  haa  always  signified  Mach- 
mnL 

Note  3,  page  38,  col  3. 
"Thee  kalh  k  pleaeed— Thy  wUI  be  done  !**  he  eaid. 

*  It  haa  pleaaed  our  Lord  to  grant  me  iaith  and  as- 
■anaee  for  diia  enterpriae— He  has  opened  my  un- 
dewranding,  and  made  me  most  willing  to  go."  See 
hii  life  by  hia  aon,  Ferd.  Columbus,  entitled.  Hist,  del 
Afaairaiite  Dan  Christoval  Colon,  c.  4  and  37. 

Note  4,  page  38,  col  3. 

Whsaa  tains  is  tnith,  whose  wiidoin  ia  ftom  heaven. 

Hm  wnpias  mi^t  well  be  an  otgect  of  supersti- 

tin  A  bdief  is  said  to  {ffevail  even  at  this  day,  that 

il  wiH  wftiae  to  trayerae  ^en  there  is  a  dead  body 

SB  kandrf-*-lfist  de»  Navig,  aux  TWres  Australe$. 

Note  5,  page  38,  col  3. 
CohunhoB  erred  not 
regions  were  to  be  illuminated,  says 
dhrino  ooncilio  decretum  easet,  inospec- 
dhrinitua  eat,  ut  tam  longi  itineris  dux  cer- 
pnrtwfetuTd — De  Natura  Novi  Orbi*. 
circumatance  is  related  of  some  early 
'intheHiBtoireGen.desVoyages,I.i.3.  ''On 
lUe  de  Cuervo  une  statue  ^uestre,  cou- 
d*!!!!  iiiaiite«i,mai8  lat^  nue,  qui  tenoit  de  la 
■■1  gmrhiT  la  bride  du  cheval,  et  qui  montroit  Too- 
cid«t  de  k  main  droite.    n  y  avoit  snr  le  bas  d'un 
ne  ipflnw^  lettna  grev^,  qui  ne  furent  point  en- 
tnleaa;  mus  il  panit  clairement  que  le  eigne  de  la 
urn  wtgudmt  TAm^iique.*' 

Note  6,  page  38,  col  3. 

Be  ipefcs,  aad,  at  his  eaB,  a  mighty  Wind. 

Tbe  aofe  Christian  opinion  is  that  God,  at  the 

hailh,  fridi  eyas  of  compassion  as  it  were,  looking 

iuim  final  hesTeii,  intended  even  then  to  rayse 

cf  mereift  whereby this  newe 


^wrida  leceyved  the  hope  of  salvation^ — Ceriaine 
fmmtia  to  the  DeoadeM  of  the  Ocran. 

Note  7,  page  38,  col  3. 
FMdsd  Ifasir  anns  and  eat. 
Ti  iMBm  ma  deemed  impoasible,  as  it  blew  al- 


ways from  home. — ^F.  Columbus,  c.  19.  Natpamek 
— at  pater  Anchises — k^tu. 

Note  8,  page  38,  col  3. 
What  vait  ronndationa  in  the  Abyn  are  there. 
Tasso  employs  preternatural  agents  on  a  aimiVr 
occasion, 

TreppawM.odecco  in  quel  fihrestre  loeo 
Horre  improvrita  la  eittk  del  foeo.  xiii,  83L 

Gli  incaiiti  d'Tsraeno,  che  ingannano  con  delusioni,  al- 
tro  non  signifjcano,  che  la  fahnti  delle  ragioni,  e  delle 
persuasioni,  la  qual  si  genera  nella  moltitudine,  e 
varietit  de'  porcri,  e  de*  discorsi  umani. 

Note  9,  page  38,  col  3. 

Atlantic  kiof •  their  barbaroua  pomp  dieplay'd. 

See  Plato's  TinueuA ;  where  mention  is  made  of 

niighty  kingdoms,  which,  in  a  day  and  a  night,  had 

disappeared  in  the  Atlantic,  rendering  its  waters  un- 

navigable. 

8i  qaieraa  Helicen  et  Barin,  Achaidaa  nrbee, 
Inveniea  tub  aqoii. 

At  the  destruction  of  Callao,  in  1747,  no  more  than 
one  of  all  the  inhabitants  escaped ;  and  he  by  a  prov- 
idence the  most  extraordinary.  This  man  was  on  tbe 
fort  that  overlooked  the  harbor,  going  to  strike  the 
flag,  when  he  perceived  the  sea  to  retire  to  a  consider^ 
able  distance;  and  then,  swelling  rooimtain-high,  it 
returned  with  great  violence.  The  people  ran  from 
their  houses  in  terror  and  confusion;  he  heard  a  ciy 
of  MUertre  rise  from  all  parts  of  the  city;  and  imme- 
diately all  was  silent;  the  sea  had  entirely  over- 
whelmed it,  and  buried  it  (or  ever  in  its  bosom:  but 
the  same  wave  that  destroyed  it,  drove  a  little  boat 
by  the  place  where  he  stood,  into  which  he  threw 
himself  and  was  saved. 

Note  10,  page  39,  col  1. 
"  Land  !**  and  hii  voice  in  raltering  aceents  dM. 
Historians  are  not  silent  on  the  subject.  The  sail- 
ors, according  to  Herrera,  saw  the  signs  of  an  inun- 
dated country  (tierras  anegadas) ;  and  it  was  die  gen- 
eral expectation  that  they  should  end  their  lives  there, 
as  others  had  done  in  the  frozen  sea,  **  where  St 
Amaro  sufiers  no  ship  to  stir  backward  or  ferward.** 
F.  Columbus,  c.  19. 

Note  11,  page  39,  col  1. 
And  (whence  or  why  from  many  an  age  withhdd). 
The  author  seems  to  have  anticipated  his  long 
slumber  in  the  library  of  the  Fathers. 

Note  13,  page  39,  col  1. 

liaat  led  thy  lervaot — 

**  They  may  give  me  what  name  they  please.  I 
am  servant  of  Him,"  etc. — ^F.  Columbub,  c.  3. 

Note  13,  page  39,  col.  1. 
From  world  to  world  their  irteady  coarse  they  kes^ 
As  St.  Christopher  earned  Christ  over  the  deep 
waters,  so  Columbus  went  over  safe,  himaelf  and  h^ 
company. — F.  Columbus,  c.  1. 

Note  14,  page  39,  col.  1. 
And,  riiinf,  ihoot  in  colnmns  to  the  lUes. 
Water-six>uts. — See  EDVfAKD6*a  History  rf  the  Weal 
Indies,  I.  12.  Note. 

Note  15,  page  39,  col  1. 
Thouf h  chansnd  my  cloth  of  fold  for  amioe  iteT.—- 
See  the  Inscription,  p.  37.     Many  of  the  first  die* 
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■,  ir  ««  m^  belien  B.  Diu  and 


tinnhRorisiulbalk.  Well  migfat  ibe  be  allH  b^ 

jm  BloB  henBlf  ii  but "  I  taen  finwoi^  whea  mm- 

land  U  Ibe  barniag  nmuiuB  of  tha  Andea."  . 

Now  17.  p>«e  39.  raL  3.  ' 

"-■  ■-"-■  ,■  ■■     -      f  'i  -  ]  'i      'i   "  I 

Goih  yet  axAmei  hter.— Milton. Dane  luii'- 1 

nnt  pM  d'en  lire  l«  eaclivca,  «t  ds  le«  bonorer  pliu  i 
qiw  ]»  gnnd  Eiprit,  qui  de  ■■  DBtara  tat  boo — 

Note  18.  jmge  S9.eol2. 
mn  nua  lad  Hincn  mtm  ika  bim. 
Riven  cf  Sondi  Amerum.     Their  eoUiboo  wiifa ' 
tha  tide  hM  ihe  dbd  of  ■  Umpert. 

Note  19,  page  29.  ooL  3. 

or  Hgna  «  OMBia.  idaBl  Ml. 

l^ika*  of  Norti  America.  Hmon  >  iban  ■  iltou- 

■uri  uDei  in  ciccomfereiice.    Ontario  receives  ihc 

iraten  vf  the  Niagaia.  act  ftmcmi  far  iH  bib ;  and  ' 

taelf  mtolbe  Altanlic  by  the  river  Si.l 


Note  SO.  page  33.  « 
Lb  plApart  de  cea  ilea  ne  Hnl 


No«e23.p^*39,(<ri.S. 

ThcM  acamereil  fiagmenli  may  be  i  ■  iinwrf  ■ 
•timb  or  old  arraa,  or  redectiona  fiinB  a  rirar  Infaa 
uiid  onfuied  by  Ae  oar;  and  now  and  iImd  poh^ 
■he  imaginatjon  of  the  reader  may  aopfily  joon  Aai 
is  kat.  Si  qoa  latent,  melioia  pnnt  ■  It  ii  iiaih 
hk."  Bji  die  elder  Pliiiy.  -  ibai  the  Iiia  of  AoBidK 
ths  'Tpdaiidea  of  NicODachui,  and  the  Vomt  «( 

llniibed  frorb.~  And  i*  it  do(  act  in  almnai  i 
CUI H,  Ik,  dm  M  kalf«M 
Till  iliil  iifriiiliiaiiitiiH 

Note  34,  p^a  30,  coL  1. 

In  the  Ltaiad.  to  begnile  the  heavy  I 
Vgkno  nlalea  K>  hi*  companicBaiif  Iheae 
Ihe  May  of  Ifae  Twelve  KiaghlB.  L.  vi. 
Nmo  35,  page  30,  ooL  1. 


LnamgtbaH  who  went  with  Colnzahoi^wi 
entaren,ajidgenllemaiaf  duGOtnt-  Pn 
game  ifaen  in  biluvL — See  Vnu,  p.  3,  lik  iii, 
Note  36,  page  30,  coL  1. 


iiV  language  by  Oralle. — }Eil.dt  Chile.  IV.  8. 
Note  33,  page  39,  osL  3. 
He  vaica.  ai  ant.  iliai]  ia  ita  4«FR  lia  I 
AUndiDg  to  tbeoiaclaof  the  lalandrn.  n  ».  <v 
beone  alent;  and  paiticalBrty  u  a  propbrrr.  ■ 
ered  down  &om  their  aitceaiora,  and  nmi  with 
lamanwiaa  (Peir.  MartfT.  dec  3.  lilx  Tj  ai  ihci 
emn  feBti(ab(IIemra,I,iLI,4]ibaiIheniuniry  v.  . . 
be  laid  waiu  on  the  anival  of  Unngen.  amplni 
dad,  boa  a  region  new  Ihe  riaing  of  ihr  mn.  Ibi<l 
&  3.     It  ii  aid  thai  Caiava,  a  greel  Caciqiie,  nl) 


wilh  ana  of  tha  Zemi,  wlu 

Intible  eTent  {F.  Colnmbn.  c  S 

I^kna.  acciadiiig  to  HemdoOii 

Iba  orerthnw  of  eleven  kiagi  of  ^ypl.  on  ibr-  ai'. 

Nv  did  diii  pcopbecy  enil  among  Iba  bland^n 
■looa.  It  inflneneed  ibe  «MinciI>  of  Mooleaima.  and 
•xtcodad  afamt  mivwlly  over  ihe  iaiali  of  A  mer- 
iea,  CofMa.  Hermrs.  Gcoaia.  -Hb  daoma  wbnm 
a  AeoiM,  -  in  Aa  iiiama  <d)iI 


[  [oinlingi  in  die  palacea  of  Genoa. 
I.  i  Kote  3a,  page  30,  od.  3. 

»,  WlubUideirbon-alkaali^aKktteTh^ 

I  -Boll  was  moat  afllirled.  wbea  I  thoggfatit 

I I  no  Kan,  whom  I  bad  lefl  b^nd  ma  in  a  Ml 
;  "inntry before  I  had  donr.  cr  ai  Ichi  cod 

t  dcaie,  anything  whidi  aigiit  iai 


mfoned  myvlf  wiib  ibe  reflectiao  that  gar 
■old  not  iD&r  HI  eamot  an  endtaTitf  C«  ll 
'-alioo  of  hia  ■:faun:h  lo  cone  la  nothing,  yet  1 


».  page  30.  «L  3. 


H  the  ormcle*  (■[ 


1  of  Janoary.  1493.  Columbu  >el  aail  on 
itgoal  IbUowing. 

Kole  SO,  pige  30,  col.  3. 
Thnoiiti  KdUu.  Me. 
Plolably  a  ioMier  of  ftmune.     Tiara  k 
uw  one  of  the  name  oo  board. 

Note  31.  page  31.  coLl. 
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ts  bdlMS,"  wyt  Andna  CoMOi,  a  Florentine, 
g  to  GiolkDO  of  Bledica,  in  1515,  **  che  hod 
ro  ad  alcooo  eegno  oeleite  doverla  companre. 
Doo  mi  "»g*""»,  credo  che  na  queeto  il  cniseio 
Dante  pari&  nel  pnndpio  del  Pivgatorio  con 
>  fnfilico,  dioeada, 

Vm  voW  a  maa  dcHia,  a  poii  imDts. 
AB' eltto  polo,  •  vidi  qoaltio  itoUe,  ele." 

Kola  39,  page  31,  col  1. 
Boe  of  iIm  W«t!  to  him  all  omiMTe  ffTon ! 
Condor  eet  le  m^me  oisean  que  le  Roc  des 
wuL — ^BuFFON.  «'Bjr  the  PeroviaDS,"nyi  Vega, 
raa  anoently  wonhipped ;  and  there  were  thoee 
^aimTr1^  their  deeeent  fiom  him."  In  theee  de- 
lta day*  he  ftill  lanke  above  the  Eagle. 

Note  33,  page  31,  col.  1. 
Who  bean  AzaUuu*s  drafoa-lbldi  to  heaTtn. 
the  Roc  of  the  East  it  said  to  have  carried  off 
lephanL    See  Marco  Polo. — ^Aialhua,  or  the 
ror,  it  die  name  in  the  Mexican  language  fi>r 
aat  aerpent  of  America. 

Note  34,  page  31,  col.  1. 
To  iHmco  Aluka't  winlry  wildi  ratiro. 
rtbem  eztremi^  of  the  New  WorUL    See 
'a  hat  Voyage. 

Note  35,  page  31,  ooL  1. 

FiOBi  mhwi  of  gold 
Ma  of  Chili ;  which  extend,  eaya  Ovalle,  to  the 
of  Magellan.  1,4 

Note  36,  page  31,  col.  1. 
ragh-hoBff  ia  ftawli  to  the  eaaq 
aMoamoC  pecnhar  to  the  Wettem  Hemitphere. 
[>iiign«i«  of  Biberia  hang  their  dead  on  trees 
aqua  la  terra  ne  ae  hiiiBe  point  oavrir." — ^M. 

r 

Note  37,  page  31,  col.  1. 
ead,  tlaoo^  tbatdinnal  eight* 
qoaDa  noche  triste.'*  The  night,  on  which 
I  oMda  hie  ftmon  retreat  fiom  Mexico  through 
lael  of  Tlaoopan,  itill  goee  by  the  name  of  La 
g  TKurri' — ^HuMBOLnr. 

Note  38,  page  31,  coL  1. 
Ww  Ml  vkilo  ploiiM  revMlM  and  badciia  wlutB. 
■lovwd  todreeiinthis&ahion;  ailer  Gonxalo, 
,  he  had  eerred  under  in  Italy. 

Note  39,  page  31,  col.  1. 
0^«r  Ma  a  Vaaipin  bh  dark  wingi  diiplaj'd. 
paciea  of  bat  in  S.  America ;  which  refreehes 
»  gentle  agitation  of  ite  winga,  while  it  aucka 
ood  of  the  aleeper,  turning  hk  aleep  into  death. 


Note  40,  page  31,  col  1. 

r  ««i  HarioB^i  aoU;  eoreriag  with  draadfol 

-Nowooa, 


fov  olhar,  w  tlMir  shape  MTvad  best  Ui  aad 
doohlodly,  aaya  Herrera,  the  Infernal  Spirit  aa- 
I  vaiioQB  ahapea  in  that  region  of  the  world. 

Note  41,  page  31,  coL  1. 
TiMa,  hily  gUding,  etc 
•  erigioal  pamage  ia  here  tranalated  at  full 


iair  fttdiiW  like  a  Mbiifl  flana, 
IMee^  with  a  err  that  Uuill'd  the  moital  rraiae. 


Oan*doatha  Spirit  witUa. 
Cafanly  aha  roaa,  eoUeetiDg  aU  hat  a^ht  > 
Dire  waa  the  daric  eoeoonter !  Loog  aogodTd, 
Her  sacred  seat,  aovereign  and  poieb  aba  baU. 
At  length  the  great  Foe  binda  hat  fbr  Ma  piiie. 
And  awful,  aa  in  death,  tlia  body  heal 
Not  long  to  ■lomber !  Id  an  aril  boor 
Infbm'd  and  Hfled  by  the  anknown  Fowat, 
Ititaiia,itgpaakat  **WaHva,webi«aihano 


1" 

Many  a  modem  reader  will  exclaim  in  the  lan» 
gnage  of  Pooocnrantd,  "'Quelle  fritee  extnraganeer 
Let  a  great  theologian  of  that  day,  a  monk  of  tfie 
Augnatine  order,  be  coneulted  on  the  subject  "Corpna 
ille  perimere  ve)  juguhue  potest;  nee  id  mod&,  vMton 
et  animam  ita  urgere,  et  in  angurtnm  coarctu^  norit, 
ut  in  memento  quoque  iUi  excedendmn  rif— •Ll^ 
THXftus,  De  Mum  Privata, 

Note  42,  page  31,  coL  3. 
Andean  yoo ibriak  1  etc. 
The  aame  language  had  been  addreaed  to  laabel- 
la. — ^F.  CoLtnouB,  c.  15. 

Note  43,  page  31,  ooL  S. 
Oh  had  I  periih'd,  when  aqr  fldfiag  fiaaia. 
Hie  miraculous  escape,  in  early  life,  during  a  sea* 
fig^t  off  the  coast  of  Portugal — ^Ibid.  c.  5. 

Note  44,  page  31,  coL  3. 

The  ioom  of  FoOy,  and  of  FIraad  the  ptir> 

Node  noochier,  promettitor  di  regni ! 

By  the  Genoese  and  the  Spaniards  he  was  r^iarded 
as  a  man  resolved  on  **  a  wild  dedication  of  himself 
to  unpathed  wateia,  undreamed  shorea;"  and  the 
court  of  Portugal  endeavored  to  rob  him  of  dte  glory 
of  hia  enterpriae,  by  aecretly  diapatching  a  vessel  in 
the  course  whidi  he  had  pointed  out  "Lonqull 
avait  promis  un  nonvel  hemisphere,"  says  Voltaire, 
''on  lui  avait  soutenu  que  cet  h^misphdre  ne  pouvoit 
exiater;  et  quand  il  I'eut  d^couvertjonpi^tenditqu'il 
avait  ^t^  connu  depuis  long-temps." 

Note  45,  page  31,  col  3. 
He  epoka  not  nnlaapired. 


He  used  to  affirm,  that  he  stood  in  need  of  God's 
particular  asaiatance ;  like  Moaes  whea  he  led  fi^rdi 
the  people  of  laraeU  who  forbore  to  lay  violent  hmids 
upon  him,  because  of  the  miracles  which  God  wroui^ 
by  hia  means.  "So,"  said  the  Admiral,  "did  it  hap* 

pen  to  me  on  that  voyage." — ^F.  Columbus,  c.  19^ 

**  And  ao  easily,"  says  a  Commentator,  **  are  the  worli- 
ings  of  the  Evil  One  overcome  by  the  power  of  Godf* 

Note  46,  page  31,  coL  3. 
"In  his  own  shape  shall  Death  leoeiva  yoa  iktn." 
This  denimdation,  fulfilled  as  it  appears  to  be  in 
the  eleventh  canto,  may  remind  the  reader  of  tha 
Harpies  in  VirgiL — JEn.  Ill,  v.  347. 

Note  47,  page  31,  coL  3. 
Roee  to  the  Virgin. 


Salve,  regina.  Herrera,  I,  i,  152. — It  was  the  usoal 
service,  and  always  sung  with  great  aolemnity.  **  I 
remember  one  evening,"  aays  Oviedo,  **  when  the  ship 
was  in  full  sail,  and  aJl  the  men  were  on  their  knees, 
singing  Salve,  regina,"  etc.  Rdadon  Sommaria^-^ 
The  hymn,  O  Senetiwime,  is  still  to  he  heard  after 
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_        aki^  tibB  dusm  of  SmOj,  and  tti  eflbet  may 
bebaderoonoeiTedtfauideaaibed.  8eeBETD0ifi,I» 

saa 

Note  46,  page  31,  ooL  2. 

loTllMi! 


I  bdioTe  that  he  was  cftoMi  fixr  thii  great  MTvice ; 
«al  that,  beoaoM  he  was  to  be  ao  truly  an  aportle,  at 
in  efiect  he  proved  to  be,  theiefcre  waa  his  origin  ob- 
aeme;  that  therein  he  might  raaemUe  Ihoae  who 
wen  called  to  make  known  the  name  of  the  Lord 
fiom  aeM  and  liveia,  and  not  from  oourta  and  palacea. 
And  I  believe  also,  that,  aa  in  moat  of  his  doings  he 
waa  guarded  by  ■ome  apecial  providence,  hie  very 
w>am^  y^mt  not  without  aome  mystery:  ibr  in  it  is  ex- 
pre«ed  the  wonder  he  perlbnned ;  inasmuch  aa  he 
oonve]red  to  a  new  worid  the  grace  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  et& — ^F.  CoLUMBua,  c.  1. 

Note  49,  page  31,  col.  2. 
Fbst  ftoa  the  prow  to  hail  the  RUinmsrmK  hffaL 
A  light  in  the  midst  of  darkness,  signifying  the 
spiritusi  light  that  he  came  to  spread  there. — ^F.  Co- 
lumbus, c  93.  UnuicEA,  I,  i,  12. 

Note  50,  page  32,  col.  1. 
Pedro !  Rodrigo  I 

Pedro  Gutierrei.  a  Pege  of  the  King's  Chamber; 
Bodrigo  Sanchei  oC  Segovia,  Comptroller  of  the  Fleet 

Note  51,  page  32,  ool.  1. 

fltovly.  bsn-headed,  tisroaf  h  tin  smf  we  boro 
ThoMcrtd 


SgniQring  to  the  Infernal  powers  (aU*  infiemo  todo) 
the  will  of  the  Most  High,  that  they  shouM  renounce 
a  world  over  which  they  had  tyrannized  for  so  many 
~  rALLE,  iv,  5. 


Note  52,  page  32,  coL  1. 
Bat  what  a  woem  wu  then! 
«  This  country  excels  all  others,  as  far  as  the  day 
surpasaes  the  night  in  splendor. — Nor  is  there  a  better 
peo^e  in  the  world.  They  love  their  neighbor  as 
Aemaalves ;  their  conversation  is  the  sweetest  imagin- 
able, their  feces  always  smiling :  and  so  gentle,  so 
aiftctionate  are  they,  that  I  swear  to  your  Highnesses,** 
i'.C0LUMBU8,C.  30,33. 


Note  53,  page  32,  coL  1 

NyoiplH  of  rooMDee,  eCe. 

Diyadea  fermoaissimaa,  aut  natives  fontium  nym- 
phaa  de  quibos  febulatur  antiquitaa,  se  vidisse  arbi- 
tnui  aunt — ^P.  BIaktyr,  dec  i,  Uh.  v. 

And  an  eminent  Peinter  of  the  preaent  day,  when 
he  fiiat  saw  the  Apollo  of  the  Belndere,  veas  struck 
with  ita  reaemblanoe  to  an  American  warrior. — 
Wnr'a  Duamrm  ta  the  Royai  Academy,  1794 

Note  54,  page  32,  ooL  1. 

Aad  MS.  iIm  ragml  plniiMi,  iIm  ooeeh  of  slstfl ! 

"The  Cacique  came  down  to  the  shore  in  a  sort 

of  palanquin— attended  by  his  ancient  men^— The 

gifb,  which  he  received  from  me,  were  aflerwaidi 

oaniad  before  him.** — ^F.  Columbub,  c  32. 

Note  55,  page  32,  ooL  1. 

Ths  wsrtinsi  risg,  sad  hnp,  sad  hoiss  oTlMraBi. 

Hieringof  Gygea,  the  lanq)  of  Aladdin,  and  the 
horse  of  the  Tartar 


Note  56,  page  32,  eoL  1. 
Wbst  loog-drawn  tabs,  ele. 
For  the  efiecli  of  the  telescope,  and  the  nyimvea 
an  uncultivated  mind,  see  Wallis's  Voyugt  rwmi 
the  WoHd,  c.  2  and  & 

Note  57,  page  32,  coL  2. 
Throeffk  citroairows.  aad  fields  of  jalsw  SMiss. 
iEtas  est  illia  aurea.  Apertis  vivunt  liortia.  P.lfAa> 
TTE,  dec  i,  3. 

Note  58,  page  32,  coL  2. 

Osiba. 

The  vnM  cotton-tree,  oftm  mentioned  in  HkMj. 

*'Cortea,**  says  Bemal  Diax,  •*  look  poasLission  of  tli 

country  in  the  following  manner.  Drawing  hia  swoii 

he  gave  three  cuts  with  it  into  a  great  Ceifaa,  and 

said " 

Note  59,  page  32,  coL  2. 
There  aU  the  bird  tbst  ^mJu! 
The  Parrot,  as  deacribed  by  Ariatotle.— >flyt  Am- 
moL  viii,  12. 

Note  60,  page  32,  coL  2. 
Half  biid.  half  II7. 
Here  are  birds  so  small,  nayu  Herrera,  that  thoagk 
they  are  birds,  they  are  taken  for  bees  or  buttarffiaa 

Note  61,  page  32,  col  2. 
the  fiuiT  kioff  of  flowen. 


The  Humming-bird.  Kakopit  (florum  regulm)  ii 
the  name  of  an  Indian  bird,  referred  to  thia  dass  bf 
Seba. 

Note  62,  page  32,  coL  2. 
Beigm  there,  sod  ravels,  elB. 
There  abo  was  heard  the  wild  cry  of  die  Flaninga 

What  darioa  winds  eloBf  the  reBow  saadi  1 
Far  io  the  deep  the  fiant-fiaber  atanda* 
Foldinc  bia  winca  of  flame. 

Note  63,  page  32,  coL  2. 
Soon  in  the  Tirfiii'i  gnerful  ear  to  abioo. 
II  sort  apres  sa  raort  a  purer  les  jeimes  Inditwwa, 
qui  portent  en  pendens  d'oreiUes  deux  de  oea  cha^ 
mans  oiseauz. — ^Buppon. 

Note  64,  page  32,  col.  2. 
'Mid  branebinf  pafaM  aod  amarantba  of  gold ! 
According  to  an  ancient  tradition.  See  Oviedo^ 
Vega,  Herrera,  etc  Not  many  years  afterwards  a 
Spaniard  of  distinction  wandered  everywhere  in 
search  of  it :  and  no  wonder,  as  Robertson  obaenres^ 
w^hen  Coliunbus  himself  could  imagine  that  he  had 
foimd  the  seat  of  Paradise. 

Note  65,  page  33,  col.  1. 
And  fOSTaa  bhiah'd  aa  in  the  valea  of  Kfbt. 
They  believed  that  the  souls  of  good  men  were 
conveyed  to  a  pleasant  valley,  abounding  in  guavaa 
and  other  delicious  iruits. — Hcemoia,  I,  iii,  3.  F.  Co- 
lumbia, c  62. 

Note  66,  page  33,  col.  1. 

There  silent  aate  many  an  unbidden  Gnsst 

"  The  dead  walk  abroad  in  the  night,  and  feast 

with  the  living*'  (F.  CoLtTnaas,  c  62) ;  and  *«  eat  of 

the  fruit  called  Guann&ba." — P.  Maette,  dec  i,  9. 

Note  67,  page  33.  col.  1. 
And  atrea.  alsa.  their  aona  in  battle  dam ! 
War  rereiaes  the  order  of  nature.  In  time  of  peace, 
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Herodolai,  die  diildran  famy  their  ftthen ;  in 
of  wvtbeftthen  bmy  their  children!  But  the 
lKV«  frilled  it  eo.-4, 87. 


Note  68,  pege  33,  ooL  1. 


An  encieiit  Ctcique,  in  hie  life-time  and  aiVer  hit 
death,  emploTed  bjr  the  Zemi  to  aknn  hit  people^ — 
See  F.CounnDi,  c  68. 

Note  69,  pege  33,  col  1. 
UettM.  eabtud!— Hmes,  Miawm  of  ID. 
Hfm  Author  ie  apeaking  in  hit  inapired  character. 
ffiUen  dkinp  are  revealed  to  him,  and  placed  before 
hit  Bind  aa  if  they  were  present 

Note  70,  page  33,  col.  1. 
too  toon  sImII  tfaef  faMl. 
Nor  eovld  they,  (the  Powen  of  Darknett)  have 
■oat  efiedDaUy  prevented  the  progreit  of  the  Faith, 
Aan  by  4^f^W^^  the  New  World ;  by  bur>'ing  na- 
iooB  ^hrn  in  minea,  or  ccmiigning  diem  in  all  their 
ID  the  awoid. — Rehcitm  de&VK  Las  CAait. 


Note  71,  page  33,  ooL  1. 
What  forth  their  rush  u  with  the  tomnt*t  awMp. 
Mot  man  alone,  but  many  other  animalt,  became 


Note  73,  page  33.  col.  2. 
Who  ■Booff  lu  a  life  of  Mrrow  spent 
Far  a  ammnaiy  of  his  life  and  character,  tee  "  An 
Aeeooil  of  the  European  Settlcmentt.*' — P.  I,  c.  8. 

Note  73,  page  33,  col.  2. 
Opa  Bketfat  elfaeraal  bow— that  thai]  eodme. 

b  it  fMilahla  dtat  thete  phenomena  ttiil  remain 
the  iBjfBteriea  of  nature. 


'd. 


Note  74,  page  33,  col  2. 

Ht  Mood,  and  that  hit  Mertt  Mml  add: 

Tt  taa  fcta  doeebo.       Firg. 

flapni  di  tna  tiU  il  viaggio.      DaaU. 

Note  75,  page  33,  col.  2. 
Aad  dadi  the  fkiodt  of  oeean  tothettara. 
When  he  entered  the  Tagua,  all  the  teamen  ran 
Bob  aU  parte  to  behold,  aa  it  were  tome  wonder,  a 
^  that  had  eacaped  to  terrible  a  ttonn. — F.  Colitm- 

Note  76,  page  33,  col.  3. 
Aad  Hho  Niloio  thf  Seeiat  to  the  Deep. 
I  wiBla  on  a  parohment  that  I  had  diacovered  what 
Ikad  pnwniaed »— and,  having  put  it  into  a  catk,  I 
tem  it  inlo  the  aea^Ibid.  c,  37. 

Note  77,  page  33,  col.  2. 
Ta  othtr  efit.  ftom  ^tlaat  c&ff  deteried. 
Balboa  iDBnadiately  concluded  it  to  be  the  ocean 
fir  whidi  Golumbua  had  tearched  in  vain ;  and  when, 
It  length,  afler  a  toilsome  march  among  the  moun- 
tMDi,  hit  guidea  pointed  out  to  him  the  tummit  from 
i>hich  it  might  be  teen,  he  commanded  his  men  to 
Ut,  and  wemt  ly  <Joiie.---HiaKiaA,  I,  x,  1. 

Note  78,  page  33,  col.  3. 

Haai  la  tbr  dnmher,  buried  in  thy  grtTO. 

I  alwaya  aaw  them  in  his  room,  and  he  ordered 
^fea  Id  be  buried  with  his  body. — ^F.  CoLDMBua,  c  86. 


Note  79,  page  33,  ooL  3. 
Toy  rcveieod  loffin. 
His  perKO,  sayi  Herrera,  had  an  air  of  grandemr. 
Hit  hair,  from  many  hardships,  had  long  been  giey. 
In  him  jrou  saw  a  man  of  an  nnconqueraUe  oonnge^ 
and  high  thoughts ;  patient  of  wrongs,  calm  in  advep* 
tity,  ever  trutting  in  God : — and,  had  he  lived  in  an^ 
cient  times,  statues  and  temples  would  have  been 
erected  to  him  without  number,  and  hia  name  would 
have  been  placed  among  the  stars. 

Note  80,  page  34,  col  1. 

By  dogt  or  camaie. 
One  of  these,  on  account  o£  his  extraordinafy  laga- 
city  and  fiercenees,  received  the  full  allowanoe  of  a 
soldier.     Hit  name  was  Reierilla 

Note  81,  page  34,  col.  1. 
Swept— tin  the  Toyacer,  in  the  detert  sir. 
With  my  o^^n  eyes  I  saw  kingdoms  as  full  of  peo- 
ple, as  hives  are  full  of  bees ;  and  now  where  are 
they  I — Las  Cabas. 

Note  82,  page  34,  col.  1. 
Btartt  back  to  boar  bit  ther*d  aeoenti  then. 
No  unuaual  effect  of  an  exuberant  vegettition^— 
**  The  air  was  so  vitiated,"  says  an  African  traveUer, 
"  that  our  torches  burnt  dim,  and  seemed  ready  to  be 
extinguished ;  and  even  the  human  voice  loat  its  nat1^ 
ral  tone." 

Note  83.  page  34,  col.  1. 
Here,  in  Hit  train,  ahall  arti  and  arms  attaod. 
**  There  are  those  alive,"  said  an  illuatrious  orator, 
''whose  memory  might  touch  the  two  extremities. 
Lord  Bathurst  in  1704,  wos  of  an  age  to  comprehend 
such  thingt — and,  if  his  ang<fl  had  then  drawn  up  the 
curtain,  and,  whilst  he  was  gnzing  with  admiration, 
had  pointed  out  to  him  a  speck,  and  had  told  him, 
'  Young  man,  there  is  America — which,  at  this  day, 
serves  for  little  more  than  to  amuse  you  with  stories 
of  savage  men  and  uncouth  manners ;  yet  shall,  be- 
fore you  taste  of  death,'  etc." — Burke  in  1775. 

Note  84,  page  34,  col.  1. 
AHemblinr  here,  etc 

How  simple  were  the  manners  of  the  early  oolo* 
nists!  The  firrt  ripening  of  any  European  fruit  waa 
distinguished  by  a  ftmily-festi>'a].  Garcilasso  de  la 
Vega  relates  how  his  dear  father,  the  valorous  An- 
dres, collected  together  in  his  chamber  seven  or  eight 
gentlemen  to  shore  with  him  three  asparaguses, 
the  first  that  ever  grew  on  the  table-land  of  Cusoo. 
When  the  operation  of  dressing  them  was  over  (and 
it  is  minutely  described)  he  distributed  the  two 
largest  among  his  friends ;  begging  that  the  company 
would  not  take  it  ill,  if  he  reserved  the  third  fi>r  him- 
self, OS  it  UX18  a  thing  from  Spain. 

North  America  became  instantly  an  asylum  for  the 
oppressed;  Huguenots,  and  Catholics,  uid  sects  of 
every  name  and  country.  Such  were  the  first  settlers 
in  Carolina  and  Maryland,  Pennsylvania  and  New 
England.  Nor  is  South  America  altogether  without 
a  claim  to  the  title.  Even  now,  while  I  am  vmting, 
the  ancient  house  of  Bragania  is  on  its  passage  acroii 
the  Atlantic, 

Cum  aociia,  naSoqtia,  Penatibos,  et  msgnis  dis. 

Note  85,  page  34,  coL  1. 
CJntoach*d.  ahall  drop  the  (htteit  fVon  the  dave. 

Je  me  transporte  quelquefbis  au^leli  d'un  liMe. 
J'y  vois  le  bonheur  k  cbtA  de  Tinduttrie,  la  donee 
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njoor  de  flie,  Vhuwmm,  MBueum,  Am^ncunt 
I  a*imhniiii  eoomedw  lnrai»  et  beo- 
!■  vtgDc  de  la  Ubari^  qui  doit  mmmtn  pwtout 
WM  hfuwtaaitb  miiywieUe-  IImw  lai  nnai,  lai  «•- 
claw^  <|iie  d«¥iaiidnMit4bf  Ln 

I w  uront  1m  fieras  de  lean 


TWm  ■  a  pnipiietic 
bf  B|k  Beikdejr.  which  I  rniac  quote,  thoogh  I  tttH 
hf  the  compeiino. 

iJneiMBtof 


Mote  86,  page  34,  eoL  1. 

Tht  «ailv  voS'd  of  alL 

GoflM.  "Apemepni-ilobcemraiidiencedeClMrlae^ 
Qaint;  on  jour  U  lendit  la  preve  qm  enloonit  la 
oocfae  de  rempefear,  et  mooia  war  I'toier  de  la  por> 
tidfe.  Charles  demanda  quel  ^ioitcetlioiDiiie:*Cest,* 
i^poadit  Cortes,  'celni  qoi  tooi  a  dooii^  plw  d*^tats 
qae  voi  pftm  ne  vooi  oot  lai«^  de  TiUea* "» VoLTAias. 


]iio«e87,pi«e34,eaLl. 


-hBTe 
ihed, 

of  lOIBUiy 


AtaHitall,- 
The  innooont  hlood, 
alood  fbt  TcngesDoe;  dw  _„ 
vKtiflM  went  ap  be6re  God> 

Kbie  88,  p^se  34,  ad.  1. 


L*Efpogiie  a  &it  oonune  ce  roi 
que  tout  oe  quil  loocherait  m  cunieitSt 
fut  oblig^  de  levenir  an  dieu 


■» 

dt 


Note  89,  pafe  34,  eoL  9. 


An  interpolation. 

Note  90,  page  34,  eoL  8. 


An  anachrooinn.  The  bodf  of 
yetremored  from  Seville. 

It  m almott  annifi— ly  to  point 
the  Ninth  Cantou  The  telenope  wm 
though  deecribed  long  beive  with  gicat 
Roger  Baooo. 


A   POEM. 


PREFACE. 


A  raw  eopiei  of  this  Foem  were  printed  offinthe 
aiitnin  of  the  year  befcre  last,  while  the  Amhiir  was 
It  m  now  corrected,  and  repablidied  with 


WhateTer  may  he  iti  loccem,  it  has  led  him  in 
many  an  aAeiwdream  through  a  beaotifnl  ooonuy; 
and  may  not  perhapi  be  unintereMing  to  thoee  who 
have  Icarat  to  live  in  past  time*  at  well  at  preoeni, 
and  whote  mindt  are  frmiliar  with  the  eventt  and 
die  people  that  have  rendered  Italy  to  illottiioat. 

tlie  ttoriet,  taken  from  the  old  Chroniclen.  are 
given  without  emggerttion ;  and  are,  he  believet,  at 
trae  to  dte  original  text  at  any  of  the  Playi  that  may 
be  laid  to  fiwm  our  popular  hiatoiy. 

Ifcy  IM,  1833. 


PART  L 


THE  LAKE  OP  GENEVA. 


DiAT  gliBMtr*d  in  the  eatt,  and  die 
Hong  like  a  vapor  in  the  cloudlem  aky, 
Tet  viaible,  when  on  my  way  I  went. 
Glad  to  be  gone    a  pil^im  from  the  Docth, 
Now  more  and  more  attracted  at  I  drew 
Nearer  and  nearer.    Ere  the  artiatn. 
Dnmf,  faalfclad,  had  from  hit  window  Icanl, 


** — 


Widi  fokled  anv  and  Ikilem  hnk  to 
The  morning  air,  or  the  caged  akjAnk 
From  hit  green  tod  n|Mpringing- 
Hii  tuneful  bill  o'erdowing  with  a 
Old  in  the  daya  of  Homer,  and  hit 
With  tnmtpofft  quivering,  on  my  way  T 
Thy  gatet,  Geneva,  twinging  heavily. 
Thy  gatet  to  tk>w  to  open,  twill  to  tbnt; 
At  on  Uiat  Sabbadi^ve  when  be  aiiiTed.'(l) 
Whote  name  it  now  thy  gloiy,  now  by  than 
Inarribed  to  contecrate  (toch  virtue  dwella 
In  thote  tmall  iqdkblea)  die  narrow  ttieeC, 
Hit  birthidace— when,  but  one  dioft  ticp  too  liMb 
Hemie  him  down  and  wept— wept  till  the  amBi^;(l) 
Then  rate  to  go-— a  wanderer  through  the  anrii. 
T  it  not  a  tale  that  eveiy  hour  bti^t  with  iL 
Tet  at  a  City-gato,  from  time  to  tiaae. 
Much  might  be  learnt;  and  moat  of  all  at  Ikma 
London — diy  hive  die  boMtt,  gnataai,  atifl 
Gadiering.  enhugii^  ttill    Let  m  tbnd  by. 
And  note  who  pamea.    Here  cornea  one,  a  Toodk 
Gfewing  widi  pride,  die  pride  of  co 
A  Chatterton — in  thought  admind,  carem'd. 
And  cfownM  like  Piptrareh  in  die  Capitol ; 
Ere  kng  to  die— to  fidl  by  hit  own  hand. 
And  letter  widi  die  viktL    Here 


em  esalted-^toon  to  part, 
A  Garrick and  a  Johnton;  Wealth  and  Fanm 
Awaiting  one— even  at  die  gato.  Neglect 
And  Want  the  odier.    But  what  muldtodee, 
Uiged  by  die  kive  of  change,  and.  like  fnyaaiC 
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m,  Ctfelea  of  to-morrow's  fiuv, 
though  bat  a  rill  entoring  the  Sea, 
od  kxitl  Our  task  would  never  end. 

imer'd  and  I  went,  a  gfflitle  breeie 
le  Leman  Lake.    Wave  after  wave, 
ly  might  be  call'd,  daah'd  at  in  sport, 

¥nth  the  pebblea  on  the  beach 
Id  munc,  and  fiur  westward  caught 
iam— where,  alone  and  as  entranced, 
he  hooia,  the  fisher  in  his  skiff 
lis  circular  and  dotted  line, 
silence.    When  the  heart  is  light 

all  pleases,  nothing  comes  amiss ; 
I  paasage-boat  swept  gaily  by, 
h  peasant^ls  and  fruits  and  flowers, 

a  dianticleer  and  partlet  caged 
's  market-place— a  motley  group 
igh  the  silvery  haze.  But  soon  *t  was  gone, 
ig  sail  flapp'd  idly  for  an  instant, 

them  off 

I  am  not  one  of  those 

all  things  in  this  visible  world, 
usiy  profound— 08  to  move  on 
et  light  of  heaven,  like  him  of  old  (3) 
is  justly  in  the  Calendar) 
gh  the  day  pursued  this  pleasant  path 
s  beside  the  mirror  of  all  beau^,  (4) 
1  at  eve  his  fellow-pilgrims  sate, 
f  of  the  lake,  ask'd  where  it  was. 
reird,  as  they  might;  and  so  must  aU, 
at  now  I  saw ;  for  now  *t  was  day 
right  Sun  was  in  the  firmament, 
1  shadows  of  a  thousand  hues 
If  the  clear  expanse.    Awhile  his  orb 
thy  trackless  fields  of  snow.  Moot  Blanc, 
if  ice  and  ice-built  promontories, 
ge  their  shapes  for  ever  as  in  sport; 
Bn*d  onward,  and  went  down  behind 
4ad  heights  of  Jura,  lighting  up 
man's  casement,  and  perchance  his  axe 
leward  through  the  forest  in  his  hand ; 
me  deep  and  melancholy  glen, 
eon-fortress  never  to  be  named, 
:e  a  lion  taken  in  the  toils, 
breathed  out  lus  brave  and  generous  spirit 
lid  He  think,  who  sent  him  there, 
imaelf,  then  greatest  among  men, 
like  manner  be  so  soon  convey'd 

ocean — to  a  rock  so  small 
countless  multitude  of  waves, 
I  have  gone  and  sought  it,  and  retiim*d, 
mm  not! 

Still  along  the  shore, 
9  trees  I  went  for  many  a  mile, 
nsels  sit  and  weave  their  fishing-nets, 
me  national  song  by  the  way-side. 
t  was  dusk,  and  joumejring  by  the  Rhone, 
»  came  down,  a  torrent  from  the  Alps, 
vhere  a  key  unlocks  a  kingdom,* 
tains  closing,  and  the  road,  the  river 
t  narrow  paae.     There,  till  a  ray 
uough  my  lattice,  and  the  household-stir 
e  to  rise,  to  rise  and  to  depart, 

1  SC  Haorioe.  


A  stir  mniaual  and  acoorapanied 

Wilh  many  a  tuning  of  rude  instnimenta, 

And  many  a  laugh  that  aiigued  coming  pleasure, 

Mme  host's  fiur  daughter  for  the  nuptial  rite. 

And  nuptial  feast  attiring — there  I  slept. 

And  in  my  dreams  wander'd  once  more,  well-pleased. 

But  now  a  charm  was  on  the  rocks,  and  woods, 

And  waters ;  for,  methought,  I  was  with  those 

I  had  at  mom,  at  even,  wish'd  for  there. 

n. 

THE  GR£AT  ST.  BERNARD. 

Night  was  again  descending,  when  my  mule, 
That  all  day  Imig  had  climb'd  among  the  clouds. 
Higher  and  higher  still,  as  by  a  stair 
Let  down  from  Heaven  itself,  transporting  me. 
Stopped,  to  the  joy  of  both,  at  that  low  door 
So  near  the  summit  of  the  Great  St  Bernard ; 
That  door  which  ever  on  its  hinges  moved 
To  them  that  knock'd,  and  nightly  sends  alnoad 
Ministering  Spirits.    Lying  on  the  watch. 
Two  dogs  of  grave  demeanor  welcomed  me,  (5) 
All  meekness,  gentleness,  though  large  of  limb ; 
And  a  lay-brother  of  the  Hospital, 
Who,  as  we  toil'd  below,  had  heard  by  fits 
The  distant  echoes  gaining  on  his  ear. 
Came  and  held  fast  my  stirrup  in  his  hand. 
While  I  aUghted. 

Long  could  I  have  stood, 
With  a  religious  awe  contemplating 
That  House,  the  highest  in  the  Ancient  World, 
And  placed  there  for  the  noblest  purposes. 
T  u'BS  a  rude  pile  of  simplest  masonry, 
With  narrow  windows  and  vast  buttresses. 
Built  to  endure  the  shocks  of  Time  and  Chance ; 
Yet  showing  many  a  rent,  as  well  it  might, 
Warr'd  on  for  ever  by  the  elements, 
And  in  an  evil  day,  nor  long  ago. 
By  violent  men — ^when  on  the  mountain-top 
The  French  and  Austrian  banners  met  in  conlBct 

On  the  same  rock  beside  it  stood  the  church, 
Refl  of  its  cross,  not  of  its  sanctity; 
The  vesper-bell,  for  't  was  the  vesper-hour. 
Duly  proclaiming  throu^  the  wilderness, 
"  All  ye  who  hear,  whatever  be  your  work. 
Stop  for  an  instant — move  your  lips  in  prayer!" 
And,  just  beneath  it,  in  that  dreary  dale. 
If  dale  it  might  be  call'd,  so  near  to  Heaven, 
A  little  lake,  where  never  fish  leap'd  up. 
Lay  like  a  spot  of  ink  amid  the  snow ; 
A  star,  the  only  one  in  that  small  sky. 
On  its  dead  surface  glimmering.   'T  was  a  scene 
Resembling  nothing  I  had  led  behind. 
As  though  all  worldly  ties  were  now  dissolved ; — 
And  to  incline  the  mind  still  more  to  thought. 
To  thought  and  sadness,  on  the  eastern  shore 
Under  a  beetling  cliff  stood  half  in  shadow 
A  lonely  chapel  destined  for  the  dead, 
For  such  as,  having  wander'd  from  their  way. 
Had  perish'd  miserably     Side  by  side. 
Within  they  lie,  a  mournful  company 
All  in  their  shrouds,  no  earth  to  cover  them ; 
Their  features  full  of  life,  yet  motionless 
In  the  broad  day,  nor  soon  to  suffer  change, 
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TVMgfa  the  bur*d  windowi,  bur'd  agaiiMl  die  woU; 
Are  ahvsys  open! 

Bat  the  Bite  blew  ookl ;  (6) 
And,  bidden  to  a  spare  but  cheerful  meal, 
I  gatf  among  the  hoAy  brotherhood 
Al  their  long  board.    The  &re  indeed  was  sodi 
As  ■  preKhbcd  on  days  of  abstinence. 
But  B^ght  have  pleased  a  nicer  taste  than  mine ; 
And  throng  the  floor  came  up,  an  ancient  matron 
Serving  imseen  below ;  while  from  the  roof 
(T%e  rooC  the  floor,  the  v^-alls  of  native  fir). 
A  lamp  hung  flickering,  such  as  loves  to  fling 
Its  partial  light  on  Apostolic  heads. 
And  sheds  a  grace  on  all.    Theirs  Time  as  yet 
Had  dianged  not    Some  were  almost  in  the  prime ; 
Nor  was  a  brow  o'ercast   Seen  as  1  saw  them. 
Ranged  round  their  ample  hcartlMtone  in  an  hour 
Of  rest,  they  were  as  gay,  as  fiee  from  guile. 
As  children ;  answering,  and  at  once,  to  all 
The  gentler  impulses,  lo  pleasure,  mirth ; 
MingUng,  at  intervals,  with  rational  talk 
Music ;  and  gathering  news  from  them  that  came. 
As  of  some  other  world.     But  when  the  storm 
Roae,  and  the  snow  roll'd  on  in  ocean-billowy 
When  on  his  face  the  experienced  traveller  fell. 
Sheltering  his  lips  and  nostrils  with  his  hands. 
Then  all  was  changed ;  and,  sallying  wth  their  pack 
Into  that  Uank  of  nature,  they  became 
Unearthly  beings.     **  Anselm.  higher  up. 
Just  where  it  drifts,  a  dog  howls  loud  and  long. 
And  now,  as  guided  by  a  voice  frma  Heaven. 
Dip  with  his  Ceet    That  noble  vehemence 
Whoaa  can  it  be,  but  his  who  never  err'd  ? 
Let  OS  to  work !  there  is  no  time  to  lose ! — 
But  who  deM^nds  Mont  Velanr  Tis  La  Croix. 
Away,  away !  if  not,  alas,  too  late. 
Homeward  he  drags  an  old  man  and  a  boy. 
Faltering  and  fidling.  and  but  half  awaken*d. 
Asking  to  sleep  again."     Such  their  discourse. 

Oft  has  a  venerable  roof  received  me ; 
St.  Bruno's  once »  (7) — where,  when  the  wiwb  were 

hush'd, 
Nor  from  the  cataract  the  voice  came  up. 
You  might  have  heard  the  mole  work  underground, 
So  great  the  stillness  of  that  place ;  none  seen. 
Save  when  from  rock  to  rock  a  hermit  CKMs'd 
By  some  rude  bridge— or  one  at  midnight  tolVd 
TV>  matins,  and  white  habits,  issuing  forth. 
Glided  akmg  those  aisles  interminable. 
All,  all  observant  of  the  sacred  law 
Of  SUence.     Nor  is  that  scqucsier'd  spot. 
Once  called   "Sweet  Waters,"  now  "The  Shady 

Vale.*'* 
TV>  me  unknown ;  that  house  so  rich  of  old. 
So  courteous,  (8)  and  by  two,  that  pasa'd  that  way,» 
Amply  requited  with  immortal  verse, 
The  Poef  s  pajrment. 

But,  among  them  all, 
Nooe  can  with  this  compare,  the  dangerous  seat 
Of  generous,  active  Virtue.    What  though  Frost 
Reign  everlastingly,  and  ice  and  snow 
ITiaw  not,  but  gather — there  is  that  within, 


1  Ths  Grsade  QisrtfeasB. 

S  VslkmbraM,  fiitsMrly  caBed  Aeqas  BflOa. 

S  Arioslo  sad  MUloB. 


Which,  where  it 

thought, 
OA  am  1  sitting  oo  the  bench  beneath 
Their  garden-pfec,  where  all  that  vegetataa 
Is  but  some  acuity  lettuce,  to  obaerve 
Those  from  the  South  ascending,  every  Map 
As  though  it  were  th«r  last     and  inattmdy 
Restored,  renewed,  advancing  as  with  soogi. 
Soon  as  they  see,  turning  a  kifty  crag. 
That  plain,  that  modest  structure,  promiug 
Bread  to  the  hongiy,  (9)  to  the  we«y  rest. 

m. 

THE  MSCENT. 

Mr  mule  refreshed— and,  let  the  truth  be  loU. 
He  vras  not  of  that  vile,  that  scurvy  race. 
From  sire  to  son  lovers  of  controveiay. 
But  patient,  diligent,  and  sure  of  ibot. 
Shunning  the  loose  stone  on  the  precipice. 
Snorting  suspicion  vi-hile  with  sight,  smdl,  toodi. 
Elxamining  the  wet  and  spongy  moss. 
And  on  his  haunches  sitting  to  slide  down 
The  steep,  the  smooth — ray  mule  refresh'd,  his  befc 
Gingled  once  more,  the  signal  to  depart. 
And  we  set  out  in  the  grey  light  of  dawn. 
Descending  rapidly — by  waterfalls 
Fast-frozen,  and  among  huge  blocks  of  ice 
That  in  their  long  career  had  stopt  mid-way. 
At  length,  uncheck'd.  unbidden,  he  stood  still; 
And  all  his  bells  y^rere  muffled.    Then  my  Gods, 
Lowering  his  voice,  address'd  me:  ''Hiroqi^  !• 

Chasm 
On  and  say  nothing — for  a  nx)rd.  a  breath. 
Stirring  the  air.  may  loosen  and  bring  down 
A  winter's  snow— enough  to  overwhelm 
The  horse  and  foot  that,  night  and  day.  defiled 
Akmg  this  path  to  conquer  at  Marengo. 
Well  I  remember  how  1  met  them  here. 
As  the  light  died  a\i-ay,  and  how  Napoleon. 
Wrapt  in  his  cloak — 1  could  not  be  deceived — 
Rein'd  in  his  horse,  and  ask*d  roe,  as  I  passed. 
How  fiir  't  was  to  St.  Remi.    Where  the  lock  ^ 

Juts  forward,  and  the  road,  cnimbling  away,  1 

Narrows  ahnost  to  nothing  at  its  base, 
T  vna  there ;  and  dovm  along  the  brirdc  he  led 
To  Victory ! — ^Dessaix,  who  tum'd  the  scale,  (10) 
Leaving  1^  life-blood  in  that  famous  field 
(When  the  clouds  break,  we  may  discern  the  spot 
In  the  blue  haxe),  sleeps,  as  you  saw  at  dawn. 
Just  as  you  enter'd.  in  the  Hospital-church." 
So  saying,  for  awhile  he  held  his  peace. 
Awestruck  beneath  that  dreadful  Canopy ; 
But  soon,  the  danger  passM,  Uunch'd  fortii  again. 

IV. 

JORASSE 

JoEASSE  was  in  his  three-and-twentiedi  year; 
Graceful  and  active  as  a  stag  just  roused ; 
Gentle  withal,  and  pleasant  in  his  speech. 
Yet  seldom  seen  to  smile.     He  had  grown  up 
Among  the  Himtcrs  of  the  Higher  Alps ; 
Had  caught  their  starts  and  fits  of  thoughtfuIneMi 
Their  haggard  looks,  and  strange  soliloquies. 
Said  to  arise  by  thope  who  dwrll  liclow. 
From  fipequent  dealings  with  the  Motiiitain-Spirili. 
But  other  ways  had  taught  him  better  things ; 
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r  he  numbered,  marching  by  my  side, 
miM,  Princes,  who  with  him  had  crosa'd 
en  tract,  with  him  fkmiharly 
the  rough  day  and  rougher  night  conversed 
a  chalet  round  the  Peak  of  Terror,' 
'acul.  Tour,  Well-hom  and  Rosenlau, 
',  whose  throne  is  inaccessible, ' 
I,  withdrawn,  in  virgin-majesty, 
mveils.     Anon  an  Avalanche 
t  long  thunder ;  and  a  sudden  crash, 
id  metaUic,  to  the  startled  ear 
t  far-down  a  continent  of  Ice 
It  in  twain.    But  he  had  now  begun; 
1  what  transport  he  recall'd  the  hour 
deserve,  to  win  his  blooming  bride, 
le  of  Annecy,  to  his  feet  he  bound 
crampMis,  uid,  ascending,  trod 
ler  realms  of  Frost;  then,  by  a  cord 
way  down,  enter*d  a  Grot  star-bright, 
ler'd  fix>m  above,  iielow,  around,  (11) 
ited  ciystals! 

Once,  nor  long  before  (12) 
1  his  tongue  run  on,  &st  as  his  feet, 
1  an  eloquence  that  Nature  gives 
tr  children — ^breaking  off  by  starts 
barsh  and  rude,  ofl  as  the  Mule 
I  displeasure)  once,  nor  long  before, 
day-break  on  the  Mettenberg, 
d,  he  fell ;  and,  through  a  fearful  clefl 
run  ledge  to  ledge,  from  deep  to  deeper, 
the  Under^ world!  Long-while  he  lay 
nigged  bed — then  waked  like  one 
to  sleep  again  and  sleep  for  ever ! 
ing  round,  he  saw  or  thought  he  saw 
ible  branches  of  a  Cavern, 
beneath  a  solid  crust  of  ice ; 
«  and  there  a  rent  that  show'd  the  stars ! 
in,  alss,  was  lefl  him  but  to  die  7 
e  in  those  immeasurable  chambers, 
rith  the  bon»  of  miserable  men, 
himself?    Yet  most  he  wander  on, 
and  hunger  set  his  spirit  free ! 
0^  he  began  his  dreary  round ; 
irk,  the  noise  as  of  some  mighty  River 
its  way  to  light !    Back  he  withdrew, 
retnm*d,  and,  fearless  from  despair, 
own  the  dismal  Channel ;  and  all  day, 
mid  be  where  utter  darkness  was, 
I  inoesiantly,  the  craggy  roof 
^-head,  and  the  impetuous  waves, 
i  nor  deep,  yet  with  a  giant's  strength 
liim  OQ.     At  last  the  water  slept 
1  lakit    nt  the  third  step  he  took, 
lable— «nd  the  roof,  that  long 
aten'd,  suddenly  descending,  lay 
be  nir&ce.     Statue-like  he  stood, 
ley  ended ;  when  a  ray  divine 
iQ^  his  souL    Breathing  a  prayer  to  Her 
vn  are  never  shut,  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
led,  he  swam— and  in  an  instant  rose, 
ier  pest,  in  light,  in  sunshine!    Throuf^ 
I  valley,  full  of  cottages, 
I  the  river  ran ;  and  on  the  bank 
Bg  were  dandng  (*t  was  a  festival-day) 
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All  in  their  best  attire.    There  first  he  saw 
His  Madeleine.    In  the  crowd  she  stood  to  hear, 
When  all  drew  round,  inquiring ;  and  her  iauce, 
Seen  behind  all,  and,  varying,  as  he  spoke. 
With  hope,  and  fear,  and  generous  sjrmpathy. 
Subdued  him.    From  that  very  hour  he  loved. 

The  tale  was  long,  but  coming  to  a  close, 
When  his  dark  eyes  flashed  fire,  and,  stopping  short. 
He  listened  and  look'd  up.     I  look'd  up  loo ; 
And  twice  there  came  a  hiss  that  through  me  thriU*d! 
'T  was  heard  no  more.     A  Chamois  on  the  cliff 
Had  roused  his  fellows  with  that  cry  of  fear. 
And  all  were  g(»ie. 

But  now  the  thread  was  bioktti ; 
Love  and  its  joys  had  vanish'd  from  his  mind ; 
And  he  recounted  his  hair-breadth  escapes 
When  with  his  friend,  Hubert  of  Bionnay, 
(His  ancient  carbine  from  his  shoulder  slung. 
His  axe  to  hew  a  stair^case  in  the  ice) 
He  track'd  their  footsteps.    By  a  cloud  surivised, 
Upon  a  crag  among  the  precipices. 
Where  the  next  step  had  hurl'd  them  fifty  fiuhomi. 
Oft  had  they  stood,  lock'd  in  each  other's  arms. 
All  the  long  night  under  a  freezing  sky. 
Each  guarding  each  the  while  from  sleeping,  fiiUing. 
Oh,  't  was  a  sport  he  loved  dearer  than  life. 
And  only  would  with  life  itself  relinquish ! 
"  My  sire,  my  grandsire  died  among  these  wilds. 
As  for  myself,"  he  cried,  and  he  held  forth 
His  wallet  in  his  hand,  **  this  do  I  call 
My  winding-sheet — for  I  shall  have  no  other!" 

And  he  spoke  truth.     Within  a  Uttle  month 
He  lay  anxnig  these  awfiil  soUtudes, 
CT  was  on  a  glacier — ^half-way  up  to  Heavm) 
Taking  his  final  rest     Long  did  his  wife. 
Suckling  her  babe,  her  only  one,  look  out 
The  way  he  went  at  parting,  but  he  came  not! 
Long  fear  to  close  her  eyes,  lest  in  her  sleep 
(Sudi  their  behef)  he  should  appear  before  her. 
Frozen  and  ghastly  pale,  or  crush'd  and  bleeding, 
To  tell  her  where  he  lay,  and  supplicate 
For  the  last  rite !    At  length  the  dismal  news 
Came  to  her  ears,  and  to  her  eyes  his  corse. 

V. 
MARGUERITE  DE  TOURS. 

Now  the  grey  granite,  starting  through  the  snow, 
Discover'd  many  a  variegated  moss  * 
That  to  the  pilgrim  resting  on  his  staff 
Shadows  out  capes  and  islands ;  and  ere  long 
Numberless  fiowen,  such  as  disdain  to  hve 
In  lower  regions,  and  delighted  drink 
The  clouds  before  they  fall,  flowers  of  all  hues, 
With  their  diminutive  leaves  cover'd  the  gromid. 
'T  was  then,  that,  turning  by  an  ancient  lardi, 
Shiver'd  in  two,  yet  most  majestical 
With  its  long  level  branches,  we  observed 
A  human  figure  sitting  on  a  stone 
Far  down  by  the  way-side — just  where  the  rock 
Is  riven  asunder,  and  the  Evil  One 
Has  bridged  the  gulf,  a  wondrous  monument  (13) 
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BaOt  m  ooe  nii^  fiom  nrliich  the  flood  banetrti, 
Ragmg  along,  aU  Ibaiii,  ii  Men  not  heard. 
And  seen  at  motionle«! 

Nearer  we  draw, 
And  'twas  a  woman  yoong  and  delicate. 
Wrapt  in  a  ruaet  doak  from  head  to  loot. 
Her  eyea  cast  down,  her  cheek  upon  her  hand. 
In  deepest  thought.    Young  as  she  was,  she  wore 
The  matron-cap ;  and  from  her  shape  we  judged. 
As  well  we  might,  that  it  would  not  be  long 
Ere  she  became  a  mother.    Me  she  looked, 
Tet  cheerful ;  thon:^  methooght,  once,  if  not  twice. 
She  wiped  away  a  tear  that  would  be  coming : 
And  in  those  moments  her  smaU  hat  of  straw, 
Worn  on  one  side,  and  garaish'd  with  a  riband 
Glittering  widi  gold,  but  ill  conoeal'd  a  &oe 
Not  soon  to  be  forgotten.     Rising  up 
On  our  approach,  she  journeyed  slowly  on ; 
And  my  companicKi,  long  before  we  met. 
Knew,  and  ran  down  to  greet  her. 

She  was  bom 
(Such  was  her  artless  tale,  told  with  fresh  tean) 
In  Val  d'Aosta ;  and  an  Alpine  stream. 
Leaping  fhxn  crag  to  crag  in  its  short  course 
To  join  the  Dors,  tura'd  her  fiither's  milL 
There  did  she  blossom  till  a  Valaisan, 
A  townsman  oC  Martigny.  won  her  heart. 
Much  to  the  old  man's  grief     Lmig  he  held  out. 
Unwilling  to  resign  her ;  and  at  length. 
When  the  third  summer  came,  they  stole  a  match 
And  fled.    The  act  was  sudden ;  and  when  tkt 
Away,  her  spirit  had  misgivings.     Then 
She  pictured  to  herself  that  aged  face 
flkkly  and  wan,  in  sorrow,  not  in  anger ; 
And,  when  at  last  she  heard  his  hour  was  near. 
Went  fivth  unseen,  and.  btirden'd  as  she  was, 
CrosB'd  the  high  Alps  on  foot  to  ask  forgiveness. 
And  hold  him  to  her  heart  before  he  died. 
Her  task  was  done.     She  had  fuIfiU'd  her  wish. 
And  now  was  on  her  way,  rejoicing,  weeping. 
A  frame  like  hers  had  suffor'd ;  but  her  love 
Was  strong  within  her ;  and  right  on  she  went. 
Fearing  no  ill.     May  all  good  Angels  guard  her ! 
And  should  I  once  again,  as  once  I  may. 
Visit  Martigny,  I  will  not  forget 
Thy  hospitable  rooC  Marguerite  de  Touis ; 
Thy  sign  the  silver  swan.'    Heaven  prosper  Thee ! 

VI. 

THE  ALPS. 

Wbo  fint  beholds  those  everlasting  clouds. 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  monyng,  noon  and  night. 
Still  where  they  were,  stedfast,  immovable ; 
Who  fiiat  beholds  the  Alps— that  mighty  chain 
Of  Bfoimtains,  stretching  on  from  east  to  west. 
So  iiiiMWifi.  yet  so  shadowy, so  ethereal. 
As  to  belong  rather  to  Heaven  than  Earth — 
Bot  BHtetly  receives  into  his  soul 
A BenBTaieeling  that  he  kwes  not, 
A  tpmf**»i'*g  that  informs  him  't  is  a  moment 
Whffm  he  miy  date  henceforward  and  for  ever? 

lb  me  Aey  aaem'd  the  barrien  of  a  Worid, 
8fcyil«»Thtti^.iK>fcrther!  andaso'er 


The  level  plain  I  tmvell'd  aOendy, 

Nearing  them  more  and  more,  d^  after  daj. 

My  wandering  dioaghts  my  only  company. 

And  they  before  me  stUl,  oft  as  I  k»k'd, 

A  strange  delight,  mingled  widi  fear,  came  o^erae, 

A  wonder  as  at  things  I  had  not  heard  of! 

Ofl  as  I  look'd,  I  folt  as  though  it  were 

For  the  first  time ! 

Great  waa  the  tumult  there^ 
Deafening  the  din,  when  in  barbaric  pomp 
Tlie  Carthaginian  on  his  march  to  Rnone 
Entered  their  fastnesses.    Trampling  the  snowi^ 
The  war-horse  reared ;  and  the  towerM  elephant 
Uptum*d  his  trunk  into  the  murky  Ay, 
Then  tumbled  headlong,  swallow'd  up  and  lost, 
He  and  his  rider. 

Now  the  scene  is  changed ; 
And  o*er  Mont  Cenis,  o*er  the  Simplon  winds 
A  path  of  pleasure.     Like  a  silver  aone 
Flung  about  carelessly,  it'Uiines  a&r. 
Catching  the  eye  in  many  a  broken  link. 
In  many  a  turn  and  traverse  as  it  glides ; 
And  ofl  above  and  oft  below  appears. 
Seen  o'er  the  wall  by  him  who  journeys  up^ 
As  thou^^  it  were  another,  not  the  same. 
Leading  along  he  knows  not  whence  or  whidier. 


1  LsClrcse. 


Yet  through  \tB  fidry  course,  go  where  it  wUl, 
The  torrent  stops  it  not,  the  rugged  rock 
Opens  and  lets  it  in ;  and  (m  it  runs. 
Winning  its  easy  way  from  clime  to  clime 
Through  glens  lock'd  up  before. 

Not  such  aijr  palk! 
Mine  but  for  those,  who,  like  Jean  Jacques,  deli^(l^ 
In  dizziness,  gazing  and  shuddering  cm 
Till  fosdnation  comes  and  the  brain  turns ! 
Mine,  though  I  judge  but  from  my  ague-fits 
0\'er  the  Drance,  jnst  where  the  Abbot  fell,  (15) 
The  same  as  Hannibal's. 

But  now  *t  is  past. 
That  turbulent  Chaos ;  and  the  promised  land 
Lies  at  my  feet  in  all  its  loveliness ! 
To  him  who  starts  up  from  a  terrible  dream. 
And  lo  the  sun  is  shining,  and  the  lark 
Singing  aloud  for  joy,  to  him  is  not 
Such  sudden  ravishment  as  now  I  feel 
At  the  firrt  glimpses  of  &ir  Italy. 

vn. 

COMO. 

I  LOW  to  sail  akmg  the  Larian  Lake 
Under  the  shore— though  not  to  visit  Pliny, 
To  catch  him  musing  in  his  plane-tree  walls. 
Or  fishing,  as  he  might  be,  from  his  window: 
And,  to  deal  plainly,  (may  his  Shade  forgive  me!) 
Could  I  recall  the  ages  past,  and  play 
The  fool  ^ith  Time,  I  shouhl  perhapa  reserve 
My  leisure  for  Catullus  on  hU  Lake, 
Though  to  fere  worse,  or  Virgil  at  his  farm 
A  little  farther  on  the  way  to  Mantua. 
But  such  things  cannot  be.     So  I  sit  still, 
And  let  the  htiaTmnn  shif^  his  little  sail,  ' 
His  sail  so  forked  and  «>  swallow-like  ' 
Well-pleased  wiih  all  tlmt  comes.    The  niomil«« 
PUys  on  my  cheek  how  Kon,ly,  Oii.ging  round 
A  silvery  gleau. :  aid  now  lUc  p.^nflc  mists 
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.  emtain;  now  die  nin  kmkioiit, 
tiflowing  with  his  glonona  lighl 
»  ampihitlMatre  of  monntaini ; 
ippear  as  on  a  phosphor-sea 
M  barks,  fivMn  Milan,  fh>m  PftTia ; 
Qg  up,  some  down,  and  some  at  anchoTy 
dading  at  ttaX  small  port-town 
promontory — its  tall  tower 
Bbftt  roofik,  just  sudi  as  Pouarin  drew, 
a  sun-beam  slanting  through  a  cloud ; 
e  scene,  ghttering  and  full  of  life, 
ed  by  reflection. 

What  delight, 
ng  a  sojourn  in  the  wild, 
ice  more  the  sounds  of  che«f ul  labor ! 
i  dime  like  this  where  are  they  not  f 
shores,  among  the  hills  't  is  now 
ly  of  the  Vintage ;  all  ateoad, 
he  young  and  of  the  gentler  sex, 
ithering ;  all  among  the  vines, 
tie  ladder,  and  some  underneath, 
ir  baskets  of  green  wicker>worit, 
ly  a  canzonet  and  froUc  laug^ 
ogh  the  leaves ;  the  vines  in  li^  fiBStooos 
to  tree,  the  trees  in  avenues, 
avenue  a  cover'd  walk, 
1  black  clusters.    T  is  enough  to  make 
tan  merry,  the  benevolent  one 
tean — so  general  is  the  joy ! 
and  down  the  cliffi,  over  the  lake, 
n^lrawn,  and  pannier'd  mules  are  seen, 
h  grapes,  and  dropping  rosy  wine. 

■eoeived  from  thee,  Filippo  Mori, 
Me  courtesies  so  sweet,  so  rare ! 
I  rambled  through  thy  vineyard-ground 
l-«ide,  thou  sent'st  thy  little  son, 
nth  a  bunch  almost  as  big  as  he, 
t  on  the  stranger. 

May  thy  vats 
tnd  he,  thy  willing  gifl-bearer, 
oome  ere-long  himself  a  giver; 
e  time,  when  thou  art  full  of  honor, 
of  thine  old  age ! 

In  a  strange  land 
pi,  however  trifling,  reach  the  heart, 
gfa  the  heart  the  head,  clearing  away 
w  notions  that  grow  up  at  home, 
sir  place  grafting  Good-Will  to  All. 
fbuikd  it  so ;  nor  less  at  eve, 
den  as  an  Elnglish  traveller 

*  m  little  boat  that  gave  me  chase 

md  sail,  as  homeward-bound  I  cross'd 
f  Tramexzine),  right  readily 
y  prow  and  ibllow'd,  landing  soon 
pa  of  purest  marble  met  the  wave ; 
rou^  the  trellises  and  oorridcns, 
came  as  frcH^^Ajinida's  palace, 
enchantment  o'er  the  woods,  the  watem ; 
gh  a  bright  pavilion,  bright  as  day, 
h  as  hen  were  flitting,  lost  among 

*  ok!  in  sober  pomp  swept  by, 
lorn  die  triumphs  and  the  fefU^ 

r  CAgliari ;  (16)  where  the  world  danced 
starry  sky,  while  I  looked  on, 
listening,  quafling  gramolata,  (17) 

E2 


And  reading,  in  die  eyes  diat  sparkled  roinid* 
The  thonsand  love^venturea  written  therew 

Can  I  finget — no^  never,  such  a  scene 
So  full  of  witchery!   Night  linger^  still, 
When,  vrith  a  dying  brem,  1 1^  Bellaggk>; 
But  the  strain  fbUow'd  me ;  and  still  I  saw 
Thy  smile,  Angelica;  and  still  I  heard 
Thy  voice— <moe  and  again  bidding  adieu. 

vni. 

BERGAMO. 

Thk  song  was  one  that  1  had  heard  befixe^ 
But  where  I  knew  not   It  inclined  to  sadnese; 
And,  turning  round  from  the  delicious  fare 
My  landlord's  little  daughter,  Barbara, 
Had  from  her  apron  just  roU'd  out  befcwe  met, 
Figs  and  rock-meloD»— at  the  door  I  saw 
Two  boys  of  Uvely  aspect    Peasant>like 
They  were,  and  poorly  clad,  but  not  unskill'd ; 
With  their  small  voices  and  an  old  guitar 
Winning  their  masy  piQgross  to  my  heart 
In  that,  the  only  universal  language. 
But  soon  they  dianged  die  measure,  entering  OD 
A  pleasant  dialogue  of  sweet  and  sour, 
A  war  of  words,  and  waged  vrith  looks  and  gestural 
Between  Trappanti  and  his  ancient  dame, 
Mona  Lncilia.    To  and  fro  it  went ; 
While  many  a  titter  on  the  stairs  was  heard. 
And  Barbara's  among  them. 

When  't  was  done, 
Their  dark  eym  fladi'd  no  longer,  yet,  metfaoogfat 
In  many  a  glance  as  from  the  soul,  expnas'd 
Mate  than  enou^  to  serve  them.    Far  or  near. 
Few  let  them  pass  unnoticed ;  and  there  was  not 
A  mother  round  about  for  many  a  league, 
But  could  repeat  their  stoiy.    Twins  they  were. 
And  orphans,  as  I  learnt,  cast  on  the  world ; 
Their  parents  lost  in  the  old  ferry-boat 
That  three  yean  since,  last  Martinmas,  went  dowa 
Crossing  the  tough  Penacus.* 

May  they  live 
Blameless  and  happy — ^rich  they  cannot  be, 
Like  him  who,  in  die  days  of  ftfinstrelsy,  (18) 
Came  in  a  beggar's  weeds  to  Petrarch's  door. 
Crying  without  " Give  me  a  lay  to  sing!" 
And  soon  in  silk  (such  then  the  power  of  song) 
Retom'd  to  thank  him ;  or  like  him,  wayworn 
And  lost  who,  by  the  foaming  Adigd 
Descending  from  the  Tyrol,  as  night  feU, 
Knook'd  at  a  city-gate  near  the  hill-loot 
The  gate  that  bore  so  kmg,  sculptured  in  itaOB, 
An  eagle  on  a  ladder,  and  at  once 
Found  welcome— nightly  in  the  banner'd  hall 
Tuning  his  harp  to  tales  of  Chivalry 
Before  the  great  Mastino,  (19)  and  his  guests. 
The  three-and-twenty,  by  some  adverse  fortune, 
By  war  or  treason  or  domestic  malice,  ^ 

Ref\  of  their  kingly  crowns,  red  of  their  all»^ 
And  living  on  his  bounty. 

But  who  now 
Enten  the  chamber,  fburishing  a  scroll 
In  his  right  hand,  his  left  at  every  step 
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Brariiiiig  the  floor  with  what  was  onoe  a  hat 
Of  eefemaoy.    Glidmg  on.  he  cooieo, 
Sbpriiod,  ongailer'd ;  hit  long  suit  of  black 
Dingr  and  threadbare,  though  renew'd  in  paldMB 
Till  it  hat  ahnoat  oeaaed  to  be  the  old  one. 
At  leqgth  arrived,  and  with  a  ahmg  diat  pleada 
"Tis  my  neoeaaityr  he  stopa  and  apeaka. 
Screwiqg  a  smile  into  hia  dinnerlea 


"  1  am  a  Poet,  Signor : — give  me  leave 
To  bid  yon  welcome.  Tlioagfa  yon  ahhnk  from  notice. 
The  splendor  of  your  name  baa  gone  before  yoa ; 
And  Italy  from  aea  to  aea  rejoicea, 
As  well  indeed  she  may !    Bat  I  tran^graa : 
I  too  have  known  the  wei^^  of  praiae,  and  oqg^ 
To  spare  another." 

Saying  80^  he  laid 
His  sonnet,  an  impromptn,  on  my  table. 
And  bow*d  and  left  me ;  in  his  hoUow  hand 
Recaving  my  small  tribute,  a  secchino, 
Unoonacioaaly,  as  docton  do  their  fees. 

My  omelet,  and  a  flagon  of  hill-wine, 
**  The  very  best  in  Bergamof'  had  kng 
Fled  from  all  eyea ;  or,  like  the  young  Gil  Btaa 
De  Santillane,  I  had  perhaps  beoi  seen 
Bartering  my  bread  aid  salt  for  empty  praise. 

DL 

ITALY. 

Am  I  in  Italy?  Is  this  the  Mindua t 
Are  dnae  the  distant  tnrreti  of  Verona  f 
And  diall  I  sup  where  Juliet  at  the  Maaqoe  (20) 
Saw  her  loved  Montague,  and  now  sleeps  by  himt 
Sodi  questions  hourly  do  I  ask  myself;  (21) 
And  not  a  finger-post  by  the  road-side 
**  To  Blantua'* — **  Tb  Ferrara"— but  exdtea 
and  doubt,  and  selfcongiatnlatinn. 


O  Italy,  how  beautiful  dwu  ait! 
Tet  I  could  weep— for  thou  art  lying,  alas! 
Low  in  the  dust ;  and  they  who  come,  admire  diee 
As  we  admire  the  beautiful  in  death. 
Thine  was  a  dangerous  gift,  the  gift  of  Beaoty. 
Would  thou  hadst  leas,  or  wert  as  oooe  dwu  wast. 
Inspiring  awe  in  those  who  now  eualave  diee! 
— But  why  despair?  Twice  hast  thou  lived  already. 
Twice  dune  among  the  nationa  of  the  worid,  (22) 
As  the  sun  shines  among  the  lesser  lights 
Of  heaven ;  and  dialt  again.    The  hour  diall  come. 
When  they  who  think  to  bind  the  ediereal  spirit. 
Who,  like  the  eagle  cowering  o'er  his  prey. 
Watch  with  quick  eye,  and  strike  and  strike  again 
If  but  a  sinew  vibrate,  shall  coofeai 
llieir  wiadom  folly.    Even  now  dte  flame 
Bnrsli  forth  where  once  it  burnt  so  gforiooaly. 
And,  dyin^  lefi  a  splendor  like  the  day. 
That  m^^  day  diffused  itaelC  and  stiU 
BkaseajBa  earth — the  li|^  of  geniaa,  viitne, 
Greatneai  in  thought  and  act,  contempt  of  death, 
Godlike  example.    £choea  that  have  alept 
Smce  Adiens,  Lacednnon,  were  dieniaelvea. 
Since  men  invoked  "By  Thoae  in  Maralhm!* 
Awake  aki«  the  iEgean;  and  the  dead. 
They  of  that  sacred  shive,  have  heard  the  call. 


And  duoo^  die  lanka,  from  vring  to 
BAoving  as  once  diey  wfre    ifftiiadof 
Breathing  defibente  valor. 

X. 

OOLL'ALTO. 


In  this  negieeted  mirror  (23)  (the  broad 
Of  masrive  silver  serves  to  testify 
Thatiaany  a  noble  matron  of  the  booae 
Haa  sate  before  it)  once,  alaa,  was  seen 
What  led  to  many  sorrows    From  that 
The  bat  came  hither  for  a  aleeping-plaoe ; 
And  he,  who  cuned  another  in  his  heart. 
Said,  "Be  thy  dwelling  through  the  day,  the 
Shnnn'd  like  Coa'alto.**    T  was  in  that  old  CMK 
Which  flanks  the  diff  vrith  its  grey  battlemenb 
Flung  here  and  there,  and,  like  an  eagle's  nea^ 
Hangs  in  the  Trevisan,  that  thus  the  Steward, 
Shating  his  locks,  die  few  that  Time  had  left 
Addiess'd  me,  as  we  enter'd  what  waa  call'd 
"  My  Latfy'a  Chamber.'*    On  the  walla,  the 
Much  jret  ranain*d  ai  the  rich  tapertry ; 
Modi  of  the  adventures  of  Sir  Tancelot 
In  the  green  glades  of  aome  enchanted 
The  toilet-table  was  of  massive  alver, 
Florentine  Art,  when  Florence  waa  lenown'd ; 
A  gay  confusion  of  the  elemetrts, 
Dcdphins  and  boys,  and  sheUs  and  fhuta  and  i 
And  from  the  ceiling,  in  his  gilded  cage. 
Hung  a  small  bird  of  curious  workmanship^ 
That,  when  his  MisiresB  bade  him,  would  unfold 
(So  said  at  least  the  babWi^  Dame,  TradiiioD) 
His  emerald-wings,  and  sing  and  sing  again  . 

The  song  that  pleased  her.  While  I  stood  and  looML  j 
A  gleam  oC  day  yet  lingering  in  the  West, 
Tlie  Steward  went  on. 

"  aie  had  (*t  is  now  kxv 
A  gentle  serving-maid,  the  foir  Cristina. 
Fair  as  a  lily,  and  as  spotless  too ; 
None  so  admired,  beloved.    They  had  grown  ap 
As  play-fellowB ;  and  some  there  were,  who  aaU^ 
Some  who  knew  much,  discouriing  of  Cristina, 
*  She  is  not  what  she  seems.'    When  unrequired^' 
She  would  steal  forth ;  her  custom,  her  ddight. 
To  wander  through  and  through  an  anaent  grovt 
Self-planted  half-way  down,  losing  heiaelf 
Like  one  in  love  with  sadness ;  and  her  vefl 
And  vesture  white,  seen  ever  in  that  place. 
Ever  as  surely  as  the  boors  came  niund. 
Among  those  reverend  trees,  gave  her  below 
The  name  of  The  White  Lady.    But  the  ^ 
Is  gone,  and  I  delay  you. 

In  that  chair 
The  Countess,  as  it  might  be  now,  u-bs  nvk^t 
Her  gentle  serving-maid,  the  fair  Cristina, 
Combing  her  gdden  hair ;  and,  through  this  doer 
The  Count,  her  lord,  was  bag^ming,  call'd  aw^ 
By  letters  of  great  urgmcy  to  Venice ; 
When  in  the  glass  she  saw,  as  she  believed, 
(T  waa  an  flluaion  o£  the  E\'il  Spirit — 
Some  aay  he  ame  and  croes'd  it  at  the  ioatant) 
A  smile,  a  glAce  at  parting,  given  and  answered. 
That  tnm'd  her  bkiod  to  gall.    That  very  night 
The  deed  waa  done.   That  night,  ere  yet  the 
Was  up  OQ  Bfoote  Calvo,  and  the  wxdf 
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M  Still  he  does  (oft  do  I  hear  him, 
r  and  more  by  the  old  turret-clock), 
d  her  ibrth,  the  unhappy  lost  Cristina, 
I  her  down  in  her  distress — to  die. 

blood  was  spilt;  no  instrument  of  death 
—or  stood  fiNTth,  declaring  its  bad  purpose ; 
s  a  hair  of  her  unblemish'd  head 
that  hour.  Fresh  as  a  flower  ungather'd, 
inn  with  life,  her  youthful  pulses  playing, 
s  wall'd  up  within  the  Castle-wall.  (24) 
dl  itself  was  hoUow'd  to  receive  her; 
iosed  again,  and  done  to  line  and  rule, 
yoa  descend  and  see  it  ? — T  is  far  down ; 
mj  a  stair  is  gone.  T  is  in  a  vault 
the  Chapel :  and  there  nightly  now, 
le  narrow  niche,  when  smooth  and  fiur, 
though  nothing  had  been  done  or  thought  aC, 
oe-work  rose  before  her,  till  the  light 
gr*d  and  went — there,  nightly,  at  that  hour 
ul«,  and  would  it  were  an  idle  tale ! 
we  could  say  so !)  at  that  hour  she  stands 
ring— 4ier  eyes  uplifted,  and  her  hands 
a  in  prayer ;  then,  like  a  Blessed  Soul 
I  the  tnnb,  springs  forward,  and  away 
fr  the  woods,  the  roountaftis.  Issuing  forth,  (25) 
Qter  meets  her  in  his  hunting  track ; 
•pherd  <m  the  heath,  starting,  exclaims 
1  she  bean  the  iinrae  she  bore  of  old) 
le  White  LadyT 

XI. 

VENICE. 

IS  is  a  glorious  City  in  the  Sea. 
a  it  in  the  broad,  the  narrow  streets, 
and  flovdng ;  and  the  aali  sea-weed 
Id  the  marble  of  her  palaces. 
'k  of  men,  no  footsteps  to  and  fro, 
»  her  gates.  The  path  lies  o'er  the  Sea, 
e;  and  from  the  land  we  went, 
floating  City — steering  in, 
ding  up  her  streets  as  in  a  dream, 
oddy,  silently — by  many  a  dome 
^4ike,  and  many  a  stalely  portico, 
itoes  ranged  along  an  azure  sky ; 
tf  a  pile  in  more  than  Eastern  splendor, 
the  residence  of  merchant-kings ; 
ots  of  some,  though  Time  had  shattcr'd  them, 
ywiog  with  the  richest  hues  of  art,  (26) 
igh  the  wealth  within  them  had  run  o'er. 

tittr  I  came,  and  iix  a  wondrous  Ark, 

lot^  befi>re  we  slipt  our  cable,  rang 

li  the  vcNces  of  all  living  things) 

^ua,  where  the  stars  are,  night  by  night, 

d  fiom  the  top  of  an  old  dungeon-tower, 

e  bkxid  ran  onc^the  tower  of  Ezzelin — (27) 

he  watch'd  themrwhen  he  read  his  fate 

odder'd.  But  of  him  I  thought  not  then, 

'  his  horoscope ;  far,  far  from  me 

tm  of  Guilt  and  Fear ;  though  some  were 

there,  • 

■mong  us  round  the  calnn-board, 

vho, like  him,1uid  cried,  *<  Spill  Mood  enough!" 

ndd  shake  kmg  at  shadows.  They  had  jikfd 

ptrli  at  Ptidaa,  and  were  now  returning; 


A  vagrant  crew,  and  carelen  of  to-morrow,  (28) 

Careless  and  full  of  mirth.   Who,  in  that  quaver. 

Sings  **  Caro,  Caro  7" — T  is  the  Prima  Donna, 

And  to  her  monkey,  smiling  in  his  face, 

Who,  as  transported,  cries,  **  Bmva !  Anoora  7" 

T  is  a  grave  personage,  an  old  macaw, 

Perch'd  on  her  shoulder.   But  maik  him  who  leaps 

Ashore,  and  with  a  shout  urges  along 

The  lagging  mules ;  (29)  then  runs  and  climbs  a  tree 

That  with  its  branches  overhangs  the  stream. 

And,  like  an  acorn,  drops  on  deck  again. 

'T  is  he  who  speaks  not,  stirs  not,  but  we  laugh ; 

That  child  of  fun  and  frolic,  Arlecchina  (30) 

And  mark  their  Poet — with  what  emphasis 

He  fffompts  the  young  Soubrette,  conning  her  part ! 

Her  tongue  plays  truant,  and  he  raps  his  box, 

And  prompts  i^ain ;  for  ever  looking  round 

As  if  in  search  of  subjects  for  his  wit. 

His  satire ;  and  as  oflen  whispering 

Things,  though  unheard,  not  unimaginable. 

Had  I  thy  pencil,  Crabbe  (when  thou  hast  done, — 
Late  may  it  be — ^it  will,  like  Prosperous  stafi) 
Be  buried  fifty  fathoms  in  the  earth), 
1  would  portray  the  Italian — Now  I  cannot 
Subtle,  discerning,  eloquent,  the  slave 
Of  Love,  of  Hate,  for  ever  in  extremes ; 
Gentle  when  improvoked,  easily  won. 
But  quick  in  quarrel — through  a  thousand  shades 
His  spirit  flits,  chameleon-like ;  and  mocks 
The  eye  of  the  observer. 

Gliding  on, 
At  length  we  leave  the  river  for  the  sea. 
At  length  a  voice  aloft  proclaims  "  Veneria!" 
And,  as  call'd  forth,  it  comes. 

A  few  in  fear. 
Flying  away  from  him  whose  boast  it  was,' 
That  the  gross  grew  not  where  his  horse  had  trod. 
Gave  birth  to  Venice.    Like  the  water-fowl, 
They  built  their  nests  among  the  ocean- waves ; 
And,  where  the  sands  were  shifling,  as  the  wind 
Blew  from  the  north,  the  south ;  where  they  that 

came. 
Had  to  make  sure  the  ground  they  stood  upon. 
Rose,  like  an  exhalation,  from  the  deep, 
A  vast  Metropolis,  (31)  ynth  glittering  spires. 
With  theatres,  basilicas  adom'd ; 
A  scene  of  light  and  glory,  a  dominion. 
That  has  endured  the  longest  among  men. 

And  whence  the  talisman,  by  which  she  rose, 
Towering  f  T  was  found  there  in  the  barren  sea. 
Want  led  to  Enterprise ;  and,  far  or  near. 
Who  met  not  the  Venetian  ? — now  m  Cairo; 
Ere  yet  the  Califa  came,  (32)  listening  to  hear 
Its  biells  approaching  from  the  Red-Sea  coast ; 
Now  on  the  Euxine,  on  the  Sea  of  Aisoi^i, 
In  converse  with  the  Persian,  with  the  Russ, 
The  Tartar ;  on  his  lowly  deck  receiving    j|^ 
Pearls  from  the  gulf  of  Ormus,  gems  from  Bigdad ; 
Eyes  brighter  yet,  that  shed  the  light  of  love, 
From  Georgia,  from  Circassia.  Wandering  round. 
When  in  the  rich  bazaar  he  saw,  displayed. 
Treasures  from  unknown  climes,  away  he  went. 
And,  travelling  slowly  upward,  drew  ere-long 
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From  the  weU4«ad,  lupplying  all  below ; 
Makiiig  the  Imperial  City  of  the  £ast, 
HertcLQ  his  tribaiary. 

If  we  turn 
To  the  black  foresti  of  the  Rhine,  the  Danube, 
Where  o*er  each  narrow  glen  a  castle  hangs. 
And,  like  the  wolf  that  hunger'd  at  his  door. 
The  baron  lived  by  rapine — there  we  meet. 
In  warlike  guise,  the  Camvan  from  Venice ; 
When  on  its  march,  now  lost  and  now  emerging, 
A  glittering  file,  the  trumpet  heard,  the  scout 
Sent  and  recall'd — but  at  a  city-gate 
All  gaiety,  and  look'd  for  ere  it  comes ; 
Winning  its  way  with  all  that  can  attract. 
Cages,  whence  every  wild  cry  of  the  desert. 
Jugglers,  stage-dalioers.  Well  might  Charlemain, 
And  his  brave  peers,  each  with  his  visor  up^ 
On  their  long  lances  lean  and  gaze  awhile. 
When  the  Venetian  to  their  eyes  diMdosed 
The  Wonders  of  the  East !  Well  might  they  then 
Sigh  for  new  Conquests ! 

Thus  did  Venice  rise. 
Thus  flourish,  till  the  unwelcome  tidings  came. 
That  in  the  Tagus  had  arrived  a  fleet 
From  India,  from  the  region  of  the  Sun, 
Fragrant  with  spices— that  a  way  was  found, 
A  channel  open'd,  and  the  golden  stream 
Tura'd  to  enrich  another.  Then  she  felt 
Her  strength  departing,  and  at  last  she  fell. 
Fell  in  an  instant,  blotted  out  and  razed ; 
She  vrho  had  stood  yet  longer  than  the  longest 
Of  the  Four  Kingdoms— >who,  as  in  an  Ark, 
Had  floated  down,  amid  a  thousand  i^Tecks, 
Uninjured,  from  the  Old  World  to  the  New, 
From  the  last  trace  of  civilized  life — ^to  where 
Light  shone  again,  and  with  unclouded  splendor. 

Though  many  an  age  in  the  mid-sea  She  dwelt. 
From  her  retreat  calmly  contemplating 
The  changes  of  the  E^h,  henolf  unchanged. 
Before  her  poss'd,  as  in  an  a\^-ful  dream. 
The  mightiest  of  the  mighty.   What  are  these. 
Clothed  in  their  purple  ?  O'er  the  globe  they  fling 
Their  monstrous  shadows ;  and,  while  yet  we  speak, 
Phantom-like,  vanish  with  a  dreadful  scream ! 
What — but  the  last  that  styled    themselves    the 

Cosars? 
And  who  in  long  array  (look  where  they  come ; 
Their  gestures  menacing  so  far  and  wide) 
Wear  the  green  turban  and  the  heron's  plume  ? 
Who— but  the  Caliphs  ?  followed  fost  ly  shapes 
As  new  and  strange— Emperor,  and  King,  and  Catf, 
And  Soldan,  each,  with  a  gigantic  stride. 
Trampling  on  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace 
To  make  his  greatness  greater,  and  inscribe 
His  name  in  blood— some,  men  of  steel,  steel-clad ; 
Others,  nor  long,  alas,  the  interval. 
In  light  and  gay  attire,  with  brow  serene 
WiekUy  Jove's  thunder,  scattering  sulphurous  fire 
MingldT^-ith  darkness ;  and,  among  the  rest, 
Lo,  oifi»  by  one,  passing  continually, 
HiOBe  who  assume  a  sway  beyond  them  aU ; 
Men  grey  with  age,  each  in  a  triple  crown. 
And  in  his  tremulous  hands  grasping  the  keys 
lliat  can  alone,  as  he  would  signify, 
Unlm^  Heaven's  gate. 


xn. 

LUIGI. 

He  who  is  on  his  travels  and  loves 
Ease  and  companionship,  should  hire  a  yaaxh. 
Such  as  thou  wert,  Luigi.   Thee  I  found. 
Playing  at  Mora  (33)  on  the  cabin-roof 
With  Puldnella-— crying,  as  in  wrath, 
"^Tre!  Quattro!  Cinque!" — 'tis  a  game  to  striks 
Fire  from  the  coldest  heart  What  then  (hm  iUmF 
And,  ere  the  twentieth  throw,  I  had  resolved. 
Won  by  thy  looks.  Thou  wert  an  honest  lad ; 
Wert  generous,  grateful,  not  without  ambition. 
Had  it  depended  on  thy  will  and  pleasure. 
Thou  wouldst  have  number'd  in  thy  fomily 
At  least  six  Doges  and  twelve  ProcurBlon.(^ 
But  that  was  not  to  be.  In  thee  I  saw 
The  last  of  a  long  line  of  Carbonari, 
Who  in  their  forest,  for  three  hundred  yean^ 
Had  lived  and  labor'd,  cutting,  charring  wood ; 
Discovering  where  they  were,  to  those  astray. 
By  the  re-ednang  stroke,  the  crash,  the  foU» 
Or  the  blue  wreath  that  travell'd  slowly  up 
Into  the  sky.  Thy  nobler  destinies 
Led  thee  away  to  jostle  in  the  crowd ; 
And  there  I  found  thee — ^by  thy  own  prescripliaB* 
Crossing  the  sea  to  try  once  more  a  change 
Of  air  and  diet,  landing  and  as  gaily. 
Near  the  Dc^ana-— on  the  Great  Csoal, 
As  though  thou  knewest  where  to  dine  and  sleeps 

First  didst  thou  practise  patience  in  Bologna, 
Serving  behind  a  Cardinal's  gouty  chair. 
Laughing  at  jests  that  were  no  laughing  matter; 
Then  teach  the  Art  to  others  in  Fenrara 
— .\t  the  Three  Moors— «s  Guide,  as  Ciceraii»— 
Dealing  out  largely  in  exchange  for  yence 
Thy  scraiw  of  knowledge — through  Uie  gnmy 
Leading,  explaining — pointing  to  the  ban 
Of  Tasso's  dungeon,  and  the  Latin  verse. 
Graven  in  the  stone,  that  yet  denotes  the  door 
Of  Ariosto. 

Many  a  yeu  is  gone  .' 

Since  on  the  Rhine  we  parted ;  yet,  methinki,       ^ 
I  can  recall  thee  to  the  life,  Luigi ; 
In  our  l(Mig  journey  ever  by  my  side,  j 

O'er  rough  and  smooth,  o'er  apennine. 
Thy  locks  jet4)lack.  and  clustering  round  a 
Open  as  day  and  full  of  manly  daring. 
Thou  hadst  a  hand,  a  heart  for  all  that  came. 
Herdsman  or  pedlar,  monk  or  muleteer ; 
And  few  there  were,  that  met  ihee  not  with  8miki> 
Mishap  pass'd  o'er  thee  like  a  summer-cloud. 
Cares  thou  hadst  none ;  and  they,  who  stood  to  hssr 

thee, 
Caught  the  infection  and  forgot  their  own. 
Nature  conceived  thee  in  her  merriest  mood. 
Her  happiest— not  a  speck  was  in  the  sky  ; 
And  at  thy  birth  the  cricks  chirp'd,  Luigi, 
Thine  a  perpetual  voice — at  every  turn 
A  larum  to  the  echo.   In  a  clime. 
Where  all  the  world  was  gay,  thou  wert  the  gayest. 
And  like  a  babe,  hush'd  only  by  thy  slurabeis. 
Up  hill  and  doi%Ti,  morning  and  noon  and  night, 
&nging  or  talking ;  singing  to  thyself 
When  none  gave  ear,  but  to  the  listener  talkii«. 
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xm. 

ST.  BIARK'S  PLACE. 

OvB  how  iiMiiy  tmcti,  ▼■tt,  ineMimlflH, 
Miqf  fiom  daj  to  day,  from  year  to  year, 
Ami,  fliTa  now  and  then  a  cloud,  a  meteor, 
AftaUi'd  ea^e  ranging  for  hit  pray; 
WkQe  on  dus  spot  of  earth,  the  work  of  man, 
Bttw math  has  been  trumctod!  Emperon,  Popei, 
Wuiian,  from  fiur  and  wide,  laden  with  spoil, 
TaniHn^  have  here  perfiwm'd  their  several  parti, 
Hisn  left  the  stage  to  othen.    Not  a  stone 
h  the  broad  pavement,  but  to  him  who  has 
An  sye^  an  ear  fcr  the  Inanimate  World, 
TUk  of  FlMt  Agea. 

In  that  temple-porch 
(ThB  fanss  is  gone,  the  porphjrry  remains),  (35) 
Did  Barfaarosn  fling  his  mande  oB^ 
And,  kneeling,  on  his  neck  receive  the  foot 
Of  the  prond  I\)nti£r(36>— thus  at  last  consoled 
For  flight,  disguise,  and  many  an  aguiih  shake 
Oki  kia  stone  pillow.    In  that  temple-porch. 
Old  aa  he  was,  so  near  his  hundredth  year. 
And  bUnd — his  eyes  pot  out— did  Dandolo 
ftand  ftrth,  displaying  on  his  ducal  crown 
Tte  cfosi  juat  then  a«umed  at  the  high  altar. 
TWre  did  he  stand,  erect,  invincible, 
nongh  wan  his  cheeks,  and  wet  with  many  tears. 
For  in  his  prayers  he  had  been  weeping  maeh ; 
And  now  the  pilgrims  and  the  people  wept 
With  admiratian,  sasring  in  their  hearts, 
"Sorely  those  aged  limbs  have  need  of  rest! " 
—There  did  he  stand,  with  his  old  armor  on, 
£re,  gonfidon  in  hand,  that  stream'd  aloft, 
Aa  consdous  of  its  gloiious  destiny, 
j[4»  soon  to  float  o'er  mosque  and  minaret, 
Ba  sail'd  away,  five  hundred  gallant  ships, 
Their  lofty  sides  hung  with  emUaaon'd  shields, 
Nlorwiag  his  track  to  Glory.    He  returned  not ; 
Stt  of  his  trophies  four  arrived  ere-long, 
,Jtm0dk*d  fiom  destruction — the  four  steeds  divine, 
^"Ihtf  Birikethe  ground,  resounding  with  their  foot,  (37) 

ftom  their  nostrils  snort  ethereal  flame 
^Of«r  that  very  portal — in  the  place 
Where  hi  an  afteMime  Petrarch  was  seen 
flbiing  beade  die  Doge,  on  his  right  hand. 
Amid  die  ladies  of  the  court  of  Venice, 
Their  beauty  shaded  from  the  setting  sun 
%  mmny-CBiofd  hangings ;  while,  beneath, 
Kaighli  of  an  nations,  some  from  merry  England,  (38) 
Their  kmoea  in  the  res^  diarged  for  the  prise. 

Here,  among  odier  pageants,  and  how  oft 
It  came,  as  if  returning  to  console 
llie  least,  instruct  the  greateet,  did  the  Doge, 
IEmssIC  go  round,  bcwne  through  the  gazing  crowd. 
Ones  in  a  chair  of  state,  once  on  his  bier. 
Tktf  were  his  firet  appearance,  and  hie  last 

The  sea,  dmt  emblem  of  uncertainty, 
Chaufid  not  ao  fost  for  many  and  many  an  age, 
Ai  te  mall  spot    IVvday 't  was  full  of  i 
And  k^  dM  —dnesB  of  die  Camivi],  (89) 
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The  monk,  the  nun,  the  holy  legato  mrek'd ! 
To^norrow  came  the  scaflbld  ai^  the  heads^nm ; 
And  he  died  there  by  torch-light,  bound  and  gagg'c^ 
Whose  name  and  crime  they  knew  not  Underneath 
Where  the  Archangel,  turning  vdth  the  wind, 
Blesses  the  City  from  the  topmost-tower. 
His  arms  extended— there  continually 
Two  phantom-shapes  were  sitting,  side  by  side, 
Qr  up,  and,  as  in  sport  chasing  each  other ; 
Horror  and  Mirth.    Both  vanish'd  in  one  hour! 
But  Ocean  only,  when  again  he  claims 
His  ancient  rule,  shall  wash  away  their  footrteps. 

Enter  the  Palace  by  the  marble  stairs  * 
Down  which  the  grizzly  head  of  old  Faliero 
Roll'd  from  the  block.  (40)  Pan  onward  through  the 

Chamber, 
Where,  among  all  drawn  in  their  ducal  robes. 
But  one  is  wanting — ^where,  thrown  off  in  heat 
A  short  inscription  on  the  Doge's  chair 
Led  to  another  on  the  wall  yet  shorter ;  (41) 
And  thou  wilt  track  them — wilt  from  halls  of  state, 
Where  kings  have  feasted,  and  the  festal  song 
Rung  through  the  fretted  rooi^  cedar  and  gold. 
Step  into  darkness ;  and  be  told,  **  T  was  here. 
Trusting,  deceived,  assembled  but  to  die. 
To  take  a  long  embrace  and  part  again, 
Carrara  and  his  valiant  sons  were  strangled ; 
He  first— then  they,  whose  only  crime  1^  beoi 
Struggling  to  save  their  Father. — ^Through  that  door. 
So  soon  to  cry,  smiting  his  brow,  *'  I  'm  lost !  ** 
Was  shown,  and  with  all  courtesy,  all  honor. 
The  great  and  noble  captain,  Cannagnola. — (43) 
That  deep  descent  (thou  canst  not  yet  discern 
Aught  as  it  is)  leads  to  the  dripping  vaults 
Under  the  flood,  where  light  and  warmth  came  never! 
Leads  to  a  cover'd  Bridge,  the  Bridge  of  Si^is ;  ^'a 

And  to  that  fotal  closet  at  the  foot 
Lurking  for  prey,  which,  when  a  victim  «iter*d. 
Grew  less  and  less,  contracting  to  a  span ; 
An  iron  door,  urged  onward  by  a  screw. 
Forcing  out  life. — ^But  let  us  to  the  roof^ 
And,  when  thou  hast  surveyed  the  sea,  the  land. 
Visit  the  narrow  cells  that  cluster  there. 
As  in  a  place  of  tombs.    They  had  their  tenants. 
And  each  supplied  with  suflerings  of  his  own. 
There  burning  suns  beat  unrelentingly, 
Turning  all  things  to  dust  and  scorching  up 
The  brain,  till  l^ason  fled,  and  the  wikl  yell 
And  wilder  laugh  burst  out  on  every  side. 
Answering  each  other  as  in  mockery ! 
— Few  Houses  of  the  siae  were  better  fill'd ; 
Thou^  many  came  and  left  it  in  an  hour. 
**  Most  nights,"  so  said  the  good  old  Nicolo 
(For  three-and-thirty  yean  his  uncle  kept 
The  Watergate  below,  but  seldom  spoke, 
Though  much  was  on  his  mind),  *'  most  nights  arrived 
The  prison-boat  that  boat  with  many  oars. 
And  bore  away  as  to  the  Lower  World, 
Disburdening  in  the  Canal  Or&no,  (43) 
That  drowning-place,  where  never  net  was  thiowit 
Summer  or  Winter,  death  the  penalty ; 
And  iTidiere  a  secret  once  deposited, 
Lqiilill  the  waters  should  give  up  their  dead." 
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Yet  what  so  f^ny  an  Venice  ?    Every  gale 
Breathed  heavenly  iiiiiBic!  and  who  flock'd  not  thitlier 
To  celebrate  her  Nuptials  with  the  Sea  7 
To  wear  the  maKk,  and  mingle  in  the  crowd 
With  Greek,  Armenian,  Persian — night  and  day 
(There,  and  (hero  only,  did  the  hour  stand  still) 
Pursuing  through  her  tliousand  labyrinths 
The  Euchantrew  Pleasure ;  realizing  dreams 
The  earUest,  hapfnest — ^for  a  talo  to  catch 
Credaknis  ears,  aiid  hold  young  hearts  in  chains. 
Had  only  to  begin,  "  There  Uved  in  Venice  " — 

**  Who  were  the  Six  wo  supp'd  with  yestemight?"(44) 
'*  Kings,  one  and  all !  Thou  conldst  not  but  remark 
The  style  and  manner  of  the  Six  that  served  them." 

"  Who  answer'd  me  just  now  ?  (45)  Who,  when  I  said, 
*  T  is  nine,'  tum'd  round  and  said  so  solemnly, 
'  ^gnor,  he  died  at  nine! ' "-" T  was  the  Armenian; 
The  mask  that  follows  thee,  go  where  thou  wilt' 


But  broken  by  a  cloud.    The  wind  was  hurii'd. 
And  the  sea  mirror-like.     A  single  sephjrr 
Play'd  with  her  tresses,  and  drew  more  and  mom 
Her  veil  across  her  bosom. 

Longl  lay 
Contemi^ating  that  &ce  so  beautiful. 
That  rosy  mouth,  that  cheek  dimpled  widi 
That  neck  but  half-ooncealed,  whiter  than 
T  was  the  sweet  slumber  of  her  eariy  age. 
I  look'd  and  kwk'd,  and  felt  a  flush  of  joy 
I  would  expiess,  but  cannot 

Oftlwish'd 

Gently — ^by  stealth — to  dn^  asleep  myaeIC 
And  to  incline  yet  lower  that  sleep  miglit  oome; 
Oil  closed  my  eyes  as  in  fbigetfulness. 
T  was  all  in  vain.    Love  would  not  let 


f » 


**  But  who  stands  there,  alone  among  them  all  V\46) 
**  The  Cjqpriot     Ministers  from  foreign  courts 
Beset  his  doors,  long  ere  his  hour  of  rising ; 
His  the  Great  Secret!    Not  the  golden  house 
Of  Nero,  or  those  fabled  in  the  East 
As  wrought  by  magic,  half  so  rich  as  his ! 
Two  dogs,  coal-black,  in  collars  of  pure  gold, 
Walk  in  his  feotsteps — Who  but  his  familiars  ? 
He  casts  no  shadow,  nor  is  seen  to  smile ! " 

&idi  their  discourse.     Assembling  in  St  Mark's, 
All  Nations  met  as  on  enchanted  ground ! 

What  though  a  strange,  mysterious  Power  was  there. 
Moving  throughout  subtle,  invisible. 
And  universal  as  the  air  they  breathed ; 
A  Power  that  never  slumber'd,  never  pardon'd. 
All  eye,  all  ear,  nowhere  and  everjrwhere,  (47) 
Entering  the  closet  and  the  sanctuary. 
No  place  of  refuge  for  the  Doge  himself; 
Most  present  when  least  thought  of — nothing  dropt 
In  secret  when  the  heart  wns  on  the  lips. 
Nothing  in  feverish  sleep,  but  instantly 
Observed  and  judged — a  Power,  that  if  but  glanced  at 
In  casual  converse,  be  it  where  it  might. 
The  speaker  lower'd  at  once  tus  eyes,  his  voice, 
And  pointed  upward,  as  to  God  in  Heaven — 
What  though  that  Power  was  there,  he  who  Uved  thus, 
Pursuing  Pleasure,  lived  as  if  it  were  not 
But  let  him  in  the  midnight-air  indulge 
A  word,  a  thought  against  the  laws  of  Venice, 
And  in  that  hour  he  vanish 'd  from  the  earth ! 


XIV. 
THE  GONDOLA. 

BoT,  call  the  Gondola  ;  the  sun  is  set — 
It  came,  and  we  embark 'd ;  but  instantly. 
Though  she  had  stept  on  board  so  light  cf  loot, 
8o  light  of  heart  laughing  she  knew  not  why. 
Sleep  overcame  her ;  on  my  arm  she  slept        < 
From  time  to  time  I  H-aked  her ;  but  the  boat 
Rock'd  her  to  sleep  again. 

The  moon  was  up, 


But  how  delightful  •when  at  length  she  waked ! 
When,  her  light  hair  adjusting,  and  her  yefl 
So  rudely  scatter'd,  she  resumed  her  plaoe 
Beside  me ;  and,  as  gaily  as  before. 
Sitting  unconsciously  nearer  and  nearw» 
Pour'd  out  her  innocent  mind! 

So,  nor  longHKf^ 
Sung  a  Venetian :  and  his  lay  of  love,  (4Q) 
Dangerous  and  sweet  charm'd  Venice.   Aa  ftrae 
(Less  fortunate,  if  Love  be  Happiness) 
No  curtain  drawn,  no  pulse  beating  alann, 
I  went  alone  under  the  silent  moon ; 
Thy  place,  St  Mark,  thy  churches,  fmltt^^m. 
Guttering,  and  fitwt-Uke,  and  as  day  drew  an. 
Melting  away,  an  emUem  of  themMlvei. 

Those  porches  (49)  passed  through  wliidi  the  wate^ 
breeze' 
Plays,  though  no  longer  on  the  noble  foniM 
That  moved  there,  sable-vested — and  the  Quayy 
Silent  grass-grown — adventurer-like  I  lamich'd 
Into  the  deep,  ere4ong  discovering 
Isles  such  as  cluster  in  the  Southern  seaa. 
All  verdure.     Everywhere,  from  bush  and  brakc^ 
The  musky  odor  of  the  serpents  came ; 
Their  slimy  track  across  the  woodman's  path 
Bright  in  the  moonshine :  and,  as  round  I  went. 
Dreaming  of  Greece,  whither  the  waves  were  glidiii|^ 
I  listened  to  the  venerable  pines 
Then  in  close  converse;  (50)  and,  if  right  I  gne^'d, 
DeUvering  many  a  message  to  the  Winds 
In  secret  for  their  kindred  on  Mount  Ida. 

Nor  when  again  in  Venice,  when  again 
In  that  strange  place,  so  stirring  and  so  still. 
Where  nothing  comes  to  drown  the  human  voice 
But  miusic,  or  the  dashing  o^the  tide. 
Ceased  I  to  wander.     Now  a  Jessica 
Sung  to  her  lute,  her  signal  as  she  sate 
At  her  halfopen  window.    Then,  methought, 
A  serenade  broke  silence,  breathing  hope 
Through  walls  of  stone,  and  torturing  the  pfood  beait 
Of  some  Priuli.     Once,  we  could  not  err, 
(It  was  before  an  old  Palladian  house. 
As  between  night  and  day  we  floated  by), 
A  Gondolier  lay  singing;  and  he  sung. 
As  in  the  time  when  Venice  was  herself^  (51) 
Of  TiBcred  and  Erminia.    On  our  oars 
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Wt  mlad;  tad  die  Tene  wm  vene  divine ! 
We  eoeU  ■oC  err— Ferbe|»  he  wo  the  last — 
For  none  look  up  the  ■Umin,  none  amwer*d  him  { 
And  wfaeo  he  oeated,  he  Idft  upon  my  ear 
A  OMlhing  like  the  dying  yoice  of  Venice. 

At  iBOoo  went  down ;  and  nothing  now  ww  aeen 
fttre  here  and  there  the  lamp  of  a  Madonna, 
GZiBBtring— or  heard,  but  when  he  apoke,  who 

flood 
Orar  die  lantern  at  the  prow,  and  cried, 
l^miqg  the  corner  of  aome  reverend  pUe, 
Some  school  or  hoepiial  of  old  mown, 
nioQgh  haply  none  were  coming,  none  were  near, 
"FfMtim  or  ilnrkm"  * 

Bat  at  length  Night  fled ; 
And  with  her  fled,  aeattering,  the  wna  of  Fleaiure. 
9tu  after  atar  ihoC  by,  or,  meteor4ike, 
Cnm^d  me  and  vaniih'd— kat  at  once  among 
Thow  hmidrad  Iilea  that  tower  migeatically, 
Tliat  riae  abruptly  fiom  the  waternnark. 
Not  widi  roogh  crag,  but  marUe,  and  the  work 
Of  nofaleat  architects.  I  linger'd  itill ; 
Nor  atmek  my  threahold,  till  the  hour  waa  come 
And  paat»  when,  flitting  home  in  the  gray  light. 
The  young  Biancn  found  her  Other's  door,  {52) 
That  door  ao  oAen  with  a  trembling  hand, 
80  oAan — then  ao  lately  left  ^iar, 
fihnt;  and,  all  tenor,  all  perpleiity. 
Now  by  her  lover  urged,  now  by  her  kive, 
Fled  o'er  the  waten  to  return  no  more. 

XV. 

THE  BRIDES  OF  VENICE. 

It  WM  8t  Bfaiy*!  Eve,  (53)  and  aU  pour'd  forth 
Am  Id  aonw  grand  aolemnity.  Hie  fiiher 
Gme  fiom  his  islet,  bringing  o'er  the  waves 
Ss  wift  and  little  one ;  the  husbandman 
IVom  the  Firm  Land,  akmg  the  Pb,  the  Brenta, 
Oowdiiv  ^  common  ferry.  All  arrived ; 
And  in  hia  straw  the  prisoner  tum'd  and  listen'd, 
flo  great  the  stir  in  Venice.  Old  and  young 
ThMQg'd  her  three  hundred  bridges;   the 

Turk. 
Iteban'd,  kxqg-vested,  and  the  cosening  Jew, 
in  ydlow  hat  and  threadbare  gaberdine, 
Hmying  along.  For,  as  the  custom  was. 
The  noblest  sons  and  daughters  of  the  Stale, 
They  of  PUridan  birth,  the  flower  of  Venice, 
Whose  namea  are  written  in  the  Book  of  Gold, 
Ware  on  that  day  to  solemnixe  their  nuptials. 


grave 


At  noon,  a  distant  nvmur  through  the  crowd, 
Riing  and  rolling  on,  announced  their  coming ; 
And  never  from  the  fint  waa  to  be  seen 
Such  splendor  or  such  beauty.  (54)  Two  and  two 
(The  richeat  tapestry  unroird  before  them), 
Fint  came  the  Brides  in  all  their  lovelineae ; 
Each  in  her  veil,  and  by  two  bride-maids  ibllow'd, 
(My  less  lovely,  who  behind  her  bore 
The  precMNM  caskets  that  \«ithin  contained 
The  dowry  and  the  presents.  On  she  moved. 
Hct  eyes  cast  down,  and  holding  in  her  hand 
A  fim,  dial  gently  waved,  of  ostrich-feathers. 
Hw  vefl,  transparent  as  the  fpissamer,  (55) 


I  Premi  n  «U. 


Feu  from  beneath  a  starry  diadem ; 

And  on  her  dazzling  neck  a  jewel  shone. 

Ruby  or  diamond  or  dork  amethyst ; 

A  jeweird  chain,  in  many  a  winding  wreath, 

Wreathing  her  gold  brocade. 

Before  the  Churcn, 
That  venerable  Pile  on  the  aea-brink,  (56) 
Another  train  they  met,  no  strangen  to  them. 
Brothers  to  some,  and  to  the  rest  still  dearer ; 
Each  in  his  hand  bearing  his  cap  and  plume, 
And,  as  he  walk'd,  with  modest  dignity 
Folding  his  scarlet  mantle,  his  tabarro. 

They  join,  they  enter  in,  and,  up  the  aisle 
Led  by  the  full-voiced  choir  in  bright  procession, 
Range  round  the  altar.  In  his  vestments  there 
The  Patriarch  stands;  and,  while  the  anthem  ffows, 
Who  can  look  on  unmoved  f — mothers  in  secret 
Rejoicing  in  the  beauty  of  their  daughters. 
Sons  in  the  thought  of  making  them  their  own; 
And  they — orray'd  in  youth  and  innocence. 
Their  beauty  heighten'd  by  their  hopes  and  feaiv. 

At  length  the  rite  is  ending.   All  foil  down 
In  earnest  prayer,  all  of  all  ranks  together ; 
And,  stretching  out  his  hands,  the  holy  man 
IVoceeds  to  give  the  general  benediction ; 
When  hark,  a  din  o£  voices  from  without, 
And  shrieks  and  groans  and  outcries  as  in  battle . 
And  lo,  the  door  is  burst,  the  curtain  rent. 
And  armed  rufllans,  robbers  from  the  dee\\ 
Savage,  uncouth,  led  on  by  Barbarigo, 
And  tus  six  brothers  in  their  coats  of  steel, 
Are  standing  on  the  threshold !  Statue-like, 
Awhile  they  gaze  on  the  fellen  multitude, 
Each  with  his  sabre  up,  in  act  to  strike ; 
Then,  as  at  once  recovering  from  the  spell, 
Rush  forward  to  the  altar,  and  as  soon 
Are  gone  again — amid  no  clash  of  arms 
Bearing  away  the  maidens  and  the  treasures. 

Where  are  they  now  t — plowing  the  distant  wave* 
Their  sails  all  set,  and  they  upon  the  deck 
Standing  triumphant.  To  the  east  they  go. 
Steering  for  Istria ;  their  accurwd  barks 
(Well  are  they  known,  the  galliot  and  the  galley),(57) 
Freighted  with  all  that  gives  to  life  its  viUue ! 
The  richest  argosies  were  poor  to  them! 


Now  might  you  see  the  matrons  running  wild 
Along  the  beach ;  the  men  half-arm'd  and  arming. 
One  with  a  shield,  one  with  a  casque  and  spear ; 
One  with  an  axe  hewing  the  mooring-chain 
Of  some  old  pinnace.     Not  a  rofl,  a  plank. 
But  on  that  day  was  d  rifling.   In  an  hour 
Half  Venice  was  afloot.   But  long  before. 
Frantic  with  grief  and  scorning  all  control, 
The  youths  were  gone  in  a  light  brigantinc. 
Lying  at  anchor  near  the  Arsenal ; 
Each  having  sworn,  and  by  the  holy  rood, 
To  slay  or  to  be  clain. 

And  from  the  tower 
The  watchman  gives  the  signal.   In  the  EaM 
A  ship  is  seen,  and  making  for  the  Port ; 
Ilcr  flog  St.  Mark's. — And  now  she  turun  the  point. 
Over  the  waters  like  a  sea-liird  flying ! 
Ila,  UiH  the  Hnmr.  't  is  thcirn!  fn>m  Hicni  to  proi^ 
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Hmv  widk  gvBOi  bought  ihe  oomei^  dia 

■loriog 
AUtfafttWMlort. 

CoMliiig,  with  oanow  nardi, 
Trinfi — like  a  tiger  in  hietpring, 
lliey  had  turpriaed  the  Cocaein  wliere  they  hy 
Shanng  the  tpoil  in  blind  leciiritjr 
And  Gwtii^lolB — had  ehin  them,  one  and  all. 
An  10  tha  last,  and  Hong  them  &r  and  wide 
Into  the  tea,  their  pn^wr  element; 
Hnn  fiist,  as  fint  in  rank,  whoee  neme  so  kxqg 
Had  hueh'd  the  babes  of  Venice,  and  who  yet, 
Btaathii^  a  little,  in  hie  look  retain*d 
Tike  fiercene«of  hai  loiiL 

Hioe  were  the  Bridee 
Loet  and  reoorer^d ;  and  what  now  remain'd 
But  to  give  thanks?  TwelTe  breast^pbtes  and  twelve 


widi  gems  and  gold,  the  votiTe  oflforingi 
Of  the  young  ricton  to  their  Pstxon-Saint, 
Vow'd  on  the  field  of  battle,  were  ere-kog 
Lsid  at  his  feet;(5S)  and  to  preserve  for  ever 
The  memory  of  a  day  so  full  of  change. 
From  joy  to  grief^  from  grief  to  joy  again. 
Throng  many  an  age,  as  <^  as  it  came  round, 
Twas  held  religiously  with  all  observance. 
Tile  Doge  resigned  his  crimson  for  pure  eimine ; 
And  through  the  city  in  a  stately  barge  (59) 
Of  gold,  were  borne,  with  songs  and  symphonies, 
TSvelve  ladies  young  and  noble.    Clad  tbisy  were 
In  bridal  while  with  bridal  ornaments, 
Each  in  her  glittering  veil ;  and  on  the  dedi. 
As  on  a  bumish'd  throne,  they  glided  by ; 
No  window  or  balcony  but  adorned 
With  hangings  of  rich  texture,  not  a  roof 
But  oover'd  with  beholdera,  and  the  air 
Vocal  with  joy.     OnD^-ard  they  went,  their  can 
Moving  in  concert  with  the  harmony. 
Through  the  Rialto  (60)  to  the  Ducal  Pdac« 
And  at  a  banquet  dtere,  served  with  due  hooor, 
Sate  representing,  in  the  eyes  of  all. 
Eyes  not  unwet,  I  ween,  with  grateful  team, 
Tlieir  lovely  ancestors,  die  Brides  of  Venice. 

XVI. 

FOBCAm. 

Lrr  us  lift  up  the  curtain,  and  observe. 
What  pa  MPS  in  that  chamber.     Now  a  sigh. 
And  now  a  groan,  is  heard,    llien  all  is  stilL 
Twenty  are  sitting  as  in  judgment  there ;  (61) 
Men  yiA»  have  served  their  country,  and  grown  grey 
In  governments  and  distant  embassies. 
Men  eminent  alike  in  war  and  peace ; 
Such  as  in  effigy  shall  long  adorn 
The  walls  of  Venice — to  show  what  she  has  bean! 
Their  garb  is  black,  and  black  the  arras  is. 
And  ssd  the  general  aspect    Yet  their  looks 
Are  calm,  are  cheerful ;  nothing  there  like  giieC 
Nothing  or  hanh  or  cruel.    Still  that  noise, 
Hiat  low  and  dismal  moaning. 

Half  withdrawn, 
A  Httle  to  the  left,  sits  one  in  crimson, 
A  venerable  man,  fouxsoore  and  upward. 
Cold  drops  of  sweat  stand  on  his  furrow*d  blow. 
Hm  hands  are  clench*d ;  his  eyes  halfahut  and  ghied; 
His  shrunk  and  widier'd  limbs  rigid  as  narUa. 


T  is  FoBoari,  dw  DiQge.   Aad 
A  yomg  man*  lying  at  Ua  foal; 
In  torture.    T  is  his  soo,  his  only  ana; 
TisGiaoomo,  the  blessing  of  his  age^ 
(Say,  has  he  lived  for  this  I)  accuaud  of 
The  murder  of  the  Senator  Donato. 
Lsat  night  die  prooft,  if  prooA  Ihay  ara^ 
Into  the  lion's  mouth,  the  moudi  of 
That  gapes  and  gorges;  and  the  Doge 
Must  sit  and  look  on  a  beknred  Sao 
Sufiering  the  Qnestian. 

Twice,  to  diam 
To  save  a  foiling  house,  and  torn  die 
Of  his  foil  AdvMsaries,  those  who  now. 
Like  hell-hounds  in  ftill  cry,  are  ruBBim 
His  last  of  four,  twice  did  he  ask  dieir  leave 
To  lay  aside  the  Crown,  and  they  mfusid 
An  oath  exacting,  never  more  to  ask  it ; 
And  there  he  sits,  a  spectade  of  woe. 
By  them,  his  rivals  in  the  Slate,  conpeU'd, 
Such  the  refoiement  of  their  cnidty. 
To  keep  the  place  he  agh'd  for. 


The  screw   is  tum*d ;  and,  as  it  tnma,  die  8m 
Looks  up,  and,  in  a  foint  and  faiokeo  aeeenit 
Murmurs  "My  Father r*  The  old  dmd  shriokihHk 
And  in  his  mande  muffles  up  his  fooe. 
''Art  dion  not  guiltyr  says  a  voice,  dat  onea 
Would  greet  the  Sufferer  long  before  they  mel. 
And  on  his  ear  strike  like  a  pleasant  musin 
''Art  thou  not  guiltyr—*' No!  Indeed  I  am  aatf* 
But  all  is  una%-ailing.     In  that  Court 
Groans  are  confessions ;  Pstiaioe,  Fortitude, 
The  work  of  Magic ;  and,  released,  uphdd. 
For  Condemnation,  fiom  his  Fathn^s  lips 
He  bean  the  sentence,  "  Banishment  to  Candii; 
Death,  if  he  leaves  it" 

And  the  bark  sets  sail; 
And  he  is  gone  fiom  all  he  loves — tor  ever! 
His  wifo,  Us  boys,  and  hii  disconsolate  paieon! 
Gone  in  the  deMl  of  night — unseen  of  any^ 
Without  a  word,  a  look  of  tendemesa, 
To  be  call*d  up,  when,  in  his  kmdy  hovia 
He  would  indulge  in  weeping. 

Like  aghost. 
Day  after  day,  year  after  year,  he  hanuts 
An  ancient  rampart,  that  o'erhangs  the  aea ; 
Gazing  on  vacancy,  and  hourly  starting 

To  answer  to  the  watch ^Alas,  how  changed 

From  him,  die  mirror  of  the  Youth  of  Venice, 
In  whom  the  slightest  thing,  or  whim  or  chance. 
Did  he  but  wear  his  doublet  so  and  so. 
All  foUow'd ;  at  whose  nuptials,  when  at  length 
He  wxm  that  maid  at  once  the  foirest,  noblest,  (62^ 
A  daughter  of  the  House  of  Contarini, 
That  House  as  old  as  Venice,  now  among 
Iti  ancestors  in  monumental  brass 
Numbering  eight  Doges    to  convey  hnr  home. 
The  Bucentaur  went  forth ;  and  thrice  the  Soed 
Shone  on  the  Chivalry,  that,  front  to  front. 
And  blase  on  blaze  reflecting,  met  and  ranged 
Tb  toumay  in  St  Mark's. 

But  lo,  at  last. 
Messengers  come.    He  is  recall'd :  his  heart 
Leaps  at  the  tidings.     He  embarks :  the  boat 
Springs  to  the  oar.  and  back  again  he  goes 
Into  that  very  Chamber!  there  to  lie 
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b  kii  old  iwdagirfaee,  dw  bed  of  tortnie ; 
And  ifanM  look  up  (fire  loog,  loQg  jmn  of  Grief 
Bkf9  aoc  killed  eidief)  oo  kit  wre^Elied  Sue, 
BdD  in  Ait  leat    m  tlmigh  be  bMl  not  left  it, 
iBBSfible,  enrefeped  in  Ui  mantle. 


But  now  he  ooBMi^  oonricted  of  a  crime 
Gnat  by  dw  kwa  of  Venioe.    Night  and  day, 
Btaoding  on  what  he  bad  been,  what  lie  waa, 
Twaa  note  than  he  ooold  bear.    Hia  longing  file 
TVdKfln'd  upon  him.    Hia  deaire  fcr  home 
BicMBe  a  madneaa ;  and,  reaolyed  to  go, 
If  bat  to  die,  in  Ua  deapair  be  writea 
A  letter  to  Franeeaoo,  Doke  of  Milan, 
Sofaitfav  kii  influence  with  the  State, 
And  diopi  it  to  be  fconl — ^Wookl  ye  knowall? 
Ikfe  tnn^graa'd,  oftnded  wiUblly;  (63) 
And  am  praparad  to  anfler  as  I  ought 
Bu  let  me,  let  me,  if  but  ibr  an  inatant 
(Te  moat  eooaent—for  all  of  ]ron  are  aona. 
Mat  of  yon  huafaonda,  fiitherB),  let  me  firat 
ladnlge  die  natural  feelinga  of  a  man. 
And,  en  I  die,  if  anch  my  aentenoe  be, 
fnm  to  my  heart  (*tia  all  I  aak  of  you) 
Mf  wife,  my  children— and  my  aged  mother— 
flqr*  ia  iha  yet  alive  f* 

He  ia  condemn'd 
To  go  en  aet  of  aun,  go  whence  he  came, 
A  faanirii'd  man— and  for  a  year  to  breathe 
Tkt  y^pat  of  a  dungeon^ — ^But  hia  prayer 
(What  ooold  they  IcmT)  ia  granted. 

In  ahall 
Open  and  crowded  by  the  common  rabble, 
TwM  diere  a  tremWng  Wile  and  her  finir  Sona 
Tet  yoimg,  a  Mother,  borne  along,  bedridden. 
And  an  old  Doge,  mustering  up  aU  hia  atrength. 
Hat  almgth  bow  amall!  asMmbled  now  to  meet 
Ctaa  ao  loqg  loat,  long  moum'd,  one  who  for  them 
Had  braved  ao  much — death,  and  yet  worw  than 


To  meet  him,  and  to  part  with  him  ibr  ever! 

Tine  and  theirheavy  wronga  had  changed  themall; 
Hkamoat!   Yet  when  the  Wife,  the  Mother  k)ok'd 
Again,  "twaa  he  bimael^  'twaa  Giaoomo, 
nair  only  hope,  and  trust,  and  conaoUtion! 
And  all  dung  round  him,  weeping  bitterly; 
Weeping  the  more,  becauae  they  wept  in  vain. 

UmMTved,  miaettled  in  his  mind  from  long 
And  eainisito  pain,  he  aobs  aknid  and  criea 
Kiaing  die  old  Man's  cheek,  **  Help  me,  my  Father! 
Lit  me^  I  pny  thee,  live  once  more  among  you : 
Lit  me  go  hofne." — ^  My  Son,"  returns  the  Doge, 
Mastering  awhile  his  gnef,  **  if  I  may  atill 
Call  thee  my  Son,  if  thou  art  innocent. 
As  I  would  fitin  believe,"  but,  as  he  speaks. 
He  Mk,  "aubmit  without  a  murmur." 

Night, 
That  to  the  World  brought  revelry,  to  them 
Bkoo^  only  iwd  for  sorrow.    Giaoomo 
Eaihnk'd — to  die ;  aent  to  an  eariy  grave 
For  thee,  Eriao,  whoae  death-bed  ponftssion, 
"He  is  most  innocent!    T  was  I  who  did  it. *~ 
Game  when  he  slept  in  peace.    The  ship,  that  aaiTd 
Mft  as  the  winds  with  his  recall  to  Honor, 
Bore  back  a  lileleas  ooiae.    Generous  aa  brave, 
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Aflection,  kindneaa,  the  aweet  offioea 

Of  bve  and  duty,  were  to  him  as  needful 

As  was  his  daily  bread ;— and  to  become 

A  byword  in  the  meanest  mouths  of  Venioe, 

Bringing  a  stain  on  those  who  gave  him  lift. 

On  those,  alaa,  now  worse  than  fathnrUss 

To  be  proclaim'd  a  ruffian,  a  nightHrtabber, 

He  on  whom  none  before  had  breathed  re] 

He  lived  but  to  disprove  it    That  hope  loat. 

Death  followed.    fYom  the  hour  he  went,  ha  apoka 

not; 
And  in  hia  dungeon,  when  he  laid  him  down. 
He  sunk  to  rise  no  more.    Oh,  if  there  be 
Justice  in  Heaven,  and  we  are  assured  there  is^ 
A  day  must  come  of  ample  Retribution! 

Then  was  thy  cup,  old  Man,  fbll  to  o*erflowing. 
But  thou  wert  yet  alive ;  and  there  was  one. 
The  soul  and  spring  of  all  that  Enmity, 
Who  would  not  leave  thee ;  ftstening  on  thy  flank. 
Hungering  and  thirsting,  still  unaatisfied ; 
One  of  a  name  illustrious  as  thine  own ! 
One  of  the  Ten !  one  of  the  Invisible  Three !  (64) 
Twas  Lorodano. 

When  the  whelpa  were  gone. 
He  would  dislodge  the  Lion  from  his  den ; 
And,  leading  on  the  pack  he  long  had  led, 
The  miserable  pack  that  ever  bowl'd 
Against  fidlen  Greatness,  moved  that  Foacari 
Be  Doge  no  longer;  urging  his  great  age, 
His  incapacity  and  nothingneas ; 
Calling  a  Fadier's  sorrows  in  his  chamber 
Neglect  of  duty,  anger,  contumacy. 
'^  I  am  roost  willing  to  retire,"  said  Foscari : 
**  But  I  have  sworn,  and  cannot  of  mysel£ 
Do  with  me  aa  ye  please." 

He  was  deposed. 
He,  who  had  reign'd  so  long  and  gloriously ; 
His  ducal  bonnet  taken  from  his  brow. 
His  robes  stript  ofl)  his  ring,  that  ancient  sjrmbol. 
Broken  before  him.    But  now  nothing  moved 
The  meekness  of  his  souL    All  things  alike ! 
Among  the  six  that  came  with  the  decree, 
Foscari  aaw  one  he  knew  not,  and  inquired 
His  name.    **  I  am  the  son  o€  Marco  Memmo." 
**  Ah,"  he  replied,  **  thy  fother  waa  my  fnend." 

And  now  he  goes.    **  It  is  the  hour  and  past 
I  have  no  business  here." — **  But  wilt  thou  not 
Avoid  the  gazing  crowd  ?   That  way  is  private." 
•*  No !  as  I  enter'd,  so  will  I  retire." 
And,  leaning  on  his  staff)  he  left  the  Palace, 
His  residence  for  four-and-thirty  years. 
By  the  same  staircase  he  came  up  in  splendor. 
The  staircase  of  the  Giants.    Turmng  round. 
When  in  the  court  below,  he  stopt  and  said 
**  My  merits  brought  me  hither.    I  depart. 
Driven  by  the  midico  of  my  Enemiea." 
Then  through  the  crowd  withdrew,  poor  aa  he  came 
And  in  his  gondola  went  off,  unfollow'd 
But  by  the  sighs  of  them  that  dared  not  speak* 

This  journey  wm  his  hul    When  the  bell  rang. 
Next  day,  announcing  a  new  Doge  to  Venice, 
It  found  him  on  hia  kneea  befbre  the  altar,  (65) 
Claaping  his  aged  hands  in  earnest  prayer ; 
And  there  he  died.    £ie  half  its  leak  was  done. 
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Itnnglui  kndL 

But  wiMDoe  tht  d«adlj  hatB 
Tint  cftofed  •!!  thii— die  hate  of  Loradanof 
It  WM  a  iegaej  lua  Father  left  him, 
WbD,  but  fcr  FoMari,  bad  rejgn'd  in  Venice, 
And,  like  the  veiioa  in  the  eerpenf  ■  bag, 
Gather'd  and  grew!  Nothing  but  tam'd  lo  Tenoin! 
In  vain  did  Foacah  aoe  6r  peace,  fcr  friendihipb 
Oflerii^  in  maniage  hi*  fair  IiabeL 
He  ckuged  not;  with  a  droadful  piety, 
Stadying  revenge !  liitening  akne  to  tfaoae 
Who  talk'd  cf  Tengeance ;  gneping  by  die  band 
nuee  in  their  aaal  (and  none,  aJaa,  were  wanting) 
Who  came  to  tell  him  of  another  Wrong, 
IX»e  or  imagined.    When  hit  frlher  died, 
Twaa  wbvper'd  in  his  ear,  **  He  died  by  poison  !** 
He  wrote  it  on  the  tomb  Ct  ia  there  in  marble) 
And  in  hit  ledger-book— <66)  among  hii  debtow 
Entered  the  name  **FftANCBGO  FoacAU," 
And  added,  **  For  die  murder  of  my  Fadier/* 
Leaving  a  blank — to  be  filled  up  hereaiVer. 
When  Foecari'i  noble  heart  at  length  gave  way. 
He  took  the  vdlome  from  the  ihelf  again 
Calmly,  and  with  hie  pen  fill'd  up  the  blank, 
InKiibiiv,  *«  He  baa  paid  me.'* 

Ye  who  at. 
Brooding  from  day  to  day,  from  day  to  day 
Chewing  the  bitter  cod,  and  ttarting  up 
As  thou^  the  hour  was  come  to  whet  yoor  fimgs. 
And,  like  the  Finn,*  gnaw  the  haiiy  scalp 
Of  him  who  had  ofiended — if  jre  most, 
St  and  brood  on;  bat  oh!  forbear  to  teadi 
The  lesson  to  your  diildreiL 

xvn. 

ARQUA. 

Tberx  is,  within  three  leagues  and  less  of  Pudoa 
frhe  Fadnan  stodent  knows  it,  honors  it), 
A  lonely  tombetooe  in  a  moontainK^urcfayaid ; 
And  I  arrived  diere  as  the  sun  declined 
Low  in  the  west    The  gentle  airs,  that  breathe 
Fragrance  at  eve,  were  rising,  and  the  birds 
Singing  their  &rewelksong — the  very  song 
Th^  sung  the  night  that  tomb  received  a  tenant; 
When,  as  alive,  clothed  in  his  Canon's  habit 
And,  slowly  winding  down  the  narrow  path 
He  came  to  rest  there.    Nobles  of  the  land. 
Princes  and  prelates  mingled  in  his  train. 
Anxious  by  any  act,  while  yet  they  could. 
To  catch  a  my  of  glory  by  redaction ; 
And  from  diat  hour  have  kindred  spirits  flock'd  (67) 
From  distant  ooontiies,  from  the  noridi,  the  south, 
To  see  where  he  is  laid. 

Twelve  years  ago. 
When  I  deaneadcd  die  impetuous  Rhone, 
Its  vmeyards  of  soch  great  and  old  renown,  (68) 
Ita  casdas,  eadi  widi  some  romandc  tale. 
Vanishing  fesi    the  pikt  at  the  stem. 
He  who  bad  sleer'd  so  long,  t«»wi;ng  ^Joft, 
His  eyes  on  the  white  breakers,  and  his  hands 
On  i^iat  at  once  aerved  him  fcr  oar  and  mdder, 
A  huge  mJaAapm  phnk^-Uie  bark  ilaelf 
Frail  ad  uneoath,  laoneh'd  to  retam  no  more, 
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Soch  as  a  shipwreek^  man  mi^  hope  la  biii 

Urged  by  dba  lova  of 

Two  loB^  kog  days'  salsnce. 

It  was  to  oiler  at  thy  fount,  Vaklusa, 

Entering  the  arched  Cave,  to  wander  whave 

Petrarch  had  wander'd,  in  a  trance  to  sit 

Where  in  his  peasant^dress  he  loved  to  sit. 

Musing,  reciting— on  soow  rock  mawgimn^ 

Or  the  fontsstic  rod  of  some  old  fig-lne. 

That  diinks  the  living  waters  aa  they 

Over  their  emerakUbed ;  and  oonkl  I 

Neglect  to  visit  Ajqua,  (69)  where,  at  last. 

When  he  had  done  and  setded  with  die  world. 

When  all  the  illusions  of  his  Youth  were  fled. 

Indulged  perhaps  too  long,  dieiish'd  too  fondly. 

He  came  for  the  oondnsiont    Half-way  up 

He  built  his  house,  (70)  whence  M  by  stealth  haemal 

Among  the  hills,  a  glimpse  of  busy  life, 

That  soothed,  not  siiir'd^ — ^But  knock,  and  enter  ia 

This  ^-as  his  chamber.    'T  is  as  when  be  left  it; 

As  if  he  now  were  busy  in  his  garden. 

And  this  his  closet     Here  he  sate  and  read. 

This  was  his  chair ;  and  in  it,  unobserved, 

Reading,  or  thinking  of  his  absent  friends. 

He  pass'd  away  as  in  a  quiet  slumber. 

Peace  to  this  region!  Peace  to  aU  who  dwell  hm 
They  know  his  value— eveiy  coming  step. 
That  gathers  round  the  children  from  thi^  pisy, 
Would  tell  them  if  they  knew  not. — ^But  could  aqgl 
Ungende  or  ungenerous,  spring  up 
Where  he  is  sleeping ;  where,  and  in  an  age 
Of  savage  warfare  and  blind  bigotry. 
He  cultured  all  that  could  refine,  ^alt ;  (71) 
Leading  to  better  things  f 

xvin. 

GINEVRA. 

If  ever  you  should  come  to  Modena, 
Where  among  other  trophies  may  be  se«i 
Tassoni's  bucket  (in  its  chain  it  hangs,  (72) 
Within  that  reverend  tower,  the  Guirlandina), 
Stop  at  a  Palace  near  the  Reggio.gatc, 
Dwelt  in  of  old  by  one  of  the  Orsini, 
Its  noble  gardens,  lerrece  above  terrace. 
And  rich  in  fountains,  statues,  cypresses. 
Will  long  detain  you — but,  before  you  go. 
Enter  the  house— forget  it  not,  I  pray — 
And  look  awhile  upon  a  picture  there. 

T  is  of  a  Lady  in  her  earliest  youth, 
Tlie  last  of  that  illustrious  fomily ; 
Done  by  Zampieri  (73) — ^bat  by  whom  I  care  imi 
He,  who  observes  it — ere  he  posses  on. 
Gazes  his  fill,  and  comes  and  comes  again. 
That  he  may  call  it  up,  when  for  ai^ny. 

She  sits,  inclining  ibn^urd  as  to  speak. 
Her  lips  halfopen,  and  her  finger  up. 
As  though  she  said  **  Beware !"  her  vest  of  gold 
Broider'd  with  flowers,  and  clasp'd  from  head  lu  fi 
An  emerald-etone  in  every  golden  clasp ; 
And  on  her  brow,  fairer  than  alabastor, 
A  coronet  of  pearls. 

But  then  her  fare. 
Mil  l«>vely,  yet  m)  arch,  wo  full  of  mirth. 
The  ovedkiwiiigH  of  an  iiinocciii  heart — 
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me  ttiH,  though  numy  a  year  has  fled, 
e  wild  melody! 

AJoM  it  hangs 
ouldenng  heir-loom,  its  companion, 
hchesi,  halfeateo  by  the  worm, 
f  carred  by  Antony  of  Trent 
pcuremfaries  fiom  the  Life  of  Christ ; 
hat  came  from  Venice,  and  had  held 
i  robaa  of  some  old  Ancestor — 
dto  wa^^— 4t  may  be  true  or  false — 
foiget  the  pictare ;  and  you  will  not, 
II  have  heard  the  tale  they  told  me  there. 

la  an  only  diild — ^her  name  Ginevra, 
the  pride  of  an  indulgent  Father ; 
ir  fiAeenth  year  became  a  bride, 
an  only  son,  Francesco  Doria, 
Date  (fom  her  birth,  and  her  fint  love. 

rite  looks  there  in  her  bridal  dress, 
all  gentlenen,  all  gaiety, 
la  the  &vorite  theme  of  every  tongue. 
die  day  was  come,  the  day,  the  hour ; 
iming,  smiling,  for  the  hundredth  time, 
B,  tfiat  ancient  lady,  preach'd  decorum ; 
le  lustre  of  her  youl^  she  gave 
,  with  her  heart  in  it,  to  Francesco. 

vaa  the  joy ;  but  at  the  Nuptial  Feast, 
sate  down,  the  Bride  herself  was  wanting. 
■he  to  be  found !    Her  Father  cried, 
t  to  make  a  trial  of  our  love ! " 
hie  glass  to  all;  but  his  hand  shook, 
from  guest  to  guest  the  panic  spread. 
It  that  instant  she  had  left  Francesco, 
and  looking  back,  and  flying  still, 
^-tooth  imprinted  on  his  finger. 
alaa,  she  was  not  to  be  found ; 
that  hour  could  anything  be  guessed, 
iha  was  not! 

Weary  of  his  life, 
t  flew  to  Venice,  and,  embarking, 
iway  in  battle  with  the  Turk, 
sd— --and  kmg  might  you  have  seen 
an  wandering  as  in  quest  of  something, 
;  he  could  not  find — ^he  knew  not  what 
was  gone,  the  house  remained  awhile 
I  tenanllew — then  went  to  strangers. 

ky  years  were  past,  and  all  forgotten, 

an  idle  day,  a  day  of  search 

old  lumber  in  the  Gallery, 

ddering  chest  was  noticed ;  and  't  was  said 

I  yom^  as  thoughtless  as  Ginevra, 

4,  remore  it  from  its  lurking-place  ?** 

ne  as  soon  as  said;  but  on  the  way 

t  foil;  and  lo,  a  skeleton, 

9  and  there  a  pearl,  an  emereld-stone, 

chap,  claspmg  a  shred  of  gold. 

ad  peridi'd — eave  a  wedding-ring, 

an  seal,  her  mother's  legacy, 

I  with  a  name,  the  name  of  both. 

There  then  had  she  found  a  grave! 
at  chest  had  she  conceaVd  henielf, 
;  with  joy,  the  happiest  of  the  happy ; 


When  a  spring-lock,  that  lay  in  ambodi  tliera, 
Fasten'd  her  dk>wn  for  ever ! 

XDL 
BOLOGNA. 

T  WAS  night;  the  noise  and  bustle  of  the  day 
Were  o'er.    The  mountebank  no  longer  wrought 
Miraculous  cures— he  and  his  stage  were  gone ; 
And  he  who,  when  the  crisis  of  his  tale 
Came,  and  all  stood  breathless  with  hope  and  fear, 
Sent  round  his  cap;  and  he  who  thrumm'd  his  wire 
And  sang,  with  pleading  look  and  plaintive  strain 
Melting  the  passenger.  Thy  thousand  cries,* 
So  well  portray'd  and  by  a  scm  of  thine. 
Whose  voice  had  swell'd  the  hubbub  in  his  3routh, 
Were  hush'd,  Bol(^^ ;  silence  in  the  streets. 
The  squares,  when  hark,  the  clattering  of  fleet  hw^s* 
And  soon  a  courier,  posting  as  from  far, 
Housing  and  holster,  boot  and  belled  coat 
And  doublet,  stain'd  with  many  a  various  soil, 
Slopt  and  alighted.  'T  was  where  hongs  aloft 
That  ancient  sign,  the  i»lgrim,  welcoming 
All  who  arrive  there,  all  pertiaps  save  those 
Clad  like  himself  with  staff  and  scallop«hell. 
Those  on  a  pilgrimage :  and  now  approiach'd 
Wheels,  through  the  lody  porticoes  resounding. 
Arch  beyond  arch,  a  shelter  or  a  shade 
As  the  sky  changes.    To  the  gate  they  came ; 
And,  ere  the  man  hod  half  his  story  done. 
Mine  host  received  the  Master— one  long  used 
To  sojourn  among  strangers,  everywhere 
(Go  where  he  would,  along  the  wildest  track) 
Flinging  a  charm  that  shall  not  soon  be  lost. 
And  leaving  footsteps  to  be  traced  by  those 
Who  love  the  haunts  of  Genius ;  one  who  saw. 
Observed,  nor  shunn'd  the  busy  scenes  of  life, 
But  mingled  not,  and,  'mid  the  din,  the  stir, 
Lived  as  a  separate  Spirit 

Much  had  pass'd 
Since  last  we  parted ;  and  those  five  short  year»— 
Much  had  they  told !  His  clustering  locks  were  tum'd 
Grey ;  nor  did  aught  recall  the  Youth  that  swam 
From  Sestos  to  Abydos.     Yet  his  voice. 
Still  it  was  sweet ;  still  from  his  eye  the  thought 
Flash'd  lightning-like,  nor  linger'd  on  the  way. 
Waiting  for  words.    Far,  far  into  the  night 
We  sate,  conversing — no  unwelcome  hour. 
The  hour  we  met;  and,  when  Aurora  rose, 
Rising,  we  climbed  the  rugged  Apermine. 

Well  I  remember  how  the  golden  sun 
Fill'd  with  its  beams  the  unfathomable  gpilft* 
As  on  we  travell'd,  and  along  the  ridge, 
'Mid  groves  of  cork  and  dstus  and  wild  fig, 
His  motley  household  came — Not  last  nor  least, 
Battista,  who  upon  the  rooonlight^ea 
Of  Venice,  had  so  ably,  zealously 
Served,  and,  at  parting,  flung  his  oar  away 
To  follow  through  the  world ;  who  without  stain 
Had  worn  so  long  that  honorable  badge,* 


1  8e«  the  Cries  of  Boloffna,  ss  drawn  by  Annlbal  CsmecL 
He  wu  of  Terr  humble  oriffin ;  and,  to  correct  bis  brother's 
Tsnitr,  ooce  Mot  him  a  portrait  of  their  fkther,  the  tailor, 
thresding  hii  needle. 

3  The  principal  foodofisr,  U  Cute  di  poppa,  was  aknoai  al- 
wayi  in  the  confidence  of  his  master,  and  eowloyed  oa 
Mooa  that  roqoired  jodfiaeBt  and  idditis- 
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The  pHidolier'i,  in  a  PatricMn  Hoiwe 
Arguing  unlimited  trart. — ^NoC  kit  nor  least. 
Thou,  though  declining  in  thy  beau^  and  ■traogdi, 
Faidifbl  Bforetto,  lo  the  latest  hour 
Goaiding  his  chamber^oor,  and  now  along 
"Hie  Mlent,  mllen  ttxand  cf  MiaK>kxi^ 
Howling  in  griefl 

He  had  just  left  that  place 
Of  <M  renown,  once  in  the  Adrian  sea,* 
Ravenna;  where,  from  Dsnte^s  sacred  tomb 
He  had  so  oft,  as  many  a  verse  declares,* 
Drawn  inspiration;  where,  at  twilighMime, 
Tlirougfa  the  pine-forest  wandering  with  loose  rein. 
Wandering  and  lost,  he  had  so  oft  beheld* 
(What  is  not  visible  to  a  Poet's  eye?) 
llie  specti«4migfat,  the  hell-hounds,  and  their  prey. 
Hie  diase,  the  slaughter,  and  the  festal  mirth 
Soddenly  blasted.    T  was  a  theme  he  loved. 
Bat  others  claim'd  their  turn ;  and  many  a  tower. 
Shattered,  uprooted  from  its  native  rock. 
Its  strength  the  pride  of  some  heroic  age, 
Appear*d  and  vuush*d  (many  a  sturdy  steer  * 
Toked  and  unyoked),  while  as  in  happier  days 
He  pour'd  his  spirit  forth.    The  past  forgot. 
An  WM  et^qym&oL    Not  a  cloud  obscured 
Fkesent  or  future. 

He  is  now  at  rest ; 
And  praise  and  blame  fidl  on  his  ear  alike. 
Now  dull  in  death.    Yes,  Byron,  thou  art  gone. 
Gone  like  a  star  that  through  the  firmament 
Shot  and  was  lost,  in  its  eccentric  course 
Dsaliqg,  perplexing.    Tet  thy  heart,  methinks, 
Was  generous,  noUe — noble  in  its  scorn 
Of  aU  things  low  or  little ;  nothing  there 
Sordid  or  servile.    If  imagined  wrongs 
Pursued  thee,  urging  thee  KHnetimcs  to  do 
Things  long  regretted,  oft,  as  many  know. 
None  more  than  I,  thy  gratitude  would  build 
On  slight  foundations :  and,  if  in  thy  life 
Not  happy,  in  thy  death  thou  surely  wert, 
Tliy  wiidi  accompUrii'd ;  dying  in  the  land 
Where  thy  young  mind  had  caught  ethereal  fire. 
Dying  in  Greece,  and  in  a  cause  so  glorious ! 

Tliey  in  thy  train— ah,  little  did  they  think. 
As  round  we  went,  that  they  so  socm  should  sit 
Mourning  beside  diee,  while  a  Nation  moum*d. 
Changing  her  festal  far  her  funeral  song ; 
Tliat  they  so  soon  should  hear  the  nunute-gun. 
As  morning  gleam'd  on  what  remain'd  of  thee. 
Roll  o*er  the  sea,  the  mountains,  numbering 
Thy  yean  of  joy  and  sorrow. 

I^Km  art  gone; 
And  he  who  would  aanil  thee  in  thy  grave. 
Oh,  let  him  pause !    For  who  among  us  all. 
Tried  as  thou  wert^— even  from  thine  earliest  ]rear>, 
When  wandering,  yet  unspoilt,  a  highland-boy — 
Tried  as  thou  wert.  and  with  thy  soul  of  flame ; 
Pleasure,  while  yet  the  down  was  on  thy  cheek. 
Uplifting,  presnng,  and  to  lips  like  thine 
Her  divined  cup-— ah,  who  among  us  all 
Could  say  he  had  not  err*d  as  much,  and  more  f 
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Op  all  the  fairest  dties  of  the  eatdi 
None  are  so  foir  as  Fknence.  Tisa 
Of  purest  ray,  a  treasure  for  a  caskec! 
And  what  a  glorious  lustre  did  it  died,  (71) 
When  it  em«ged  from  darkness!   C^ 
Without,  all  is  enchantment!  Tis  the  past 
Contending  with  the  presoit;  and  in  lam 
Each  has  the  mastery. 

In  this  chapel  wraoght  (73) 
Massacdo;  and  he  slumbers  undemeath. 
Wouldst  thou  bdiold  his  monument?  LookioMl! 
And  know  that  where  we  stand,  stood  oft  sad  kif 
Oft  till  the  day  was  gone,  Raphael  hinasK 
He  and  his  haughty  Rival — patiently. 
Humbly,  to  learn  of  those  who  came  before^ 
To  steal  a  spark  from  their  authentic  fire. 
Theirs,  who  first  broke  the  gloom,  Sonaof  the '. 


1  Adriawm  naie.— Ck.      SSeethePraplMey  oTDmIc. 

3  8m  te  tah  as  told  ^  JBMeaeea*  sad  i>rHMi. 

4  Thir  wait  for  te  traveOar*!  eamsfs  St  the  feol  oTefiiy  UB. 


There,  on  the  aeat  that  runa  akmg  the  wall. 
South  of  the  Church,  eaat  of  the  belfiry-tower 
(Thou  canst  not  miss  it),  in  the  sultry  time 
Would  Dante  sit  conversing  (76),  and  with  thoK 
Who  little  thou^  that  in  his  hand  he  held 
The  balance,  and  assigned  at  his  good  pleasure 
To  each  his  place  in  the  invisible  world. 
To  some  an  upper,  some  a  lower  region; 
Reserving  in  Us  secret  mind  a  nidie 
For  thee,  Saltrello,  who  with  quirks  of  law 
Hadst  plagued  him  sore,  and  carefully  requiiiBg(n) 
Such  as  ere-long  condemn'd  his  mortal  part 
To  fire.  (78)  Sit  down  awhile     then  by  the  grtfli 
Wondrously  wrought,  so  beautiful,  so  gloTioai, 
That  they  might  serve  to  be  the  gates  of  HeaiHk 
Enter  the  Baptistery.    That  place  he  loved. 
Calling  it  his !   And  in  his  visits  there 
Well  might  he  take  delight !    For,  when  a  6bSiA, 
Playing,  with  venturous  feet,  near  and  yet  nearer 
One  of  the  fonts.fell  in,  he  flew  and  saved  him,(T9) 
Flew  with  an  energy,  a  violence, 
That  broke  the  marUe— a  mishap  ascribed 
To  evil  motives ;  his,  alas !  to  lead 
A  life  of  trouble,  and  ere-long  to  leave 
All  fliings  most  dear  to  him,  ore-long  to  know 
How  salt  another's  bread  is,  and  how  toflsome 
The  going  up  and  down  another's  stairs. 

Nor  then  forget  that  Chamber  of  the  Dead,(8(ft 
Where  the  gigantic  forms  of  Night  and  Day, 
Tum'd  into  stone,  rest  everlastingly. 
Yet  still  are  breathing;  and  shed  round  at  doob 
A  two-fold  influ«>ce— only  to  be  fell— 
A  light,  a  darkness,  mingling  each  with  each ; 
Both  and  yet  neither.   There,  fipom  age  to  age. 
Two  Ghosts  are  sitting  on  their  sepuldires. 
That  is  the  Duke  Lorenao.    Mark  him  weU.  (^1) 
He  meditates,  his  head  upon  his  hand. 
What  scowls  beneath  his  broad  and  helm4ike  boBBlt* 
Is  it  a  fiu»,  or  but  an  eyeless  skull  ? 
Tis  hid  in  shade;  yet,  like  the  bMilisk, 
It  fiMctnates,  and  is  intolerable. 
His  mien  is  noble,  most  nujestical! 
Then  most  so,  when  the  distant  choir  is  beard, 

64 


I 


ITALY. 


67 


r  ere— nor  fiul  thou  to  attend 
rioe^iallow'd  day,  (82)  when  all  are  there ; 
IHt>pitiating  with  solemn  songs, 
,  and  frankincense,  and  holy  water, 
ead.    Then  wilt  thou  feel  his  power! 

3ot  Sculpture,  Painting,  Poesy, 
e  masters  of  these  mighty  spells, 

Our  first  homage  is  to  Virtue, 
what  dungeon  of  the  Citadel 
I  known — the  writing  on  the  wall  (83) 
gone— 'twas  cut  in  with  his  dagger, 
I  knees  to  God,  he  slew  hiiAself)t 
what  dungeon,  did  Filippo  Stroaszi, 
be  gmtest  of  the  Men  of  Florence, 
it  hk  soul — lest  in  his  agony, 
ihe  rack  and  call'd  upon  to  answer, 
iccuse  the  guiltless. 

That  debt  paid, 
sigh,  a  tear  for  human  frailty, 
$tum,  and  once  more  give  a  loose 
ighted  spirit-— worahipping, 
Jl  temple  of  rich  workmanship,' 
lell^  Tdio,  when  she  left  the  skies, 

XXL 
DON  GARZIA. 

the  awfiil  forms  that  stand  assembled 

It  square  of  Florence,  may  bo  seen 

10,  (84)  not  the  Father  of  his  Country, 

ityled,  but  he  who  play'd  the  tyrant 

h  armor  like  a  paladin, 

is  helmet  off — in  kingly  state, 

is  upon  his  horse  of  brass ; 

who  read  the  legend  underneath, 

nounce  him  happy.     Yet  there  is 

r  at  Grosseto,  that,  if  walls 

ik,  and  tell  of  what  is  done  within, 

Q  your  admiration  into  pity. 

hat  pass'd  died  with  him ;  but  the  rest, 

ovePd  when  the  fit  was  on, 

f  those  who  listen'd,  could  be  glean'd 

BO  sentences  and  starts  in  sleep, 

1  by  an  honest  Chronicler.  (85) 

his  sons,  Gioyanni  and  Garzia 

t  had  not  seen  his  sixteenth  summer), 

te  chase ;  but  one  of  them,  Giovanni, 

(loved,  ^e  glory  of  his  house, 

ot ;  and  at  close  of  day  was  found 

his  innocent  blood.    Too  well,  alas! 

ling  Cosmo  guess'd  the  deed,  the  doer ; 

g  caosed  the  body  to  be  borne 

>  that  chamber — at  an  hour 

slept  sound,  save  the  disconsolate  Mo- 
r,«  (66) 

thought  of  what  was  yet  to  come, 
but  to  be  told — he  bade  Garzia 
follow  him.     Holding  in  one  hand 

lamp,  and  in  the  other  a  key 
id  dungeon-like,  thither  he  led ; 
ig  entered  in  and  lock'd  the  door, 

fiz*d  his  eyes  upon  the  son, 
y  quflstioned  him.    No  change  betray*d 

fisar.    Then  Cosmo  lifted  up 


The  bloody  sheet     **  Look  there !  Look  there  !'*  he 

cried, 
**  Blood  calls  for  blood— and  from  a  fiither's  hand! 
— Unless  thyself  wilt  save  him  that  sad  oflke. 
What!"  he  exclaim'd,  when,  shuddering  at  thesi^t. 
The  boy  breathed  out,  **  I  stood  but  on  my  guard.'* 
**  Darest  thou  then  blacken  one  who  never  wrong'd 

thee. 
Who  would  not  set  his  foot  upon  a  worm  \ — 
Yes,  thou  must  die,  lest  others  fidl  by  thee. 
And  thou  shouldst  be  the  slayer  of  us  all." 
Then  from  Garna's  side  he  took  the  dagger. 
That  &tal  one  which  spilt  lus  brother's  blood ; 
And,  kneeling  on  the  ground,  **  Great  God !"  he  cried, 
"  Grant  me  the  strength  to  do  an  act  of  Justioe. 
Thou  knowest  what  it  costs  me ;  but,  alas. 
How  can  I  spare  myself,  sparing  none  else 
Grant  me  the  strength,  the  will— and  oh  forgive 
The  sinful  soul  of  a  most  wretched  son. 
Tis  a  most  wretched  &ther  who  implores  it" 
Long  on  Garzia's  neck  he  hung,  and  wept 
Tenderly,  long  press'd  him  to  his  bosom ; 
And  then,  but  while  he  held  him  by  the  aim, 
Thrusting  him  backward,  tum'd  away  hit  fiioe. 
And  stabb'd  him  to  the  heart 

Well  might  De  Thou, 
When  in  his  youth  he  came  to  Cosmo's  court. 
Think  on  the  past ;  and,  as  he  waiider'd  through 
The  Ancient  PiUace  (87)— through  those  ample  spaces 
Silent,  deserted— stop  awhile  to  dwell 
Upon  two  portraits  there,  drawn  on  the  wall  (88) 
Together,  as  of  two  in  bonds  of  love. 
One  in  a  Cardinal's  habit,  one  in  black. 
Those  of  the  unhappy  brothers,  and  infer 
From  the  deep  silence  that  his  questions  drew,  (89) 
The  terrible  truth. 

Well  might  he  heave  a  sigh 
For  poor  humanity,  when  he  beheld 
That  very  Cosmo  shaking  o'er  his  fire. 
Drowsy  and  deaf  and  inarticulate. 
Wrapt  in  lus  night-gown,  o'er  a  sick  man's  mess^ 
In  the  last  stage— death-struck  and  deadly  pale ; 
His  wife,  another,  not  lus  Eleonora, 
At  once  his  nurse  and  his  interpretem 

xxn. 

THE  CAMPAGNA  OF  FLORENCE. 
T  IS  morning.    Let  us  wander  through  the  fiehis, 
Where  Cimabu^  (90)  found  a  shepherd-boy  * 
Tracing  his  idle  fiincies  on  the  ground ; 
And  let  us  from  the  top  of  Fiesole, 
Whence  Galileo's  glass  by  night  ob8er\'ed 
The  phases  of  the  moon,  look  round  befow 
On  Amo's  vale,  where  the  dove-color'd  oxen 
Are  plowing  up  and  down  among  the  vines. 
While  many  a  careless  note  is  sung  aloud. 
Filling  the  air  wilh  sweetness    and  on  thee, 
Beautiful  Florence,  (91)  all  within  thy  walls, 
Thy  groves  and  gardens,  piimacles  and  towers, 
Drawn  to  our  feet 

From  that  small  spire,  just  caught 
By  the  bright  ray,  that  church  among  ihe  rest  (92) 
By  One  pf  Old  distmgmsh'd  as  The  Bride. 
Let  us  pursue  in  thought  (what  can  we  better  f) 
Those  who  assembled  there  at  matin-prayers;*  (93) 
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Whob  fvlm  Vioe  i«veU*d,  and  along  die  atieeC 
TViUes  were  wt,  what  tunc  the  bearer*a  hell 
Rang  to  demand  the  dead  at  every  door, 
Came  oal  into  the  meadows ;  (94)  and,  awhile 
Wandering  in  idleneat,  bat  not  in  felly, 
Sato  down  in  the  high  gTMs  and  in  the  ahade 
Of  many  a  tree  son-proo^— day  after  day. 
When  idl  was  still  aiid  nothing  to  he  heard 
But  the  Cicala's  Toioe  among  the  olive«^ 
Relating  in  a  ring,  to  banish  care, 
Tlwir  handled  norels. 

Roond  the  hill  they  went,  (95) 
Roand  andnneath — first  to  a  splendid  hooee, 
Gherardi,  as  an  old  tradition  ram. 
That  on  the  left,  jost  rising  from  the  Tale ; 
A  place  fer  Luxaiy — the  painted  rooms, 
llie  open  gaUerim  and  middle  court 
Not  onprepared,  fragrant  and  gay  with  flowera. 
Then  westward  to  another,  nobler  jret ; 
That  on  the  right,  now  known  as  the  Pslmieri, 
Where  Art  with  Natora  vied— a  Paradise, 
Witk  Terdorona  walls,  and  many  a  trellis'd  walk 
All  rose  and  jasmine,  many  a  ferest-yista 
Croas'd  by  the  deer,    llien  to  the  Ladies*  Valley; 
And  the  dear  lake,  that  seem*d  as  by  enchantment 
To  lift  ap  to  the  sur&ce  eveiy  stone 
Of  lustre  there,  and  the  dirainutiTe  6sh 
InmnneraUe,  dropt  with  crimson  and  gold. 
Now  modonlen,  now  glandi^  to  the  sun. 

Who  has  not  dwelt  on  their  volnptuoos  day? 
Hw  morning-banqact  by  the  feuntainwride,  (96) 
The  dance  that  feltow'd,  and  the  noon-tide  slumber ; 
Then  the  tales  told  in  turn,  as  round  they  lay 
On  carpefei,  the  fresh  waters  murmuring ; 
And  tbe  short  interval  fill'd  up  with  games 
Of  ClieMs,  and  talk,  and  reading  old  Romances, 
Till  supper-time,  ^-hen  many  a  syren-voice 
Sung  down  the  stars,  and  in  the  grass  the  torches 
Bomt  brighter  for  their  absence. 

He.'  whoae  dream 
It  waa  (it  was  no  more)  sleeps  in  Val  d*Elsa, 
Sleepa  in  the  church,  where  (in  his  ear  I  ^-een) 
Hie  Friar  poured  out  his  catalogue  of  treasures;  (97) 
A  ray,  imprimis,  of  the  star  that  shone 
To  the  Wise  Men ;  a  phial-full  of  soonds. 
Tie  mosical  chimes  of  the  great  bolls  that  hung 
Ib  Sokmon's  Temple ;  and,  though  last  not  leaat, 
A  fisather  from  the  Angel  Gabriel's  wing, 
DropC  in  the  Virgin's  chamber. 

That  dark  ridge 
Stretching  away  in  the  South-east,  oonoeals  it; 
Not  io  hia  lowly  roof  and  scanty  fitrm,  (98) 
His  oopse  and  rill,  if  yet  a  trace  be  left. 
Who  lived  in  Val  di  Pesa,  sufiering  long 
Eiile  and  want,  and  tho  keen  shafts  of  Malice, 
With  an  unclouded  mind.'   The  glimmering  tower 
On  the  grey  rock  beneath,  his  land-mark  once. 
Now  serves  for  ours,  and  points  out  where  he  ate 
His  bread  with  cheerfulness. 

Who  sees  him  not 
(Tia  his  own  sketch — he  drew  it  from  hin»elf)(99) 
Flajring  the  bird-catrhcr,  and  sallying  forth 
In  an  antumnal  morn,  laden  with  cages. 
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Tb  catch  a  thrasli  on  ewiy  liMc4wlg 
Or  in  the  wood  among  his  wood-catten ; 
Or  in  the  tavern  fay  the  highway  aide 
At  trio>trae  widi  the  miller ;  or  at  ni|^ 
Doffing  his  rustic  suit,  and,  duly  dad, 
flntering  his  closet,  and,  among  his  book% 
Among  the  Great  of  eveiy  age  and  dima^ 
A  numerous  court,  turnii^  to  whom  he 
Questioning  each  why  he  did  this  or  Hnd, 
And  learning  how  to  overoome  the  foar 
Of  poverty  and  death  f 

Nearer  we  hail 
Thy  sunny  slope,  Arcetri,  sung  of  Old 
For  its  green  wine  (100)— dearer  to  me^  to  Bai^ 
As  dwelt  on  by  that  great  Astraoooicr,' 
Seven  yean  a  priscmer  at  the  dty-gate,  (101) 
Let  in  but  in  Yob  gravedothea.     Sacred  be 
His  cottage  (justly  yma  it  call'd  The  JewdOdO) 
Sacred  the  vineyard,  where,  while  yet  his  a^ 
Glimmer*d,  at  Mitth  of  dawn  he  diess'd  Ua 
Chanting  aloud  in  gaiety  of  heart 
Some  veiae  of  Ariosta    Thoe,  unaaen.  (103) 
In  manly  beauty  Milton  stood  before  him, 
Gasing  with  reverent  awe— Milton,  his  gtat. 
Just  then  come  forth,  all  lifo  and  enterprise; 
Hr  in  his  old  age  and  extremity, 
Uind,  at  noooKlay  exploring  with  hia  staff; 
His  eyes  uptum'd  as  to  the  goldai  sun, 
His  eye-balb  idly  rolling.     little  then 
Did  Galileo  think  whom  he  bade  wdooaw ; 
That  in  his  hand  he  held  the  hand  of  one 
Who  could  requite  him — ^idiowoQld 
O'er  lands  and  seas    great  as  himaelC  nay 
NUlton  as  little  that  in  him  he  saw. 
As  in  a  g^ass,  what  he  himself  dioaM  be. 
Destined  so  soon  to  foil  on  e%il  days 
And  evil  tongues — so  soon,  alas,  to  lire 
In  darkness,  and  with  dangers  oompass'd  roand. 
And  solitode. 

Well  pleased,  could  we  ponoe 
llie  Amo,  from  his  birth-place  in  the  ckwida. 
So  near  the  ydlow  Tiber's  (104)— -springing  op 
From  his  fow  fountains  cm  the  Apenmne, 
That  mountain-ridge  a  sea-mark  to  the  slupa 
Sailing  on  dther  Sea.     Doi^nward  he  runs. 
Scattering  fresh  verdare  through  the  desolala  wdi. 
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Down  by  the  City  of  Hennits,  (105) 
The  venerable  woods  of  Vallombroaa; 
Then  through  these  gardens  to  the  TuaeaB  aaa. 
Reflecting  caatles,  convents,  villages. 
And  those  great  Rivals  in  an  elder  day, 
Floroice  and  Pisa — who  have  given  hjan  foaa, 
Fame  everiasting,  but  who  stain'd  ao  oft 
His  troubled  waten.    Oft,  alas,  were  seen. 
When  flight,  pumiit,  and  hideous  rout  wera  ikam 
Hamb,  clad  in  gloves  of  steel,  held  up  implorii^ ;  (M 
The  man,  the  hero,  on  his  foaming  steed. 
Borne  underneath— already  in  the  realraa 
Of  DariuiesB. 

Nor  did  night  or  burning  noon 
Bring  respite.    Oft,  as  that  great  Artist  aaw,*  (107) 
Whose  pencil  had  a  voice,  the  cry  **To  armar 
And  the  shrill  trumpet,  hurried  up  the  bank 
Those  who  had  stden  an  hour  to  breast  the  tidi^ 
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from  their  iiiihAnie«*d  limbs  the  Uood 
of  bftttle.     Sadden  was  the  rush, 
)  tmnult ;  fi>r,  ahready  in  sight, 
i  Dearer  yet  the  danger  drew ; 
{  smew  straimng,  every  feature, 
hing  up,  and  girding,  buckling  on 
i  greave  and  shirt  of  twisted  mail, 
life— 410  more  perchance  to  taste, 
pnateful  freahneas  of  thy  glades, 
»•— where,  exulting,  he  had  felt 
r*t  transport,  there,  alas,  to  float 
r.    Nor  between  the  gusts  of  War, 
a  were  feeding,  and  the  shepherd's  pipe 
the  valley,  when,  but  not  unarm'd, 
r  came  fiirth,  and,  following  him  who 
ivU 

lie  aeod    did  thy  indignant  waves 
hitioQ.    Sullen  was  the  splash, 
swift  the  plunge,  when  Uiey  received 
At  just  had  grated  on  the  ear 
•—closing  up  for  ever 
1  dungeon  henceforth  to  be  named 
r  of  Famine. 

Once  indeed  't  was  tlune, 
f  a  winter-flood,  thy  tributary, 
ii  its  rocky  glen  rushing,  resounding, 
vert  in  thy  might,  to  save,  restore 
loat  precious.    To  the  nearest  ford, 
a  bofseman  from  Arezso  came, 
ipetient  of  delay,  a  babe 
basket  to  the  knotty  staff 
hwart  his  saddle-bow.    He  spun, 
and  his  hone,  alarm'd,  perplex'd. 
»  midst    Great  ii  the  stir,  the  strife ; 
atom  (m  diat  dangerous  sea,  (108) 
I  floating !    Fast  and  far  he  flies ; 
it«ock'd,  now  whirling  round  and  round, 
lefiah.    By  thy  willing  waves 
B  Aon,  among  the  bulrushes 
I  reeled ;  and  unhurt,  secure, 
Midler's  breast  he  sleeps  within, 
or  never  had  the  nations  heard 
io  sweet,  which  stiQ  enchants,  inspires ; 
which  sung  of  love,  of  liberty. 

r  there  I ^And  such  the  images 

r^d  round  our  Milton,  when  at  eve 
■ide  thee,  (109)  Amo;  when  at  eve, 
liee,  he  wandor^d  with  delight, 
idisuD  verse,  and  through  thy  groves 
riU  m3ntle.    Such  Uie  Poet's  dreams ; 
h  only.    For  look  round  and  say, 
m  grcmod  that  did  not  drink  warm  blood, 
lat  had  learnt  not  to  articulate 
murder  t — ^Fatal  was  the  day  * 
i,  when  Ct  was  in  a  street  behind 
and  convent  of  the  Holy  Cross— 

>  house — that  house  of  die  Donati, 
;110)  and  left  long  since,  but  to  the  last 
suit— «11  rugged,  all  emboss'd 

■till  distinguish'd  by  the  rings 
Bt  held  in  war  and  fbstival>time 
jT-standards)  fatal  was  the  day 
I,  when,  at  mom,  at  the  nindi  hour, 
me  in  weeds  of  widowhood, 

>  worn  hereafier  by  so  many, 
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Stood  at  her  door;  and,  like  a  sorceress,  imug 
Her  dazzling  spell     Subtle  she  was,  aiftd  rich. 
Rich  in  a  hidden  pearl  of  heavenly  light. 
Her  daughter's  beauty ;  and  too  well  she  knew 
Its  virtue !     Patiently  she  stood  and  watch'd ; 
Nor  stood  alone — but  spoke  not — In  her  bnpst 
Her  purpose  lay ;  and,  as  a  youth  pass*d  by. 
Clad  for  the  nuptial  rite,  she  smiled  and  said, 
LifUng  a  comer  of  the  maiden's  veil, 
*'  This  had  I  treasured  up  in  secret  for  thee. 
This  hast  thou  lost !"    He  gazed,  and  was  undone ! 
Forgetting — not  foigot — he  broke  the  bond. 
And  paid  the  penalty,  losing  his  life 
At  the  bridge-foot ;  (111)  and  hence  a  world  of  woo ! 
Vengeance  for  vengeance  crying,  blood  for  blood ; 
No  intermission !    Law,  that  slumbers  not. 
And,  like  the  Angel  with  the  flaming  sword. 
Sits  over  all,  at  once  chastising,  healing. 
Himself  the  Avenger,  went;  and  every  street 
Ron  red  with  mutual  slaughter — though  sometimes 
The  young  forgot  the  lessons  they  had  leamt. 
And  loved  when  they  should  hate— like  thee,  Imelda, 
Thee  and  thy  Paolo.     When  last  ye  met 
In  that  still  hour  (the  heat  the  glare  was  gone. 
Not  so  the  splendor — through  the  cedar-grove 
A  radiance  stream'd  like  a  consuming  fire. 
As  though  the  glorious  orb,  in  its  descent, 
Had  come  and  rested  there)  when  last  ye  met. 
And  those  relentless  brothers  dragg'd  Um  forth, 
It  had  been  well,  hadst  thou  slept  on,  Imelda,  (112) 
Nor  from  thy  trance  of  fear  awaked,  os  night 
Fell  on  that  fetal  spot  to  wish  thee  dead, 
To  track  him  by  his  blood,  to  search,  to  find. 
Then  fling  thee  down  to  catch  a  word,  a  look, 
A  sigh,  if  yet  thou  couldst  (alas,  thou  couldst  not) 
And  die,  unseen,  unthought  of — ^from  the  wound 
Sucking  the  poison.  (113) 

Tet  when  Slavery  came. 
Worse  foUow'd.  (114)  Genius,  Valor  left  the  land. 
Indignant — all  that  had  from  age  to  age 
Adom'd,  ennobled ;  and  headlong  they  fell. 
Tyrant  and  slave.     For  deeds  of  violence, 
Done  in  broad  day  and  more  than  half-rede«n'd 
By  many  a  great  and  generous  sacrifice 
Of  self  to  others,  came  the  unpledged  bowl. 
The  stab  of  the  stiletto.     Gliding  by 
Unnoticed,  in  slouch'd  hat  and  mufiRing  cloak. 
That  just  discover'd,  Caravaggio-like, 
A  swarthy  cheek,  black  brow,  and  eye  of  flame. 
The  Bravo  took  hii  stand,  and  o*er  the  shoulder 
Plunged  to  the  hilt  or  from  beneath  the  ribs 
Slanting  (a  surer  path,  as  some  averr'd) 
Strack  upward — then  slunk  off,  or,  if  pursued. 
Made  for  the  Sanctuary,  and  there  along 
The  glimmering  aisle  among  the  worshippers 
Wander'd  vrith  restless  step  and  jealous  look, 
Dropping  thick  gore. 

Misnamed  to  lull  suspicion. 
In  every  Palace  was  The  Laboratory,  (115) 
Where  he  within  brew'd  poisons  swift  and  slow. 
That  scatter'd  terror  till  all  things  seem'd  poisonous. 
And  breve  men  trembled  if  a  huid  held  out 
A  nosegay  or  a  letter ;  while  the  Great 
Drank  fiom  the  Venice-glass,  that  broke,  that  shiver'd, 
If  aught  malignant  aught  of  thine  was  there, 
Crael  Tophana;  (116)  and  pavim'd  provinces 
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For  dM  wmtmeaiam  gem  that  to  the  weeier 
Qkv  ngw  in&Ilible  of  ooming  fll,  (117) 
That  dooded  dioagb  the  Tefaicle  of  death 
Were  an  in^mble  perAune. 

Happy  then 
Tbe  gneit  to  whom  at  eleeping-tiine  *t  was  Mid, 
But  in  an  mider-Toice  (a  lady*!  page 
Speaks  in  no  krader)  **  PtaB  not  on.    That  door 
Leada  to  another  which  awaits  yoor  coming, 
Qoa  in  the  floor^-oow  left,  alas,  unbolted,  (118) 
No  eje  detects  it — lying  under-fiwt, 
Jost  as  yon  enter,  at  the  threshold-stone ; 
Ready  to  fidi  and  plnnge  yon  into  darkness, 
Daikneas  and  kng  oblivion!'* 

Tlien  indeed 
Where  larfc*d  not  danger?   Throogh  the  &iry4and 
No  seat  of  pleasure  glittering  hali^way  down. 
No  hunting-place — ^bat  with  some  damning  spot 
Thai  win  not  be  wash'd  out!  There, at Caiano,  (119) 
Where,  when  the  hawks  were  hooded  and  Night  came. 
Paid  would  set  the  table  in  a  roar 
With  his  wild  lay  (120)— there,  where  the  Son  de- 
scends. 
And  hQl  and  dale  are  lost,  veil'd  with  his  beams. 
The  &ir  Venetian'  died— ^e  and  her  lord. 
Died  of  a  pcxaet  dmgg'd  by  him  who  sate 
And  saw  them  sufler,  flinging  back  the  charge. 
The  nmrderer  on  the  murder'd. 

SobsofGrieC' 
Somids  inarticulate— suddenly  stopt. 
And  foUow'd  by  a  straggle  and  a  gasp, 
A  gasp  in  death,  are  heard  yet  in  Ceneto, 
Along  the  marUe  halls  and  staircases. 
Nightly  at  twelve ;  and.  at  the  selfsame  hour. 
Shrieks,  such  as  penetrate  the  inmost  soul, 
Sudi  as  awake  the  innocent  babe  to  long, 
Long  wailing,  echo  through  the  emptineas 
Of  that  old  den  hi  up  among  the  hills,  (121) 
Frowning  on  him  who  comes  fixmi  Pietra-Mala : 
In  them,  in  both,  within  five  day  and  less. 
Two  unsuspecting  victims,  passing  fiur. 
Welcomed  with  kisses,  and  slain  cruelly. 
One  with  the  knife,  one  with  the  fiital  noose. 

But  lo,  the  Sun  is  setting; (122)  earth  and  sky 
One  blase  of  glory — What  but  now  we  saw 
As  thoo^  it  were  not,  though  it  had  not  been ! 
He  Ungers  yet,  and,  lessening  to  a  point. 
Shines  hke  the  eye  of  Heaven — then  wilhdnws ; 
And  from  the  aenith  to  the  utmost  skirts 
All  is  celestial  red !    The  hour  is  come, 
Whoi  they  that  sail  along  the  distant  seas 
languish  for  home ;  and  they  that  in  the  mom 
Said  to  sweet  friends  ''ftrewell,'*  melt  as  at  partii^j 
When,  journeying  on,  the  pilgrim,  if  he  heaia, 
As  now  we  hear  it,  echoing  round  the  hill. 
The  bell  that  seems  to  mourn  the  dsring  day. 
Slackens  his  pace  and  sighs,  and  those  he  loved 
Loves  more  than  ever.    But  who  leels  it  not? 
And  well  may  we,  for  we  are  &r  away. 
Let  ns  retire,  and  hail  it  in  oar  hearta. 


PARTIL 
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THE  PILGRIM. 

It  was  an  hour  of  univenal  joy. 
Hie  lark  was  up  and  at  the  gate  of  heavea. 
Singing,  as  sure  to  enter  when  he  came; 
The  butterfly  was  basking  in  my  path. 
His  radiant  wings  unfokied.     FYom  below 
The  beU  of  prayer  roae  slowly,  plaintively: 
And  odors,  such  as  welcome  in  the  day, 
Such  as  salute  the  early  traveller. 
And  come  and  go,  each  sweeter  than  the  last, 
Were  rising.    Hill  and  valley  breathed  deligbt; 
And  not  a  living  diing  but  bless'd  the  hour! 
In  every  bush  uid  brake  there  was  a  voice 
Responsive ! 

From  the  Thrasymene,  that  mm 
Slept  in  the  sun,  a  lake  of  molten  gidd. 
And  from  the  riiore  that  once,  when  armies  met,  (ISt; 
Rocked  to  and  fro  unfelt,  so  terrible 
Tbe  rage,  the  slaughter,  I  had  tum'd  away; 
The  path,  that  led  me,  leading  through  a  wood 
A  fiuiy-vdMemeas  of  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  l^  a  brook  (124)  that,  in  the  day  of  stzifo, 
Ran  bbod,  but  now  runs  amber — ^when  a  giade^ 
Far,  for  within,  sunn'd  only  at  noon-day. 
Suddenly  open'd.    Many  a  bendi  was  there. 
Each  round  its  ancient  elm;  and  many  a  track. 
Well  known  to  them  that  from  the  highway  Wni 
Awhile  to  deviate.    In  the  midst  a  cvoss 
Of  mouldering  stone  as  in  a  temple  stood, 
Solemn,  severe ;  coeval  with  the  treea 
That  round  it  in  majestic  order  rose ; 
And  on  the  lowest  step  a  Pilgrim  knelt. 
Clasping  his  hands  in  prayer.     He  vras  the  fin( 
Yet  seen  by  me  (save  in  a  midnight-masque, 
A  revel,  where  none  cares  to  play  his  part. 
And  they,  that  speak,  at  once  dissolve  the  diam) 
The  first  in  sober  truth,  no  counterfeit ; 
And,  when  his  orisons  were  duly  paid. 
He  rose,  and  we  exchanged,  as  all  are  wont, 
A  traveller's  greeting. 

Young,  and  of  an  age 
When  Youth  is  most  attractive,  when  a  li^t 
Plays  round  and  round,  reflected,  if  I  err  not. 
From  some  attendant  Spirit,  that  erelong 
(His  charge  relinquish'd  with  a  nf^  a  tear) 
Wings  his  fli^it  upward — with  a  look  he  won 
My  fovor ;  and,  the  spell  of  silence  broke, 
I  could  not  but  continue 

•«  Whence,"  I  ask*d, 
**  Whence  art  thou  T— **  From  Mont'  alio,"  he  repliai. 
*'  My  native  village  in  the  Apenninea." 
**  And  whither  journeying  T' — **  To  the  hdy  shrine 
Of  Saint  Antonio,  in  die  City  of  Padua. 
Perhapa,  if  thou  hast  ever  gone  so  for. 
Thou  wilt  direct  my  courw." — **  Most  willing; 
But  thou  hast  much  to  do,  much  to  endure. 
Ere  thou  hast  enter'd  where  the  silver  lamps 
Bum  ever.    Tell  me— I  would  not  tranagress. 
Yet  ask  I  mnst^what  could  have  brought  thee  forth 
Nothing  in  act  or  thought  to  be  atoned  for  ?**— 
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Dw  I  Mide  in  i^  datnM. 

<  blot,  una  iftm  n  biBM  u  IN, 

•  came.    fiiM,  m  deadHinid;  I  fiD ; 

iloTed  BMa ;  and  am-lotiB, 

ontiiuiil  mtdUagi,  night  and  iaj, 

LI  DBlhar.    Wane  ind  wone  ibe  gnw; 

tngniitt,  nif  dapair,  I  Tow'd, 

IJTad,  if  Hmtoi  raMond  her  to  na, 

liwitli.  and  in  a  Klgnin'i  weeds, 

i(y  ihrine.     My  vtm  hb  heard ; 

IS  un  I  come." — "lloo  faandooamll: 

UM  weedi,  id  icverancad  of  M, 

"llwr  an  Dothing  wcsth. 


I  fir  die  ndieMToba  rengn  Ihem, 
1  fliey  weiB,  bf  ilifi*«  I  kiv«  eo  well, 
dmy  oMec;  dninths  ladt 
diein,  a  pleanire,  a  delight 
:  ntmoit  ikill,  and  nod  dm  Enlli 
ame  Ihii  eervica.    llkeir  laat  wndii, 
mlLCario.  We  ihaU  count  Ihe  houn 

■■  Heelib  and  nnngih  i>a  diine 
tnval !   Mar  no  mit-beun  itiilie  ; 
ing  and  wiAar '.   Maycit  Ibon  Im, 
waking,  ncred  and  aecnre ! 

ig  jre !    In  Ihat  bappf  boor 

IT  Ibilh  b)  bid  thee  nelcoma,  Coria; 

I  one,  oi  I  am  much  deceived, 

■1  namad,  who  will  not  be  Ihe  laM.' 

true  H  Truth  iteelf  can  be! 

•u  knoweit  her  noL     Wontd  that  Ihon 


AN  INTERVIEW. 
e,  Ibal  cmnei  onlDok'd-lbr,  ii  ihiica  w^ 

lii  the  heart,  if  au^t  be  there, 
icre^ler  in  ■  ihonghlM  hour 
1  n^  't  ii  tteaaured  up  among 
nnat  prcckni ;  and  the  Amy  it  came, 
B  nliile  daf  in  our  livca. 

wn  wheeling  weatwud,  and  Ifae  diffi 

g  wnxb,  that  cverlaBtiagly 

ominiDo  of  ihy  mighty  Toice,  (125) 

VehDo,  ntlor-d  in  die  mill) 

md  Buwer  Ibee.  were  left  at  leogtli 

itill  ■•  noon ;  and  on  we  itta/d 

to  wilder,  nothing  hospitable 

down,  no  buih  or  green  or  dry,  (136) 

It  lymbol  at  the  conag»door, 

nhmenl — when  Luigi  cried, 

I  ilHiueuai  traoli  we  (Ahoao  die  beat!" 


IE*  cheeki  a  fliub  of  pleanire  and  aurpitea. 
Unknown  tcliire,  had  chain'd  him  to  the  ipot. 
And  thou.  Sir  Knight,  hadel  traveraed  hill  mii  daU 

Below  and  winding  fir  away, 
^ade  nniblded,  such  ai  Spring  (137) 
Bioiden  with  flowen,  and,  nhm  Ihe  mom  ia  U^ 
"nie  hare  delights  lo  race  in,  scattering  round 
The  silveiy  dews.    Cedar  and  cypress  threw 
Singly  their  length  of  shadow,  chequering 
Tlie  greensward,  and,  what  grew  in  fiequcnt  tnfla, 
*     underwood  of  oqFrtle,  that  by  Gti 

It  up  a  gale  of  bagnnce.     Through  the  mids^ 
Reflecting,  a*  it  ran,  purple  and  gold. 
A  rainbow'*  ^ilendor  (scraiewhere  in  the  east 
Raiu.dropa  were  &Iling  &sl)  a  rivulet 
Spofted  as  loth  ta  go;  anl  on  the  bonk 
Stood  (io  »■"  Bjei  of  one,  if  not  of  both, 
Worth  all  Ihe  rat  and  more)  a  nimptermole  (128) 
Well-laden,  while  two  menials  as  in  huite 
Drew  fion  hi*  ample  panniets,  langiog  roond 
Viands  and  &uits  on  many  s  shining  nlver. 
And  plDnging  in  the  cool  translucent  wave 
Flasks  of  deUcioos  wine- 
Anon  a  bom 
Blew,  through  Ihe  champaign  bidding  la  the  feaet, 
lis  jocund  note  to  other  ean  addresi'd, 
Notouja;  and,  slowly  coming  by  a  path. 
That,  ere  it  imed  from  an  ilei-grove, 

m  fiir  inward,  though  along  the  glade 
_  lish'd  only  by  a  Iresher  verdure, 
Peaiantt  appmach'd,  one  leading  in  a  leadi 
Beagles  yet  panting,  one  with  taiioni  game. 
In  lich  confosioa  slung,  be&m,  behind. 
Leveret  and  quail  and  pheasant    All  amtatmced 
*"      hase  as  over ;  and  ere-Iong  appear'd 

horses  fiili  of  lire,  champing  the  curb. 
For  Ihe  wbile  feem  was  dry  opon  the  dank, 

•0  coovene,  each  in  each  delighdn^ 
Their  plumage  waving  aa  instinct  with  U&i 
A  Lady  young  and  gracefiil,  and  a  Yonlh, 
Yet  younger,  bearing  on  a  ^Iconer's  ^ove, 

'^     golden,  the  romanlic  lime, 

1  hooded-     like  some  spirit  of  air. 
Or  lairy-vision.  such  as  feign'd  of  old. 
The  Lady,  while  her  courser  paw'd  the  ground. 
Alighted ;  and  her  beauty,  as  die  trod 
The  enamell'd  bank,  braising  nor  herb  nor  flower. 
That  place  illnir ' 


Ah.w 


»ebe. 


■ny  a  deer,  rustling  hi*  velvet  ooU, 

.  many  a  giyry  and  her  tnood 

1.  then  houiinl  again — the  Door  yet  gn 


And  v/iA  her  brother,  as  when  last  w 
(When  the  first  lark  had  sung  ere  half  wsa  said. 
And  as  she  Blood,  bidding  aiLeu,  her  voice. 
So  sweet  il  was,  recall'd  me  like  a  (peD) 
Who  but  Angelica  ? 

That  day  we  gave 
To  Pleanire,  and,  oncooKiaos  of  thair  Bi^t, 
Another  and  another  j  ban  a  home 
Dnpt  Ihmi  the  iky  imid  the  wild  aid  rude, 
I  Loretto-like.    Tike  riaing  moon  we  hail'd. 
Duly,  devoutly,  fiom  a  veatibale 
Of  many  an  aich,  o'erwrought  and  laviAly 
I  With  many  a  wiUering  drewn  of  sylphs  and  flowers. 
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WImb  BtplMel  and  hki  idiool  from  FlotenM 

nUnv  dM  knd  with  ipleiidor  (129>— nor  Urn  oA 

Watch'4  bar,  dudining.  from  a  aflent  deU, 

NoC  alent  ooea,  what  tine  in  rivaliy 

Ton,  GoBiini,  waved  their  wiaud-waiidi^ 

PeopUng  die  groveo  from  Arcady,  and  lo^ 

Fair  tbnut  appeared,  marmariiig  mdodioui  vene,  (130) 

— Tlien,  in  their  day,  a  sylvan  theatre, 

Momy  tbti  leati,  the  atage  a  verduroiia  floor, 

Tlie  aeeneiy  rock  and  ■hrab-wood.  Natme'a  own; 

Malue  the  ArcfaileGt 

m. 

ROME. 

I  AM  in  Rome !  Oft  ae  die  monuQg-ray 
Vimli  these  eyea,  waking  at  oooe  I  cry. 
Whence  this  excem  of  joy?  What  has  befiOleBme? 
And  from  within  a  thrilling  voice  repliea. 
Thou  art  in  Rome!  A  thoiaand  buey  thoughli 
Rush  on  my  mind,  a  thoumnd  iuMgea ; 
And  I  spring  up  ae  girt  to  rwi  a  race! 

Thou  art  in  Rome !  the  City  that  so  long 
Rdgn'd  abiolate,  the  rnktreai  of  the  world ; 
The  mighty  visioo  that  the  pn^)hets  mw. 
And  trembled ;  that  firMu  nothing,  from  die  least. 
The  lowliest  village  (what  but  here  and  there 
A  reed-rooTd  cabin  b^  a  riverside  f) 
Grow  into  everjrthing ;  and,  year  by  year, 
Fitiendy,  fearlemly  wwking  her  way 
O'er  brook  and  field,  o*er  continent  uid  sea, 
NoC  like  the  merchant  with  his  merchandise. 
Or  traveller  with  staff  and  scrip  exploring. 
But  hand  to  hand  and  foot  to  foot,  through  hoite, 
'Hirough  nations  numberless  in  batde-array. 
Each  behind  each,  each,  when  the  other  fell. 
Up  and  in  arms,  at  leogth  subdued  them  alL 

Thou  art  in  Rome!  the  City,  where  the  Ganb, 
Entering  at  sun-rise  through  her  open  gates. 
And,  through  her  streets  silent  and  desolate. 
Marching  to  day,  thought  they  saw  Gods,  not  men ; 
The  City  that,  by  temperance,  fortitude. 
And  love  of  glory,  tower'd  above  die  clouds. 
Then  fell — but,  fidlmg,  kept  die  highest  seat. 
And  in  her  loneliness,  her  pomp  of  woe. 
Where  now  she  dwells,  withdrawn  into  die  wild. 
Still  o*er  the  mind  maintains,  from  age  to  age. 
Her  empire  undiminished. 

Hiere,  as  though 
Grandeur  attracted  Grandeur,  are  beheld 
All  things  that  strike,  ennoble — from  die  deptlv 
Of  Egypt,  fiTMn  the  classic  fields  of  Greece, 
Her  groves,her  temples — all  things  that  inspire 
Wonder,  delight !  Who  wouM  not  say  the  Fonui 
ftlost  perfect,  most  divine,  had  by  consent 
Fk>ck*d  diither  to  abide  eternally, 
Withm  those  silent  chambers  where  they  dwell. 
In  happy  interoourw  f 

And  I  am  there ! 
Ah,  litde  thought  I,  when  m  school  I  sate, 
A  scfaool4)oy  on  his  bench,  at  early  dawn 
Glowing  with  Roman  story,  I  wboikd  live 
To  tread  the  Appian,  (131)  once  an  avenue 
Of  monuments  most  gkmooi,  palaees. 


Their  doors  seal'd  up  and  sileat  aa  die 
The  dweOingi  of  die  illustrioas 
Toward  Tiber,  and,  beyond  the  Ci^^galab 
Pbur  out  my  unpremeditated  vene^ 
Where  on  his  mule  I  might  have  mei  so  eft 
Horace  hiuMelf  (133>-<»r  chmb  die  FdM^ 
Dreaming  of  old  Evander  and  his 
Dreaming  and  lost  on  that  proud 
Longwhile  the  seat  of  Rome,  hereafter 
Less  than  enough  (so  monstrous  was  the  hnsd 
Engendered  there,  so  Titan-like)  to  kdga 
One  in  his  madnem;>  and,  the  sumont  guaii. 
Inscribe  my  name  on  some  fanad  aloeleaC 
That  shoots  and  spreads  within  those  vay  wab 
Where  Virgil  read  aloud  his  tale  divine. 
Where  his  voice  felter'd.  (133)  and  a  motWr  wt^ 
TeaiB  of  delight! 

But  vdiat  a  narrow  space 
Just  underneath!  In  many  a  heap  the  gnmad 
Heaves,  as  though  Ruin  in  a  frantic  mood 
Had  done  his  utmost   Here  and  there  appean^ 
As  left  to  show  his  handy-woriL  not  aus. 
An  idle  adumn,  a  halPburied  ardi, 
A  wall  of  some  great  temple. 

Itwasonec^ 
And  long,  die  centre  of  their  Universe,  (134) 
The  Forum — whence  a  mandate,  eagle-wiog^d. 
Went  to  the  ends  of  the  eardi.    Let  us  dsa«il 
Slowly.    At  every  step  much  may  be  losL 
The  very  dust  we  tread,  stirs  as  with  life ; 
And  not  the  lightest  breath  that  sends  not  up 
Something  of  human  grandeur. 

We  are  corns. 
Are  now  indiere  once  the  mighti<^  spirits  met 
In  terrible  conflict ;  this,  while  Rome  was  free. 
The  noblest  theatre  on  this  side  Heaven ! 

Hoe  the  finrt  Brutus  stood,  when  o'er  the  omst 
Of  her  so  chaste  all  rooum'd,  and  from  his  dood 
Burst  like  a  God.    Here,  holding  up  the  knife 
That  ran  with  blood,  the  blood  of  his  own  dUld, 
Virginius  call'd  down  vengeance. — But  whence  spoki 
They  who  harsngoed  the  people ;  turning  now 
To  die  twelve  tables,  (135)  now  with  lifted  hands 
To  the  Capitoline  Jove,  whose  fulgent  diape 
In  the  unclouded  azure  shone  &r  off. 
And  to  the  shepherd  on  the  Alban  mount  (13C) 
Seem'd  like  a  star  new<Tisen?  Where  were  rspged 
In  rough  array  as  on  their  element. 
The  beaks  of  diose  old  gaUeys,  destined  still' 
To  brave  the  brunt  of  war — at  last  to  know 
A  cahn  fiff  worse,  a  silence  as  in  death  ? 
All  spiriUess ;  from  that  disastrous  hour 
When  he,  the  bravest,  gentlest  of  them  all,' 
Scorning  the  chains  he  could  not  hope  to  break. 
Fell  on  his  swoid ! 

Along  die  Sacred  Way 
Hither  the  Triumph  came,  and,  winding  round 
With  acclamation,  and  the  martial  clang 
Of  instruments,  and  can  laden  with  spoil, 
Stopt  at  die  sacred  stair  that  then  appeared. 
Then  through  the  darkness  broke,  ample,  star-bright. 
As  though  it  led  to  heaven.    Twas  night;  but  now 
A  thmisand  torches,  turning  night  to  day,  (137) 
Blaaed,  and  the  victor,  springing  from  his  seat. 
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ITALY. 


9,  Imeeling  m  in  fervent  pmyer, 
^pitoL    Bat  what  are  they, 
hot  withdraw,  a  moumfhl  train 
ind  who,  yet  incredulous, 
wildly  round,  now  on  his  KniM, 
>ung,  well-pleased  with  all  they  tee,  (138) 
ig,  the  lastf — They  are  the  &llen, 
rere  ipared  to  grace  the  chariot-wheels; 
ley  parted,  where  the  road  divides, 
nd  the  vanquish*d — there  withdrew ; 
ital'board,  aiid  they  to  die. 

It  the  great,  the  mighty  of  the  world, 
'ere  wont  to  fare  deliciously, 
t  ibr  a  kingdom  more  or  less, 
nor  from  their  thrones  endure  to  look, 
t  vray !   Well  might  they  in  their  state 
nselves,  and  kneel  and  supplicate 
red  from  a  dream  like  this ! 

innatus  paas'd,  his  plow  the  while 

arrow,  aiid  how  many  more, 

Is  fide  not,  who  still  walk  the  earth, 

taton,  still  in  Curule  pomp 

le ;  and,  as  of  old  in  Rome, 

eir  names,  set  every  heart  on  fire ! 

B  bonds,  he  whom  the  phalanx  saved  not,* 
E%ilip's  throne ;  and  the  Numidian,* 
ly,  stript  of  his  cumbrous  robe, 
skin,  and  in  his  nakedness 
vground,  **  How  cold  this  bath  of  yours  V* 
iid  queen.  Palmyra,  through  the  sands  ' 
rtaken  on  her  dromedary ; 
les,  palaces,  a  wondrous  dream 
not  away,  for  many  a  league 
the  desert     Some  invoked 
scaped ;  the  Egyptian,  when  her  asp 
lis  covert  under  the  green  leaf;* 
al  himself;  and  flhc  who  said, 
atal  cup  between  her  hands,*  (139) 
would  it  had  come  yesterday ; 
lad  not  been  his  nuptial  gift." 

I  changed ;  and  here,  as  in  die  wild, 

ilent,  dreary  as  the  night ; 

I,  save  the  herdsman  and  his  herd, 

( ;  or  they  that  would  explore, 

learnedly ;  or  tiiey  that  come, 

ue  many  who  have  cross'd  the  earth) 

^  givn  the  hours  to  meditati(Hi, 

,  oflen  saj^ing  to  themselves, 

he  Roman  Forum !" 

IV. 
A  FUNERAL, 

;  this  delay  T  "Along  the  crowded  street 
omes,  and  with  unusual  pomp^*' 
w  a  little,  and  stood  still, 
nt  by.    **  She  died  as  she  deaerred," 
t^,  gathering  up  his  cloak, 
shrug  retreating  as  the  tide 
and  wore* — ^But  she  was  beautiful!'' 


9  Joffartha. 
5  Sopboniiba. 


3  Zeoohis. 


Replied  a  soldier  of  the  FontiirB  guaid. 

''And  innocent  as  beautiful !"  exclaim'd 

A  Matron  sitting  in  her  stall,  hung  round 

With  gariands,  holy  ]»ctures,  and  what  not  f 

Her  Alban  grapes  anid  Tusculan  figs  display'd 

In  rich  profusion.    From  her  heart  die  spoke ; 

And  I  accosted  her  to  hear  her  story. 

"  The  stab,"  she  cried,  **  was  given  in  jealousy ; 

But  never  fled  a  purer  spirit  to  heaven. 

As  thou  wilt  say,  or  much  my  mind  misleads, 

When  thou  hast  seen  her  &oe.    Last  night  at  dusk 

When  on  her  way  fiinn  vespen — None  were  near. 

None  save  her  serving-boy,  who  knelt  and  wept. 

But  what  could  tears  avail  him,  when  she  fell-— 

Last  ni|^t  at  dusk,  the  clock  then  striking  nine. 

Just  by  the  fountain — ^that  before  the  church. 

The  diurch  she  always  used,  St  Isidore's— 

Alas,  I  knew  her  from  her  earliest  youth. 

That  excellent  lady.    Ever  would  she  say. 

Good  even,  as  she  pass'd,  and  with  a  voice 

Gentle  as  theirs  in  heaven !" — But  now  by  fits 

A  dull  and  dismal  noise  ossail'd  the  Mur, 

A  wail,  a  chant,  louder  and  louder  yet ; 

And  now  a  strange  fantastic  troop  appear'd ! 

Thronging,  they  came — as  from  ^e  shades  below ; 

All  of  a  ghostly  white !    *'  Oh  say,"  I  cried, 

'*  Do  not  the  living  here  bury  the  dead  ? 

Do  Spirits  come  and  fetch  them?   What  are  these. 

That  seem  not  of  this  World,  and  mock  the  Day ; 

Each  with  a  burning  taper  in  his  hand  f ' — 

*  It  is  an  ancient  Brotherhood  thou  seest 

Such  their  apparel.    Through  the  long,  long  line. 

Look  where  thou  wilt,  no  likeness  of  a  man ; 

The  living  mask'd,  the  dead  alone  uncover'd. 

But  marii " — And,  lying  on  her  funeral-couch. 

Like  one  asleep,  her  eye-lids  cloaed,  her  hands 

Folded  together  on  her  modest  breast. 

As  't  were  her  nightly  posture,  through  the  crowd 

She  came  at  last^-«nd  richly,  gaily  clad. 

As  for  a  birth-day  feast !    But  breathes  she  not  f 

A  glow  is  on  her  cheek— and  her  Ups  move ! 

And  now  a  smile  is  there — ^how  heavenly  sweet ! 

"  Oh  no  r  replied  the  Dame,  wiping  her  tears, 

But  with  an  accent  less  of  grief  than  anger, 

"  No,  she  will  never,  never  wake  again !" 

Death,  when  we  meet  the  spectre  in  our  walks. 
As  we  did  yesterday,  and  shall  to-morrow, 
Soon  grows  familiar — ^like  most  other  things. 
Seen,  not  observed ;  but  in  a  foreign  clime. 
Changing  his  shape  to  something  new  and  stnnge, 
(And  through  the  world  he  changes  as  in  sport, 
AfiTect  he  greatness  or  humility) 
Knocks  at  the  heart    His  form  and  ftshion  here 
To  me,  I  do  confess,  reflect  a  gloom, 
A  sadness  round  ;  yet  one  I  would  not  lose ; 
Being  in  unison  with  all  things  else 
In  tUs,  this  land  of  shadows,  where  we  live 
More  in  pest  time  than  present,  where  the  ground. 
League  beyond  league,  like  one  great  cemeteiy, 
la  oover'd  o'er  with  mouldering  monuments ; 
And,  let  the  living  wander  where  they  will. 
They  cannot  leave  die  footsteps  of  the  dead. 

Oft,  where  the  buial-riie  follows  so  &st 
The  agony,  oft  coming,  nor  from  iu, 
Must  a  fond  fiither  meet  his  daiUqg  child. 
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(Him  who  at  puting  c1imb*d  his  kneet  and  dang) 
Cky-oold  and  wan,  and  to  U10  bearen  cry, 
**  Stand,  I  ooi\)iire  ye !" 

Seen  then  desdtate. 
What  are  the  gieateit  f    They  most  apeak  beyond 
A  thouMnd  homiliee.    When  Raphael  went. 
Hit  heavenly  face  the  mirror  of  hii  mind, 
Hb  mind  a  temple  for  all  lovely  thingi 
To  flock  to  and  inhabit— when  He  went, 
Wnpt  in  hii  laUe  cloak,  the  cloak  he  wore. 
To  deep  beneath  tiie  venerable  Dome,* 
By  thoee  attended,  who  in  life  had  loved. 
Had  wonhipp'd.  following  in  hit  steps  to  Fame, 
(Twas  oo  an  April-day,  when  Nature  smiles) 
All  Rome  was  there.    Bot,  ere  the  march  began. 
Ere  to  receive  their  charge  the  beareri  came. 
Who  had  not  sought  him  f  And  when  all  beheld 
Him,  where  he  lay,  how  changed  from  yesterday, 
Him  in  that  hoar  cut  off,  and  at  his  head 
His  httt  great  work;  (140)  when,  entering  in,  they 

look'd 
Now  on  the  dead,  then  on  that  master-piece. 
Now  on  his  &ce,  lifeless  and  colorless. 
Then  on  those  forms  divine  that  lived  and  breathed. 
And  would  live  on  for  ages — all  were  moved ; 
And  sighs  burst  forth,  and  loudest  lamentatioos. 

V. 
NATIONAL  PREJUDICES. 

**AN0Tinai  Assaannation !  This  venerable  City,**  I 
exclaimed,  **  what  is  it,  but  as  it  began,  a  nest  of 
robben  and  murderers  f  We  must  away  at  sun-rise, 
LuigL"  But  before  sunrise  I  had  reflected  a  little, 
and  in  the  soberest  prose.  My  indignation  was  gone; 
and,  when  Luigi  undrew  my  curtain,  cr>ing,  **  Up, 
Signor,  up !  The  horses  are  at  the  door.** — **  Luigi,**  I 
replied,  "  if  thou  lovest  me,  draw  the  curtain.**  * 

It  would  lessen  very  much  the  severity  with  which 
men  judge  of  each  other,  if  they  wx>uld  but  trace  ef- 
fects to  their  causes,  and  obscr\'e  the  progress  oi 
things  in  the  moral  as  accurately  as  in  the  i^ysical 
world.  When  we  condemn  millions  in  the  mass  as 
vindictive  and  sanguinary,  we  should  remember  that, 
wherever  Justice  is  ill-administered,  the  injured  will 
redress  themselve«.  Robbery  pro\-«Aes  to  robbery : 
murder  to  assassination.  Resentments  become  heredi- 
tary; and  what  began  in  disorder,  ends  as  if  all  Hell 
had  broke  kwae. 

Laws  create  a  habit  of  selPrestraint,  not  only  by  the 
influence  of  foar,  but  by  regulating  in  its  exercise  the 
passion  of  revenge.  If  they  overawe  the  bad  by  the 
prospect  of  a  punishment  certain  and  well-defined, 
they  console  the  injured  by  the  infliction  of  that 
punishment ;  and,  as  the  inflinion  is  a  public  act,  it 
excites  and  entails  no  enmity.  The  laws  are  oflended ; 
and  the  community,  for  its  own  sake,  pursues  and 
overtakes  the  ofiender;  oflen  without  the  concur- 
rence of  the  suflbrer,  sometimes  against  his  wishes. 

Now  those  who  were  not  bom,  like  ounelves,  to 
such  advantages,  we  should  surely  rather  pity  than 
hate;  and,  when  at  length  they  venture  to  turn 
against  their  rulers,*  we  should  lament,  not  wonder 

1  Ths  Psnthsoo. 

<  A  d&aloffiw.  wbirh  it  wid  to  have  pond  msay  yrara  Sfo 
St  Lyooi  (Man.  de  Gnunmoat,  I.  3^)  and  which  inay  auD  br 
kauA  in  ahnfosi  evwy  hflteHsfie  st  daj-brenk. 

3  As  thsdssecadsBti  of  SB  yhutrioiii  people  hsT*  lairiy  doos.  I 


at  their  excesses ;  remembering  that 
urally  patient  and  long-suffi»ing,  and  aeldaa 
rebellion  till  they  are  so  degraded  by  a  hmd 
ment  as  to  be  almost  incapaMe  of  a  good 

**  Hate  them,  perhaps,**  you  may  say,  *  we 
not;  but  despise  them  we  must,  if  enahtved, fika  A> 
people  of  Roine,  in  mind  as  weU  as  body;  if  thsir» 
ligion  be  a  groas  and  barbarous  stq^erslitioii.**— I  n> 
spect  knowledge;  but  I  do  not  despise  ^ 
'They  diink  only  as  their  fothers  thought, 
they  worshipped.  They  do  no  mnv;  and. 
not  burst  their  bondage,  braving  impiiaanmsnl  mi 
death,  might  not  we  at  this  veiy  moment  have  km 
exhibiting,  in  our  streets  and  our  ciiurches,  dwaas 
processions,  ceremonials,  and  mortifications  t 

Nor  should  we  require  from  those  who  aniia 
earlier  stage  of  society,  what  belongs  to  a  hiert 
They  are  only  where  we  once  were ;  and  ^diy  kli 
them  in  derision  ?  It  is  their  business  to  cultiraieAs 
inferior  arts  before  they  think  of  the  more 
and  in  many  of  the  last  what  are  we  as  a 
when  compared  to  others  that  have  passed  amyt 
Unfivtunately,  it  is  too  much  the  practice  ofgimB- 
ments  to  nurse  and  keep  alive  in  the  governed  Adi 
national  prejudices.  It  withdraws  their  attention  fioa 
what  is  passing  at  home,  and  makes  them  better  tab 
in  the  hands  ci  Ambition.  Hence  neit^oor  nti^ 
bors  are  held  up  to  us  from  our  childhood  as  mtimd 
enewues;  and  we  are  urged  on  like  cars  to  worry  cack 
other.' 

In  like  manner  we  should  learn  to  be  just  to  infr 
viduals.  Who  can  say,  **  In  such  drcumstancei  I 
should  have  done  otherwiM  V*  Who,  did  he  bat  re* 
fleet  by  what  slow  gradations,  oflen  by  how  nanf 
strange  concurrences,  we  are  led  astray;  with  how 
much  reluctance,  how  much  agony,  how  many  efibia 
to  cMrapp,  how  many  self-accusations,  how  many  si^ 
how  many  tears — ^Who,  did  he  but  reflect  for  a  ao- 
ment,  would  have  the  heart  to  cast  a  stone  t  For 
tunately,  those  things  are  known  to  Him,  fiom  whoa 
no  secrets  are  hidden ;  and  let  us  rest  in  the  ssn- 
ranee  that  his  judgments  are  not  as  oars  are. 

VI. 
THE  CAMPAGNA  OF  ROME. 

Have  none  appear'd  as  tillers  of  the  groond,  (141) 
None  since  They  went— as  though  it  still  were  fhein, 
And  they  might  come  and  claim  their  own  again  f 
Was  the  last  plow  a  Roman's  ? 

From  this  Seat.  (149) 
Sacred  for  ages,  whence,  as  Virgil  sings. 
The  Queen  of  Heaven,  alighting  from  the  sky, 
Look'd  down  and  saw  the  armies  in  array,* 


Can  h  bs  beliefsd  that  there  sre  many  snooK  Ds,  who.  froM  s  de- 
lire  to  be  thoofffat  mporior  Id  commooplaoe  •ontinMota  and  ndcsr 
feelings,  affect  an  tndifferenee  to  their  caoae !  "  If  the  Greeks.** 
they  say.  "had  the  probity  of  other  natioos— bat  they  are  ftks 
to  a  proverb  !'*  And  is  not  falsehood  the  characteristic  of  davnf 
Blan  is  the  crestore  or  cirramstaocea.  Free,  he  has  the  qaaK- 
ties  of  a  freeman ;  enslaved,  thoee  of  a  siavs. 

1  Candor,  ceoerosity,  how  rare  are  they  in  die  wofM ;  sad 
how  moch  is  to  he  deplored  the  want  of  them !  When  a  miaie- 
ter  in  oar  parhament  consents  at  last  to  a  measure,  whkftu  far 
many  wseoos  perhaps  exislinc  no  lonf^r.  he  had  before  refissi 
to  adopt,  there  shooid  be  no  exultation  as  OTer  the  faBea,  ■» 
tanat.  nojoer.  How  often  may  the  resistance  be  contiaued  IsSt 
an  enemy  shoald  triumph,  sod  the  result  of  oooTictiaB  bt  re- 
ceired  as  a  symptom  of  fear ! 

3  iEocid.  sii.  134. 
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I^  oa  ccolODplBle;  uid.  vhero  drcBiM  rram  Jure 
~   *   o  the  (iMper,  where  perfania 
■•  nMf  bo  Ungeiiug  alill, 
^  of  ihe  futon  or  the  put, 
A*n>t  ttwir  mttiuDce ;  rnktatj  roTolving 
Tb*  ihangrn  fiom  that  hour,  when  He  Iran  Trajr 
Wok  np  dka  Tiber;  it4ien  nfulgeni  dueldt, 
No  Mmogen  to  the  iroo-bail  of  war, 
Smun'd  &i  and  wide,  and  duhing  oon  were  board 
Amioog  lliiBe  woodii  where  Silvia'*  ■ug  waa  lying, 
Bii  aulcn  g^  with  Bowera  i  among  tboae  nooda 
Wlna,br£«U<)ait  that  nw  and  fet  wilbdarw  ■»(, 
Tm  wan  n  maa  to  wander  and  be  ilaid,  (143} 
Tm  kmlr  in  their  Uvea,  nor  in  their  dealh 


!■  linle  riTuUtipg  >    What  vaiioDa  turn 
OrfMDiw  thnei  what  moving  accidenn 
Fnm  ambuKade  and  open  violence ! 
Hhigliiig,  the  Kiuniii  came  np ;  and  henre  how  of) 
W«  BBglil  have  caught  anoog  the  treea  below, 
Glitleiing  with  helm  and  ahield,  the  men  ofTibur;' 
(k  in  Greek  veature,  Greek  iheir  origin, 
Emie  anboKy,  uoeoding  to  Fitenntei* 
Hew  oft  deaaied,  without  thy  gnlea,  Arida,' 
Eatning  the  Blemn  grove  fcr  vctilicc. 
Snail)  and  People '. — Each  a  boay  hive, 
Gbwing  with  liJa ! 

But  all  eie-toDg  ate  loal 
In  one.     We  look,  aod  where  the  river  rolla 
Soodiwazd  ita  ahining  labyrinth,  in  her  itron§Lh 
A  G^i  girt  with  baltletnenla  and  towen. 
fki  aaTen  ■nail  hilli  ia  riling.    Round  abou^ 
it  rmal  work,  the  Citiiena  are  leen, 
Una  DBHnploy'd  ;  the  nobleal  of  them  all 
Bfaidiiig  their  aheavea  or  on  (heir  Ihra^ng-Soon, 
An  tboDgh  diey  had  not  oonquer'd.    Evorywbore 
tbaa  Iraea  of  valor  or  heroic  virtue ! 
Hm  ta  lb*  ncred  field  of  ibe  Horatii,  (145) 
'nenan&aQabitiannuBdowa.(U6)  Hera  the  hill' 
Bnr  kidjr,  vriMra  a  generoua  people,  twice, 
Twice  going  fcf^  in  terrible  anger  aate 
&tm'd ;  and,  their  wionga  redreag'd.  at  once  gave  way, 
Bitaaat  and  ahield ,  and  award  and  ipeor  thrown  down. 
Aad  areqr  hand  uplifled,  every  haatt 
ho^d  oat  in  tbanki  to  Heaven. 

Once  again 
Ve  look  1  and,  lo,  the  aea  ii  white  with  laila 
hnumenbla.  walling  la  the  ihore 
Tieamiea  untold;  the  vale. the  prumontorieo. 
A  dieam  of  glory ;  templea,  psLuvn, 
CalTd  op  aa  by  enchanlmcnl ;  oqueductti 
Among  the  giovon  and  glad«a  rolling  along 
Riven,  on  many  an  arch  high  aver-head  ; 
And  in  the  oenlie.  like  a  baming-aun, 
Hie  taporkl  City;    They  have  now  aubdtied 
.  n  _  -■         ...     .    ^  jj^  ^[^  [^  ihem  Ibith ; 

ung  Dp — hot  not  to  ruat) 
lo  reproach. 


Made  capliv 

Reclining,  quofl"  in  gold,  and  re 
Summer  and  winter,  through  the  circling  year. 
On  Iheir  Falemian — in  the  honda  of  men 
Dragg'd  into  ilavery.  with  how  many  miKe 
Spared  but  to  die.  a  public  apeclacle, 
In  combat  with  escb  other,  and  required 
To  &11  with  grace,  with  digrtity  Do  sink. 
While  life  ia  guibing,  and  the  jjsndila  ring 
Faint  and  yet  lainter  on  Iheir  biling  ear, 
*  '   tor  the  Bculptor. 

Bat  their  dayi^ 
Their  honia  are  number'd.    Ha^  a  yell,  a  ahrick. 
A  barbaiDui  diaaonance,  kmd  and  yet  louder. 
That  echoei  from  the  mountaina  lo  the  aea ! 
tiB,  like  a  buraEing  cloud. 
The  faoitle  moving  onward;    Had  they  alnin 
Ail,  that  the  Earth  ahould  tnm  her  womb  bring  Cirlh 
New  nationa  to  deatroy  theml   From  the  depih 
Of  foreata,  fVom  what  none  hod  dared  eiptore, 
Regioni  trf"  thrilling  ire,  n*  though  in  ice 
Engendei'd.  multigdied,  they  pour  along, 
Siaggy  and  hugs !    Heat  alter  hnal,  they  come ; 
TheQolh,  the  Vaialal;  and  again  the  Goth  i 

Once  Tooce  ne  look,  and  all  b  atitl  aa  nighi. 

U  desolate '.    Grovel,  templea,  palace*. 

wept  from  the  aight,  and  nothing  viaiblo. 
Atuid  the  aul|>hurouB  vaponi  that  eihalo 


Aafroii 


id  then 


y  tomb,  a  fragment 
me  diamcmbcr'd  giant     In  the  midal 
y  alanda.  her  domes  and  turreEa  cmwn'il 
many  a  croaa;  but  they,  that  iiaue  forth, 
ler  like  alrangen  who  bad  built  among 
The  mighty  ruioa.  ailent,  aiaiillen; 
And  on  the  road,  where  once  wo  might  have  met 
Clear  and  Colo,  end  men  more  than  kingi, 
Wo  meet,  none  elae,  the  pilgrim  and  the  beggar. 

VH. 
THE  ROMAN  PONTIFFS. 
Tnoes  ancient  men.  what  were  th  ey.  who  arhin-ed 
A  away  beyond  the  greatest  conqueron ; 
Setting  their  feel  npm  the-  nprka  of  king^ 
And,  through  the  world,  aiibduing.  chaining  down 
The  free  imroortnl  spirit  f    Were  Ihry  not 
Mighty  magieia     ■  "-    ■ 


■ingi  ond  ci 
hthe  I 


a  false  n-ero  with  in 
ven;  where  loppllidr 


R  of  Futi 


tiling  ax  little  with  a  cheerful 


naDedi,  thsFi 


'    Where  the  apade 


Mingled  whaie'er  enchants  and  faicinatea. 
■ :  and  painting,  aculpture,  rtietoiic  (H7) 

jrthiloetuml  pomp,  auch  aa  none  elae ; 

And  dnxiliiig  light,  and  dorkneaa  visible  ;(14H| 
What  in  hi"  day  the  Syracuaan  Bought. 
world  to  plant  hu  engintn  on. 
They  hod ;  and.  having  it,  like  gods,  not  men. 
Moved   thia  world    at    Iheir   pleaaure.     Ere  they 

came.  (149) 
Their  shadows,  atrelching  far  and  wide,  were  known ; 
And  Twe,  that  kok'd  beyond  the  visible  sphere. 
Gave  ootieo  of  thnr  coming — he  who  saw 
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Hie  Apocalsrpse ;  and  he  of  elder  time. 
Who  in  an  awful  viaion  of  the  night 
Sew  the  Four  Kingdcnna.    Distant  as  they  were, 
Well  might  tboee  holy  men  bo  fill'd  with  fear! 

vin. 
CAius  CEsnua 

When  I  am  inclined  to  be  serious,  1  love  to  wan- 
der up  and  down  before  the  tomb  of  Caius  CestiuL 
The  Protestant  burial-ground  is  there ;  and  most  of 
the  little  monuments  are  erected  to  the  young;  young 
men  of  promise,  cut  off  when  on  their  travek,  full 
of  enthusiasm,  full  of  enjojrment;  brides,  in  the  bloom 
of  their  beauty,  on  their  first  journey ;  or  children, 
borne  from  home  in  search  of  health.  This  stone  was 
placed  by  his  fellow-travellers,  young  as  himself,  who 
will  return  to  the  house  of  his  parents  without  him ; 
that,  by  a  husband  or  a  fiither,  now  in  his  native 
country.    His  heart  is  buried  in  that  grave. 

It  is  a  quiet  and  sheltered  nook,  covered  in  the 
winter  with  violets;  and  the  Pyramid,  that  over- 
shadows it,  gives  it  a  classical  and  singularly  solemn 
air.  You  feel  an  interest  there,  a  sympathy  you 
were  not  prepared  for.  You  are  yourself  in  a  foreign 
land ;  and  they  are  for  the  most  part  your  country- 
men. They  call  upon  3rou  in  your  mother-tongue — 
in  English — in  words  unknown  to  a  native,  known 
only  to  jrourselves :  and  the  tomb  of  Cestius,  that  old 
majestic  pile,  has  this  also  in  common  with  them.  It 
is  itself  a  stranger,  among  strangers.  It  has  stood 
there  till  the  language  spoken  round  about  it  has 
changed ;  and  the  shepherd,  bom  at  the  foot,  can  read 
its  inscription  no  bnger. 

EX. 

THE  NUN. 

T 18  over ;  and  her  lovely  cheek  is  now 
On  her  hard  pillow — ^there,  alas,  to  be 
Nightly,  through  many  and  many  a  dreary  hour. 
Wan,  often  wet  with  tears,  and  (ere  at  length 
Her  place  is  empty,  and  another  comes) 
In  anguish,  in  the  ghastliness  of  death ; 
Hers  never  more  to  leave  those  moumAil  walls, 
Even  on  her  bier. 

'Tis  over;  and  the  rite, 
l^th  all  its  pomp  and  harmony,  is  ik>w 
Floating  before  her.    She  arose  at  home. 
To  be  the  show,  the  idol  of  the  day ; 
Her  vesture  gorgeous,  and  her  starry  head<^ 
No  rocket,  bursting  in  the  midnight.«ky. 
So  dazzling.     When  to-morrow  she  awakes. 
She  will  awake  as  though  she  still  was  there. 
Still  in  her  fother's  house ;  and  lo,  a  cell 
Narrow  and  dark,  nought  through  the  gloom  discem'd, 
Nought  save  the  crucifix,  the  rosary. 
And  the  grey  hal»t  lying  by  to  shroud 
Her  beauty  and  gmce. 

When  on  her  knees  she  fell, 
Entering  the  solemn  place  of  consecration. 
And  from  the  latticed  gallery  came  a  chaunt 
Of  psalms,  most  saint-like,  most  angelical,  (150) 
Verse  after  verse  sung  out,  how  holily !    ' 
The  strain  returning,  and  still,  still  returning, 
Methought  it  acted  like  a  spell  upon  her. 
And  she  was  casting  off  her  earthly  dross ; 


Yet  was  it  sad  as  sweet,  and,  ere  it  ckaed. 

Came  hke  a  dirge.    When  her  fiur  head 

And  the  long  tresses  in  her  hands  were  laid. 

That  she  might  fling  them  from  her,  sayii^,  "llini^ 

Thus  I  renounce  the  world  and  worldfy  things  f 

When,  as  she  stood,  her  bridal  ornaments 

Were,  one  by  one,  removed,  even  to  the  last, 

That  she  might  say,  flinging  them  fiom  hcf,  "Ihim, 

Thus  I  r^oounce  the  world  !**  when  all  ^ 

And,  as  a  nun,  in  homeliest  guise  die  knelt, 

Veil'd  in  her  veil,  crown'd  with  her  sihrer  aown. 

Her  u^Ku  of  lilies  as  the  spouse  of  Chriat, 

Well  mig^t  her  strength  forsake  her,  and  her  knees 

Fail  in  that  hour !  Well  might  the  holy  man. 

He,  at  whose  feet  she  knelt,  give  as  by  Mealth 

(T  was  in  her  utmost  need ;  nor,  while  she  lives,  (151) 

Will  it  go  from  her,  fleeting  as  it  was) 

That  faint  but  fatherly  smile,  that  smile  of  lave 

And  pity! 

Like  a  dream  the  whole  is  fled ; 
And  they,  that  came  in  idleness  to  gaze 
Upon  the  victim  dress'd  for  sacrifice. 
Are  mingling  in  the  world ;  thou  in  thy  cefl 
Forgot,  Terrsa.    Yet,  among  them  all. 
None  V—    x>  formed  to  love  and  to  be  loved. 
None  u  delight,  adorn ;  and  on  thee  now 
A  curtain,  blacker  than  the  night,  is  dropp'd 
For  ever !  In  thy  gentle  bosom  deep 
Feelings,  affections,  destined  now  to  die. 
To  wither  like  the  blossom  in  the  bud. 
Those  of  a  wife,  a  mother ;  leaving  there 
A  cheerless  void,  a  chill  as  of  the  grave, 
A  languor  and  a  lethargy  of  soul. 
Death-like,  and  gathering  more  and  more,  till  Death 
Comes  to  release  thee.    Ah,  what  now  to  thee. 
What  now  to  thee  the  treasure  of  thy  Youth  f 
As  nothing! 

But  thou  canst  not  yet  reflect 
Calmly;  so  many  things,  strange  and  perverse. 
That  meet,  recoil,  and  go  but  to  return. 
The  monstrous  birth  of  one  eventful  d^. 
Troubling  thy  spirit — ^from  the  first,  at  dawn. 
The  rich  arrajring  for  the  nuptial  feast. 
To  the  black  pell,  the  requiem.  (152) 

All  in  turn 
Revisit  thee,  and  round  thy  lowly  bed 
Hover,  uncall'd.    The  young  and  iimocent  hettt. 
How  is  it  beating?  Has  it  no  regrets f 
Disooverest  thou  no  weakness  lurking  there? 
But  thine  exhausted  frame  has  sunk  lo  rest. 
Peace  to  thy  slumbers ! 


THE  HRE-FLY. 

There  is  an  Insect,  that,  when  Evening  comes. 
Small  though  he  be  and  scarce  distinguishable, 
like  Evening  clad  in  soberest  hvery. 
Unsheathes  his  wings,  (153)  and  through  Ae  woods 

and  glades 
Scatters  a  marvellous  splendor     On  he  wheels. 
Blazing  by  fits  as  from  excess  of  joy,  (154) 
Each  gush  of  light  a  gush  of  ecstacy ; 
Nor  unaccompanied ;  thousands  that  fhng 
A  radiance  all  their  own,  not  of  the  day, 
I  Thousands  as  bright  as  he,  from  dusk  till  dawn, 
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Hwiring,  dwwMWiiiing. 

In  the  mother's  lap 
Well  miy  the  child  put  forth  hit  little  hands, 
Singmg  ihe  norseiy-eong  he  ieamt  so  soon ;  (155) 
And  the  young  nymph,  preparing  for  the  dance  (156) 
By  brook  or  fountain-side,  in  many  a  braid 
Wreathing  her  golden  hair,  well  may  she  cry, 
"  Come  hither ;  and  the  shepherds,  gathering  round. 
Shall  say,  Floretta  emulates  the  Night, 
Singling  her  head  with  stars.'* 

Oft  have  I^apt 
Thia  shining  race,  when  in  the  Tusculan  ^vea 
My  path  no  longer  glimmer'd ;  oft  among 
Tboae  trees,  religious  once  and  always  green,  (157) 
That  yet  dream  out  their  stories  of  old  Rome 
Over  the  Alban  lake ;  oft  met  and  hail'd. 
Where  the  predpitate  Anio  thunders  down. 
And  through  the  surging  mist  a  Poet's  house 
(So  some  aver,  and  who  would  not  believe  t)  (158) 
Reveals  itseU: 

Tet  cannot  I  forget 
Him,  who  rejoiced  me  in  those  walks  at  eve. 
My  eariiest,  jdeasantest ;  who  dwells  unseen, 
And  in  our  northem  clime,  when  all  is  still, 
Nightly  keeps  viratch,  nightly  in  bush  or  brake 
IDb  lonely  lamp  rekindling.'   Unlike  theirs, 
His,  if  less  dasling,  through  the  darkness  knows 
No  intermiasion ;  sending  forth  its  ray 
Through  the  green  leaves,  a  ray  serene  and  clear 
As  Virtae's  own. 

XI. 

FOREIGN  TRAVEL. 

Fr  was  in  a  splenetic  humor  that  I  sate  me  down  to 
my  scanty  ftre  at  Terracina ;  and  how  long  I  should 
have  eontemplated  the  lean  thrushes  in  array  before 
me,  I  cannot  say,  if  a  cloud  of  smoke,  that  drew  the 
teaza  into  my  eyes,  had  not  burst  fiom  the  green  and 
leafy  boogba  oo  the  hearth-stone.  **  Why,"  1  exclaim- 
ed, starting  up  (rom  the  table,  **  why  did  I  leave  my 
own  diimney-comer  t — ^But  am  I  not  on  die  road  to 
Bmnduaium  ?  And  are  not  these  the  very  calamities 
that  befeU  Horace  and  Virgil,  and  Miecenas,  and  Plo- 
tioB,  and  Variusf  Horace  laughed  at  them — then 
why  should  not  I  ?  Horace  resolved  to  turn  them  to 
account;  and  Virgil— cannot  we  hear  him  observing, 
that  Id  remember  them  will,  by  and  by,  be  a  pleasuref 
Bfy  soliloquy  reconciled  me  at  once  to  my  fote ;  and 
when,  for  the  twentieth  time,  I  had  looked  through 
die  window  on  a  sea  sparkling  with  innumerable 
fariUiantk,  a  sea  on  which  the  heroes  of  the  Odyssey 
and  the  Eneid  had  sailed,  I  sat  down  as  to  a  splendid 
banquet  My  thrushes  had  the  flavor  of  ortolans ;  and 
I  ate  with  an  appetite  I  had  not  known  before. 

"  Who,"  I  cried,  as  I  poured  out  my  last  glass  of 
Falemian,*  (for  Falemian  it  was  said  to  be,  and  in  my 
eyes  it  ran  bri^t  and  clear  as  a  topoz-stone) — **  who 
would  remain  at  home,  could  he  do  otherwise  7  Who 
would  submit  to  tread  that  dull,  but  daily  round ;  his 
hours  forgotten  as  soon  as  spent  7"  and,  opening  my 
jounial-book  and  dipinng  my  pen  into  my  ink-horn, 
Ideterminfld,  as  for  as  I  could,  to  justify  myself  and 
my  oountrymoi  in  wandering  over  the  face  of  the 

1  The  ^ktm-waaa. 

S  We  wen  now  within  a  few  hours  of  the  Campsaia  Polix. 
Ob  the  color  and  flavor  of  Falemian,  comiuit  Gakm  and  Dioa- 


earth.    "  It  may  serve  me,"  said  I,  **  as  a  remedy  in 
some  future  fit  of  ike  spleen." 

Ours  is  a  natkm  of  travellers ;  i  and  no  wondo', 
when  the  elements,  air,  water,  fire,  attend  at  our  bid' 
ding,  to  transport  us  fiom  shore  to  shore ;  when  the 
ship  rushes  into  the  deep,  her  track  the  foam  as  of 
some  mighty  torrent ;  and,  in  three  hours  or  less,  we 
stand  gaadng  and  gazed  at  among  a  foreign  people. 
None  want  an  excuse.  If  rich,  ^y  go  to  eqjoy,  if 
poor,  to  retrench;  if  sick,  to  recover;  if  studious,  to 
learn ;  if  learned,  to  relax  from  their  studies.  But 
whatever  they  may  say,  whatever  they  may  believe, 
they  go  for  the  most  part  on  the  same  errand ;  nor 
will  those  who  reflect,  think  that  errand  an  idle  one. 

Almost  all  men  are  over-anxious.  No  sooner  do  they 
enter  the  world,  than  they  lose  that  taste  for  natural 
and  simple  pleasures,  so  remai^ble  in  early  life. 
Every  hour  do  they  ask  themselves  vidiat  progress 
they  have  made  in  the  pursuit  of  wealth  or  honor ; 
and  on  they  go  as  their  fiithers  went  before  them,  till, 
weaiy  and  sick  at  heart,  they  kx>k  back  with  a  sigh 
of  regret  to  the  golden  time  of  their  childhood.        ' 

Now  travel,  and  foreign  travel  more  particularly, 
restores  to  us  in  a  great  degree  what  we  have  lost 
When  the  anchor  is  heaved,  we  double  down  the  leaf; 
and  for  a  while  at  least  all  eflfort  is  over.  The  old 
cares  are  left  clustering  round  tiie  old  objects ;  and  at 
every  step,  as  we  proceed,  the  slightest  circumstance 
amuses  and  interests.  All  is  new  and  strange.  We 
surrender  ourselves,  and  feel  once  again  as  children, 
like  them,  we  enjoy  eagerly;  like  them,  when  we  fret, 
we  fipet  only  for  the  moment;  and  here  indeed  the  re- 
semblance is  very  remarkable,  for  if  a  journey  has  its 
pains  as  well  as  its  pleasures  (and  there  is  nothing  un- 
mixed in  this  world)  the  pains  are  no  sooner  over  than 
they  are  forgotten,  while  the  pleasures  live  bng  in 
the  memory. 

Nor  is  it  surely  without  another  advantage.  If  life 
be  short,  not  so  to  many  of  us  are  its  days  and  its 
hours.  When  the  blood  slumbers  in  the  veins,  how 
often  do  we  wish  that  the  earth  wouMtum  foster  on 
its  axis,  that  the  sun  would  rise  and  set  before  it  does, 
and,  to  escape  from  the  weight  of  time,  how  many 
follies,  how  many  crimes  are  committed!  Men  rush 
on  danger,  and  even  on  death.  Intrigue,  play,  foreign 
and  domestic  broil,  such  are  their  resources ;  and, 
when  these  things  foil,  they  destroy  themselves. 

Now  in  travelling  we  multiply  events,  and  imio- 
cently.  We  set  out,  as  it  were,  on  our  adventures ; 
and  many  are  those  that  occur  to  us,  morning,  noon, 
and  night.  The  day  we  come  to  a  place  which  we 
have  long  heard  and  read  ol^  and  in  Italy  we  do  so 
continually,  it  is  an  era  in  our  lives ;  and  from  that 
moment  the  very  name  calls  up  a  picture.  How  de- 
lightfully too  does  the  knowledge  flow  in  upon  us, 
and  how  fast  !*  Would  he  who  sat  in  a  comer  of 

1  As  indeed  it  alwayi  waa,  cootribating  thoae  of  every  degroo, 
from  a  milors  with  hit  suite  to  him  wfaoae  oair  attendant  is  his 
shadow.  CorTSte  in  1606  performed  his  joumejr  on  foot ;  and, 
retuming ,  hung  up  his  shoes  m  his  village  choreh  as  an  ex-voto. 
Goldsmith,  a  century  and  m  half  tflerwards,  followed  in  nearly 
the  same  path ;  playing  a  tune  oo  his  flute  to  procure  admit- 
tanee,  whenever  he  approached  a  cottage  at  night-fall. 

3  To  judge  at  onee  of  a  nation,  we  have  only  to  throw  our 
eyes  on  the  markets  and  the  fields.  If  the  markets  are  well- 
supplied,  the  fields  well-euhivatod,  all  is  righL  If  otherwise, 
we  may  say,  and  say  truly.  th«e  people  are  barbarous  or  op- 
proaaed. 
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tii*  hbnrj,  iming  uvin  hookii  sod  inapB,  trnm  more 
or  so  much  in  the  (inw,  ■■  he  who,  mih  hia  ^»  and 
Ikuheul  opcD»  IB  mriTiag  imprHfliciiu.  all  dny  long, 
finfd  the  Ihinga  IhenBeWn  t'  How  uxunLply  do  Ihcy 

nr  the  potifirr !  Ouf 
lb  doUM  <£  all  our  koks.    -  It  filb  iht- 
idea),  (xiovene*  nilh  iu  nljecte 
tbe  pcalot  dBtum.  and  nflitinuen  [ongni  in  uclii 
widtoal  bong  tind."  Our  (ighi  in  on  the  ilert  wb 
lie  mi-el ;  and  ila  eianmr  i*  then  n  delighlfnl.  Ih«l 
we  fcrget  die  iTolil  in  ibe  pleaiore. 

like  ■  rirer.  that  gathen,  Uial  refioee  ■■  il  nu», 
like  ■  •pnng  thai  lakei  in  a>une  iluougfa  itniK 
TcinofiiunerBl.KF  improve  and  imperveplibl)-- 
10  the  benl  only,  bul  in  the  heart.  Our  prcjudicca 
leave  m.  one  1^  ooe.    Scat  uiil  nuuni 
longer  our  bounlari».  Weleamtotove. 
mad  winiire  tteyurtd  tlrem.  Our  benevolence  extendi 
ilwlf  with  our  knuwleilge.  And  muii  wo  nut  retur 

become  aojuainted  with  the  inaumlioni  of  olhf 
'  It  the  niai«  highly  niuu  we  value  our  own 


I  thiew  down  my  pen  in  triDmph.  ■■  The  qiuali 
Hid  I,  '  ia  HC  to  ran  tx  ever.  And  yel — " 

"And  ye*~"  I  moit  ilill  any.  The  « i«al  of 
■ddom  went  out  of  tbe  wslls  oT  Athem;  and  fc(  thai 
wonl  ofeTila.  Uuu  uclinru  of  Ihe  aoul.  lowhicli  we 
are  mcM  liable 
■Her  all  aiureraodyei  [deanotcr  renin])',  a  remedy 
fat  which  we  have  only  lo  cma  Ibe  Ihreihold  I  A 
Piedmooiew  oublamui,  into  whow  cominny  I  fell  al 
Turin,  bad  nu  long  beltue  eipenau«il  in  efficacy: 
and  bia  olory,  which  he  lobt  me  without  reserve, 
wBi  u  Cillau^ 

■■  I  nan  H  tsry  nr  lite.  and.  aAer  a  day.  lucfa  ■•  lew 
have  known  uid  tmni  >  ■     ■  .  - 

hnrrymg  alitng  the  tl 
BudftsD  check.    I  lumid  and  beheld  a  liule  boy,  wha 
had  caoghi  the  ikirt  of  my  chnk  in  hia  an^ely  M 
•ulicil  ay  Dolice.    ilia  look  snil  OMnnor  were  ' 
aialible.  Not  len  ao  wai  the  ie»on  he  had  1(sr 

-  •  There  are  lii  of  ui ;  oild  we  are  dyinf  (or  i 
of  bod.' — '  Why  ahonld  I  nol.'  aaid  I  to  myteUi  _  _ 
lieve  (hia  wretched  &mily  I  I  have  Ibe  mean*;  and 
it  will  not  delay  me  many  minntea.  Bat  what,  if  ' 
-dots  r  "nte  acene  of  miwry  he  aondacied  me  to, 
canniit  daaciibe.  I  thieiv  Ihcm  my  puiac :  and  their 
bum  of  gtuilode  DVerrmme  me.  II  filled  my  e 
it  went  a*  a  cordial  to  my  hesrl.  ■  I  njll  call 
UMnpnow,'  I  cried.  'Fool  (bat 
leaving  a  world,  vriieie  audi  plaaaore  wsa  to  be 


«,  iriba  lail  hulud  a 


Gredi  aenlpture — in  aome  earlier  d^  paiafi 
innib  bihI  bonor'd  with  a  hero'a  aihea. 
lie  water  &na  the  rock  fill'd,  orefflow'd  it ; 
tien  daab'd  anny.  pla3-ing  tbe  pndigal. 

Through  the  long  graaa,  and  nnmd  the  lnvMarf  T^l 
Of  aged  ireea ;  discovering  where  it  nn 
Ely  the  freah  venture.  Overconie  with  beat, 
I  ihfpH  me  down ;  admirinf .  aa  I  Uy, 
ThnI  ihsdy  nonk,  a  aingiog-plsre  Sit  tarda. 
That  giova  id  intricate,  lO  fiill  of  flointa, 
Hon  than  (atoagli  to  pleaae  a  child  a-Hajigg. 

The  Inn  waa  donn,  a  diatanl  r«nTe(tt.beU 
Ringing  the  Angrlat  i  and  now  apfmadi'd 
Tbe  liour  for  aiir  and  villsge-goaaip  thFTV, 
The  huur  Rcbekoh  duar.  w  hen  6am  Ihe  sdl 
She  drew  niih  such  alacrity  to  aervB 
The  atmnger  and  hi*  camck.  Sm  i  heoid 
Foola1e[« ;  and  lo.  dcacmding  by  m  path 
Trodden  tor  ages,  many  a  nym|Ji  approFd, 
Appear'd  and  vnniih'd,  bcariiig  m  her  bead 
tier  t«nbeo  pitcher.  It  call'd  op  tbe  day 
Ulynea  landed  there ;  and  long  I  gaaed. 
Like  me  awaking  in  a  dialani  tame.  (ISS) 

Al  length  therv  onw  the  lonliot  oT  ben  alL 
Iler  bitle  bcnther  dancing  dowri  befive  Imt  { 
And  ever  aa  he  aprAe.  wtxich  be  did  ever, 
Tnmjag  and  loi*ing  up  in  warmth  of  beail 
And  hroiherly  nQrciion.    Slopping  (here. 
She  join'd  her  may  handi.  and.  Shag  then 
With  the  pure  element,  gave  him  lo  driak; 


or  aliiT'd  till  be  bad  dune,  Gi'd  at  a  alalue. 

Then  hadal  tbon  wen  them  aa  they  nood,  Caann. 
Tboti  bndit  endow'd  them  with  immoilal  jmlb; 
And  they  had  evermore  lived  ondivided, 

'  'all  thy  wcnkiUie&inal. 


nn. 
BANDrm. 

Tl>  a  wild  lile,  (esriiil  and  full  of  cfautge. 
The  mDODiaiiwDbtier'i.  On  the  nmeh  he  Uaa, 
Levelling  hi*  carbine  al  the  paaaengeri 
And,  when  hia  work  iadeoe.  be  daraa  iM  alaep. 


T'ime  wma,  the  trade 
When  Ihry  that  nibb'd, ' 
F<nl  (bat  I  wail!  to  dii^  ofj''''™' '™«'  "  Ponti^^  «!>«>■ 


Tbe  Poet  drew  among  tbe  wondi  and  wilda, 
A  voice  waa  beard,  that  never  bade  to  apnra, 
Crying  aloml,  "  Bence  lo  the  diaiaai  hilla! 
TaaaoappHMfhea;  he,  wboae  aoaig  beguila 
"Hie  day  of  half  iu  houn ;  wboae  aormy 

Ibmi-gladca 
To  liata  thai  blaw  with  gorgraua  armory, 
Oia  iiHMmtaJD.Tavra  to  regal  palaeea. 
Hence,  nor  dcpcend  till  he  and  hia  aie  gme. 
Let  him  tear  nMhuig." 

Whcnalcing  the  Aorc.dGl) 
And  hy  the  path  that,  waodering  on  ila  way, 
Uada  tfardogfa  the  biol  grovo  where  Tully  lell 
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i^ignmn,  an  aaeient  tomb  is  there), 

id  tliejr  withdrew :  they  were  a  nee 

Itft  m  odien  and  themwlves, 

d  laamt  their  lemon  in  a  camp ; 

SenerooB.    Tii  no  longer  ao. 

,  crad,  torturing  ere  they  day 

^  eaptiTe,  and  with  bitter  jeati 

laimnne ;  vain,  ftniastical, 

hatever  glitters  in  the  apoil ; 

levout,  though  when  they  kneel  and  pray, 

'  bead  they  could  recount  a  murder. 

»I1  diey  atart  up  in  array,  (162) 

sll  they  vanish — theirs  a  band, 

where  of  outlawi,  but  of  such 

I  reap,  and  at  the  oottage^ioor 

?e,  return  the  tnToller't  greeting ; 

>  garb  of  peace,  now  silently 

1  issuing  forth,  led  on  by  men 

les  on  innocent  lips  are  words  of  foar, 

a  have  kmg  been  forfeit 

Some  there  are 
tiey  rise  to  this  bad  eminence, 
;  and  day,  the  plague-spot  visible, 
hat  says,  Beware ;  and  mark  we  now 
9  he  Hes,  vrho  couches  for  his  prey 
ge-foot,  in  some  daik  cavity 

the  waters,  or  some  gaping  tomb, 
nd  tenantless,  whence  the  red  fox 
)  enter'd.    There  he  broods,  in  spleen 
is  beard ;  his  rough  and  sinewy  frame 

with  the  story  of  his  life : 
I  cheek  a  sabre-cut,  well-eam*d 
pnurftre ;  on  his  breast  the  brand 
nmt  in  when  to  the  port 
fait  chain,  among  a  hundred  nunro 
lominiously ;  on  every  limb 
of  his  glory  and  his  shame, 
he  lash  and  honorable  scars, 
els  here  and  there  worn  to  the  bcme 
fetters. 

He  comei  slowly  forth, 
ng,  and  up  that  savage  dell 
ooks ;  his  cruise,  an  ample  gourd 
nish'd  from  the  vintner's  cask), 

his  shoulder ;  in  his  breadth  of  belt 
I  and  a  dagger  yot  uncleansed, 
nt  scrawl'd  with  uncouth  characters, 
U  vial,  his  last  remedy, 
rhen  all  things  foil.    No  noise  is  heard, 

the  rugged  bear  and  the  gaunt  wolf 
e  upper  region,  or  a  fiah 
le  gulf  beneath — But  now  he  kneels 
.  scout  when  listening  to  the  tramp 
r  foot)  lays  his  experienced  ear 
B  ground,  then  rises  and  explores, 
is  again,  and,  his  short  rifle-gun 

cheek«  waits  patiently. 

Two  Monks, 
r-headad,  on  their  gallant  steeds, 
here  yet  a  mouldering  cross  o'erfaangs 
of  one  that  from  the  precipice 
Bvil  hour.    Their  bridle-bells 
ly;  and  many  a  loud,  long  laugh 

but  at  once  the  sounds  are  lost. 
IS  of  the  good  in  store  below, 
ftthors  have  tum'd  off,  and  now 


Cross  the  brown  heath,  ere-long  to  wag  their  beards 
Before  my  lady-abbess,  and  discuss 
Things  only  known  to  the  devout  and  pure 
O'er  her  spiced  bowlr-4hen  shrive  the  sistertiood. 
Sitting  by  turns  with  an  inclining  ear 
In  the  oonfessiona]. 

He  moves  his  lips 
As  with  a  curse — then  paces  up  and  down, 
Now  ftst,  now  slow,  brooding  and  muttering  on ; 
Gloomy  alike  to  him  the  past,  tiie  future. 

But  hark,  the  nimble  tread  of  numerous  feet ! 
— T  is  but  a  dappled  herd,  come  down  to  slake 
Their  thirst  in  the  cool  wave.  He  turns  and  aims — 
Then  diecks  himself^  unwilling  to  disturb 
The  sleeping  echoes. 

Once  again  he  earths ; 
Slipping  away  to  house  with  them  beneath. 
His  old  onnpanions  in  that  hiding-place, 
The  bat,  the  toad,  the  blind-worm,  and  the  newt ; 
And  hark,  a  footstep,  firm  and  confident, 
As  of  a  man  in  haste.    Nearer  it  draws ; 
And  now  is  at  die  entrance  of  the  den. 
Ha !  't  is  a  comrade,  sent  to  gather  in 
The  band  for  some  great  enterprise. 

Who  wants 
A  sequel,  may  read  on.    The  unvamish'd  tale. 
That  follows,  will  supply  the  place  of  one. 
Twas  told  me  by  the  Marquis  of  Ravina, 
When  in  a  blustering  night  he  shelter'd  me 
In  that  brave  castle  of  his  ancestors 
0*er  Garigliano,  and  is  such  indeed 
As  every  day  brings  with  it — in  a  land 
Where  laws  are  trampled  on,  and  lawless  men 
Walk  in  the  sun ;  but  it  should  not  be  lost. 
For  it  may  servo  to  bind  us  to  our  country. 

XIV. 

AN  ADVENTURE. 

Three  days  they  lay  in  ambush  at  my  gate,  (163) 
Then  sprung  and  led  me  captive.    Many  a  wild 
We  traversed ;  but  Rusconi,  't  was  no  less, 
March*d  by  my  side,  and.  When  I  thirsted,  climb'd 
The  cliflls  for  woter ;  though,  whene'er  he  spoke, 
'T  was  briefly,  sullenly;  and  on  he  led, 
Distinguish'd  only  by  an  amulet. 
That  in  a  golden  chain  hung  from  his  neck, 
A  crystal  of  rare  virtue.     Night  fell  fast. 
When  on  a  heath,  black  and  immeasurable, 
He  tum'd  and  bade  them  halt.  T  was  whore  the  earth 
Heaves  o'er  the  dead — where  erst  some  Alario 
Fought  his  last  fight,  and  every  in.'arrior  threw 
A  stone  to  tell  for  ages  where  he  lay. 

Then  all  advanced,  and,  ranging  in  a  square, 
Stretch'd  forth  their  arms  as  on  the  holy  cross 
From  each  to  each  their  sable  cloaks  extending. 
That,  like  the  solemn  hangings  of  a  tent, 
Cover'd  us  round ;  and  in  the  midst  I  stood. 
Weary  and  faint,  and  foce  to  iiice  with  one. 
Whoso  voice,  whose  look  dispenses  life  and  death, 
Whose  heart  knows  no  relentings.     Instantly 
A  light  was  kindled,  and  the  Bandit  spoke. 
"  I  know  thee.    Thou  hast  sought  us,  fur  the  sport 
Slipping  thy  bloud-hounds  with  a  hunlcr'n  cry ; 
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And  thtm  hairt  finmd  at  last    Were  I  m  thoa, 
I  in  thy  grasp  as  thou  art  now  in  ouia, 
Soon  ahould  I  make  a  midnight^pectacle. 
Soon,  limb  by  limb,  be  mangled  on  a  wheel, 
Hien  gibbeted  to  blacken  lor  the  Tultaiea. 
But  I  would  teach  thee  better — how  to  ipaie. 
Write  as  I  dictate.    If  thy  ranaom  oomea, 
lliott  lireat    If  not — ^but  answer  not,  I  pray, 
Leat  thou  ptoToke  me.    I  may  strike  thee  dead ; 
And  know,  young  man,  it  is  an  easier  thing 
To  do  it  dian  to  say  it    Write,  and  thus."— 

I  wrote.   **  Tis  well,**  he  cried.   ''A  peasant^ny, 
TriMty  and  swift  of  foot,  shall  bear  it  h«noe. 
Meanwhile  lie  down  and  rest   llus  cloak  of  mine 
Will  serve  thee ;  it  has  weather*d  many  a  storm.*' 
The  watch  was  set ;  and  twice  it  had  been  changed, 
When  morning  broke,  and  a  wild  bird,  a  hawk. 
Flew  in  a  circle,  screaming.    I  look'd  up. 
And  all  were  gone,  save  him  who  now  kept  guard. 
And  on  his  arms  lay  musing.    Young  he  seem'd. 
And  sad,  as  though  he  amid  indulge  at  will 
Some  secret  lorrow.  "Thou  shrink'st  back,**  he  said. 
"  Well  may'st  thou,  lying,  as  thou  dost,  so  near 
A  ruffian— oQe  lor  ever  link'd  and  bound 
To  guilt  and  inftmy.    There  was  a  time 
WImu  he  had  not  perhaps  been  deem'd  unworthy, 
When  he  had  watch'd  that  planet  to  its  setting, 
And  dwelt  with  {Measure  on  the  meanest  thing 
Tliat  Nature  has  given  birth  ta    Now  *t  is  past 

*'Wouldst  thou  know  more?  My  story  is  an  old  one. 
I  loved,  was  seom'd ;  I  trusted,  was  betray'd ; 
And  in  my  anguish,  my  necessity, 
Met  with  the  fiend,  the  tempter — in  RusoonL 
'  Why  thus r  he  cried.    'Thou  wouldst  be  fiee,  and 

darest  not 
Come  and  assert  thy  birtlwi^t  while  thou  canst 
A  robber's  cave  is  better  than  a  dungeon ; 
And  death  itaelC  what  is  it  at  the  worst. 
What,  but  a  harlequin's  leapf   Him  I  luid  known, 
Had  served  with,  sufier*d  with ;  and  on  the  walls 
Of  Capua,  while  the  moon  went  down,  I  swore 
Allegiance  on  his  dagger. 

Dost  thou  ask 
How  I  have  kept  my  oath  f    Thou  shalt  be  toM, 
Cost  what  it  may^— ^ut  grant  me,  I  implore. 
Grant  me  a  passport  to  some  distant  land. 
That  I  may  never,  never  more  be  named. 
Thou  wUt,  I  know  thou  wUt 

Two  months  ago, 
When  on  a  vineyard-hill  we  lay  oonceal'd 
And  scattered  up  and  down  as  we  were  wont 
I  heard  a  damsel  singing  to  heraelf) 
And  soon  espied  her,  coming  all  alone. 
In  her  first  beauty     Up  a  path  she  came 
Leafy  and  intricate,  singing  her  song, 
A  song  of  kyve,  by  anatches ;  breaking  off 
If  but  a  flower,  an  insect  in  the  sun 
Pleased  for  an  instant ;  then  as  carelessly 
The  atrain  resuming,  and,  where'er  she  stopt 
Rasing  on  tiptoe  underneath  the  boughs 
To  pluck  a  grape  in  very  wantonness. 
Her  look,  her  mien  and  maiden-omanients 
Show'd  gentle  birth  ;  and,  step  hy  step,  she  came 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  die  dreiKllul  warp. 


None  else  vrere  by ;  and,  as  I  gaaeed  mmmm^^ 
Her  youth,  her  innocence  and  gaie^ 
Went  to  my  heart ;  and,  starting  up,  I  cried, 
•Fly— for  your  lifer    Alas,  she  shriek'd,  she  fil; 
And,  as  I  caqght  her  fidling,  all  msh'd  foctk. 
'A  Wood-nymph  V  said  Rusooni.     '  By  the  ligbl. 
Lovely  as  Hebe!    Lay  her  in  the  diade.* 
I  heard  him  not    I  stood  as  in  a  trance. 

*  What*  he  exdaim'd  with  a  malidoua  anile, 

*  Wouldst  thou  rebel  r    I  did  as  he  reqnirsd. 

'  Now  bear  her  hence  to  the  well-head  befam. 
A  few  odd  drops  will  animate  this  marble. 
Go!  T is  an  office  all  will  envy  thee ; 
But  thou  hast  eam'd  it* 

As  I  stagger*d  down. 
Unwilling  to  surrender  her  sweet  body ; 
Her  goldoi  hair  dishevell*d  on  a  neck 
Of  snow,  and  her  fiur  eyes  closed  as  in  sleeps 
Frantic  with  love,  with  hate,  *  Grcftt  God.**  I  crisi 
(I  had  ahnost  forgotten  how  to  pray) 

*  Why  may  I  not,  while  yet — ^while  ]ret  I  can. 
Release  her  from  a  thraldom  woise  than  death  f 
'T  was  done  as  soon  as  said.     I  kiss*d  her  farasr 
And  noote  her  with  my  dagger.     A  shaft  aj 
She  utter'd,  but  she  stirred  not;  and  to  heaven 
Her  gentle  spirit  fled.    *T  was  where  the  path 
In  its  descent  tum*d  suddenly.     No  eye 
Observed  me,  thou^  their  steps  were  following  fat 
But  soon  a  yell  br^  iwth,  and  all  at  once 
Levell'd  their  deadly  aim.    Then  I  had  ceased 
To  trouble  or  be  troubled,  and  had  now 
(Would  I  were  there!)  been  slumbering  in  my  gMfi 
Had  not  Rusccmi  with  a  terrible  shout 
Thrown  himself  in  between  us,  and  exclaim'd, 
Gras|ung  my  arm,  *  'T  is  bravely,  noUy  done! 

Is  it  for  deeds  like  these  thou  wear'st  a  swwd  t 
Was  tlus  the  business  that  thou  earnest  uponf 
— But 't  is  his  first  ofiraoe,  and  let  it  pass, 
like  the  3roung  tiger  he  has  tasted  blood. 
And  may  do  much  hereafter.     He  can*  strike 
Homo  to  the  hilt*    Then  in  an  under-tone, 
'  Thus  wouldst  thou  juotify  the  pledge  I  gave. 
When  in  the  eyes  of  all  I  read  distrust  f 
For  once*  and  on  his  cheek,  methought  I  saw 
The  blurii  of  xirtue,  *  I  will  save  thee,  Albert ; 
Again,  I  cannot*** 

Ere  his  tale  was  told. 
As  on  the  heath  we  lay,  my  ransom  came ; 
And  in  six  days,  with  no  ungrateful  mind, 
Albert  was  sailing  on  a  quiet  sea. 
— But  the  night  wears,  and  thou  art  much  in  need 
Of  rest   The  young  Antonio,  with  his  torch. 
Is  waiting  to  conduct  thee  to  thy  dumiber. 

XV. 

NAPLES. 

This  region,  surely,  is  not  of  the  earth.* 
Was  it  not  dropt  from  heaven  f    Not  a  grove. 
Citron,  or  ptne,  or  cedar,  not  a  grot 
Sea-wom  and  mantled  with  the  gadding  vine. 
But  faceathcs  enchantment    Not  a  cliff  but  flings 
On  die  clear  wave  some  image  of  delight. 
Some  cabin-roof  glowing  with  crimson  flowvin. 
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Hm  ftopC  to  Bcnwl  a  ship,  an  anned  man ; 
And  in  a  tablet  on  the  wall  we  read 
Of  ahowi  ere-Iong  to  be)  a  scalptor  wrought. 
Nor  meanly ;  bkicks,  half-chiseU'd  into  life, 
Waiting  liia  call.    Here  long,  as  yet  attesta 
The  trodden  floor,  an  olive-merchant  drew 
From  many  on  ample  jar,  no  more  replenish'd ; 
And  here  fiom  his  a  vintner  served  his  guests 
Laigely,  the  stain  of  his  o'erflowing  cups 
Fresh  oo  the  marble.    On  the  bendi,  beneath. 
They  sata  and  qoaflTd,  and  look'd  on  them  that  pQSS*d, 
Gravely  discussing  the  last  news  fitmi  Home. 

But  lo,  mgraven  on  a  threshold'Sloiie, 
That  word  of  courtesy,  so  sacred  once, 
Iloil !  At  a  master's  greeting  we  may  enter. 
And  lo,  a  fiury  palace !  eversrwhere. 
As  through  the  courts  and  chambers  we  advance, 
F^oon  of  mosaic,  walls  of  arabesque. 
And  columns  clustering  in  P&trieian  splendor. 
But  hark,  a  Ibotstep !   May  we  not  intrude  ? 
And  now,  methinks,  I  hear  a  gentle  laugh. 
And  gentle  ^-oices  mingling  as  in  converse ! 
— ^And  now  a  harpstring  as  struck  carelessly. 
And  now — along  the  corridor  it  comes— 
I  cannot  err.  a  filling  as  of  baths! 
•^Ah,  no,  't  is  but  a  mockery  of  the  sense. 
Idle  and  vain !  We  are  but  where  we  were ; 
Still  wwideiing  in  a  City  of  the  Dead ! 

XM. 
THE  BAG  OF  GOLD. 

I  DINE  very  often  with  the  good  old  Cardinal  *^ 
and,  I  should  add,  with  his  cats ;  fur  they  always  sit 
at  his  table,  and  are  much  the  gravest  of  the  com- 
pany.  His  beaming  countenance  makes  us  forget  his 
age ;  nor  did  1  ever  see  it  clouded  till  yesdenlay, 
when,  as  we  were  contemplating  tlie  suit-set  fixHn  his 
terrace,  he  happened,  in  the  couree  of  our  conversa- 
tion, to  allude  to  an  afiectiiig  circumstance  in  his 
early  life. 

He  had  just  left  the  Univcmit)'  of  Palermo  and 
was  entering  the  army,  when  he  became  an|uainted 
with  a  young  lady  of  great  beauty  and  merit,  a 
Sicilian  of  a  family  as  illustrious  as  his  own.  Living 
near  each  other,  they  were  ofWn  t(^ther;  and.  at 
an  age  like  theirs,  friendship  fi0(Hi  turns  to  love.  But 
lus  frther,  for  what  reason  I  fidget,  refused  his  con- 


nnwilling  to  hear  it,  lor  it  bean  i 
that  of  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

We  were  now  arrived  at  a  paTibon  dMS 
ed  one  of  the  noblest  proqwcti  inafptrnkim:  ir 
mountains,  the  sea,  and  the  iabnda  flfanvHiedhf 
the  last  bei^  of  day;  and,  sitting  doimtWiik It 
proceeded  with  his  usiml  vivacity;  ftr  ikassikn 
that  had  come  across  him,  was  gooe. 

There  lived  in  the  finirteenth  oentofy,  otar  B^ 
logna,  a  widow-lady  of  the  Lambertini  Aably.  tAi 
Mndmma  Lucre&a,  who  in  a  revolotioii  of  the  imp 
had  known  the  bitterness  of  poverty,  and  hai  cfa 
begged  her  bread ;  kneeling  day  after  day  fte  s 
statue  at  the  gate  of  the  cathedral ;  her  rosaiy  ia  ha 
left  hand  and  her  right  held  out  for  charity ;  htt  kef 
black  veil  concealing  a  fiice  that  had  once  i 
court,  and  had  received  the  homage  ofaa 
nets  as  Petrarch  has  written  (m  Laura. 

But  fortune  had  at  last  relented ;  a  legacy  hm  • 
distant  relation  had  come  to  her  relief;  and  ihe  ma 
now  the  mistress  of  a  small  inn  at  the  foot  of  d»  A^ 
ennincs;  where  the  entertained  as  weU  as  dw  colli 
and  where  those  only  stopped  who  were  eonlateil 
with  a  little.  The  house  was  still  standing.  wfamiB 
my  }-outh  I  passed  that  way;  tbou^  the  sq^n of ifae 
Wliite  Cross,  the  Croas  of  the  lIospitaUerB.  ms  bd 
longer  to  be  seen  over  the  docs' ;  a  sign  whidi  it 
had  taken,  if  we  may  believe  the  traditian  ihtic;  ■ 
honor  of  a  maternal  uncle,  a  grand  ■wstcr  of  ihil 
Order,  whose  achievements  in  Palestine  she  atnU 
sometimes  relate.  A  mountain-sHvam  ran  iboB^ 
the  ganlen;  and  at  no  great  distance,  where  the  ml 
turned  on  its  way  to  Bologna,  stood  a  little  cbo^  ■ 
which  a  lamp  was  always  burning  before  a  ykimt 
of  the  Virgin,  a  picture  of  great  antiquiry,  the  nuk 
of  Home  Greek  artist 

Here  she  was  dwelling,  respected  by  all  who  knew 
her;  when  an  event  took  place,  which  threa  he' 
into  the  deepest  afHictton.  It  was  at  nooinlsT  a 
September  that  three  fiiot-travellen  arrived,  snd. 
seating  themselves  on  a  bench  under  her  \ine-trrllA 
were  supplied  with  a  flagon  of  Aleatico  by  a  kneW 
girl,  her  only  child,  the  image  of  her  former  »t£ 
The  eldest  spoke  like  a  Venetian,  and  his  beard  aa* 
short  and  pointed  after  the  fiuihion  of  Venice.  In  bf 
demeanor  he  affected  great  courtesy,  but  his  look  to- 
spired  Hide  confidence ;  for  when  he  smiled,  whirh 


sent  to  their  union ;  till,  alarmed  at  the  declijiing  he  did  continually,  it  was  with  his  lips  only,  not  vtiih 


health  of  his  son.  he  promised  to  oppose  it  no  Icmgcr, 
if,  afVer  a  seporation  of  three  yean,  they  continued 
as  much  in  love  ns  ever. 

Relying  on  that  pnmiise,  he  said,  I  set  out  an  a 
long  journey,  but  in  my  absence  the  usual  arts  were 
resorted  to.  Our  letters  were  intercepted ;  and  false 
rumors  were  spread — firat  of  my  indifiercnce,  then 


his  eyes ;  and  they  were  always  turned  fn»m  voon. 
His  companions  were  bluff  and  frank  in  their  msc- 
ner,  and  on  their  tongues  had  many  a  soIdier^s  oath. 
In  their  hats  they  wore  a  medal,  such  as  in  that  tge 
was  often  distributed  in  wer;  and  they  were  evi- 
dently subalterns  in  one  of  those  Free  Bands  which 
were  always  ready  to  serve  in  any  quarrel,  if  a  se^ 


of  my  inconstancy,  then  of  my  marriage  with  a  rich  vice  it  could  be  called,  where  a  faotde  was  little  nxMPe 

than  a  mockery ;  and  the  slain,  as  on  an  opera^^afrc, 
wore  up  and  fighting  to-morrow.  Overcome  with  the 
heat,  they  threw  aside  their  cloaks;  and.  with  thdr 
gloves  tucked  under  their  belts,  continued  for  wme 
time  in  earnest  ccmversatioiL 

At  length  they  rose  to  go ;  and  the  Venetians  thus 
addressed  their  Hostess.  "  Excellent  Lady,  may  w 
leave  imdcr  your  roof^  for  a  day  or  two,  this  hag  of 
goW  r  "  Vuu  may."  she  ropliotl  piily.  "  But  remes- 
ber,  we  fasten  onlv  with  a  lutch.     Bars  and  balt». 


heiress  of  Sienna;  and,  when  at  length  I  returned 
to  make  her  my  own.  I  found  her  in  a  convent  of 
Ursuline  Nuns.  She  had  token  the  veil ;  and  J,  said 
ho  with  a  sigh — ^what  else  remained  for  me? — I  went 
into  the  church. 

Yet  many,  he  continued,  as  if  to  turn  the  conver- 
sation, veiy  many  have  been  happy  thoogh  we  were 
not;  and,  if  I  am  not  abusing  an  old  man's  privilege, 
let  me  tell  you  a  Ktory  with  a  better  catastrophe.  It 
was  told  to  me  when  a  brtv ;  and  vou  mav  not  be 
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W9  }mkv9  Daoe  in  our  viUage;  and,  if  we  had,  where 
would  be  four  ■ecnritff* 

"  In  jrour  woni»  Lady." 

"But  what  if  I  died  tcHiight?  Where  would  it  be 
dMDf  aaiddietlanghii^.  "TheiDoney  would  goto 
die  Chnich ;  lor  none  could  claim  it*' 

''Peibapa  you  will  &¥or  ua  with  an  acknowledg- 


»» 


*If  you  will  write  it 

An  ndmowledgnient  was  written  accordingly,  and 
Ae  agned  it  before  Mailer  Bartoio,  the  village  phy- 
■rian  who  had  jnat  called  by  chance  to  learn  the  newa 
of  the  day ;  the  gold  to  be  deliyered  when  applied 
fir,  but  to  be  delirered  (theae  were  the  words)  not  to 
imo  nrir  to  two— but  to  the  three;  words  wisely 
iotoodneed  by  those  to  whom  it  belonged,  knowing 
what  they  knew  of  each  other.  The  gold  they  had 
jost  releaaed  fifom  a  miser's  chest  in  Perugia ;  and 
ibef  were  now  on  a  scent  that  promised  more. 

They  and  their  shadows  were  no  sooner  departed, 
Ihni  t^  Venetian  returned,  saying,  "  Give  me  leave 
IS  set  my  seal  on  the  bag,  as  the  others  have  done;'* 
aad  die  placed  it  on  a  table  before  him.  But  in  that 
^«Tnf*»  die  was  called  away  to  receive  a  Cavalier, 
vto  had  jnat  dismounted  from  his  horse ;  and,  when 
ihs  eaaie  back,  it  was  gone.  The  temptation  had 
pnvad  irresistible ;  and  the  man  and  the  money  had 
finished  together. 

*'Wratefaed  woman  that  I  am  !*' she  cried,  as  in  an 
igooy  of  grief  she  fell  on  her  daughter's  neck,  **  What 
wfll  beoome  of  ns  f  Are  we  again  to  be  cast  out  into 
Ae  wide  world  t — ^Unhappy  child,  would  that  thou 
IT  been  bom ! "  and  all  day  long  she  la- 
1 ;  but  her  tears  availed  her  little.  The  others 
alow  in  returning  to  claim  their  due ;  and 
tee  wen  no  tidings  of  the  thief:  he  had  fled  ffu- 
away  with  his  plunder.  A  process  against  her  was 
iMlinrtj  begun  in  Bologna ;  and  what  defence  could 
4e  flMkef — how  release  herself  fiom  the  obligation 
of  die  bond  ?  Wilfully  or  in  negligence  she  had 
pntal  with  it  to  one,  when  she  should  have  kept  it 
iv  all ;  and  inevitaUe  ruin  awaited  her ! 

•Go,  Gianetta,"  said  she  to  her  daughter,  "  take 
tti  'Veil  which  your  mother  has  worn  and  wept 
ndar  ao  o^f&a,  and  implore  the  Counsellor  Calderino 
t» plead  foirua  on  the  day  of  trial.  He  is  generous, 
ad  will  lialen  to  the  unfortunate.  But,  if  he  will 
M^  go  from  door  to  door;  Monaldi  cannot  refuse  us. 
Ifalba  haata^  my  child ;  but  remember  the  chapel  as 
ytm  pma  by  iL  Nothing  prospers  without  a  prayer." 

Alaa,  die  went,  but  in  vain.  These  were  retained 
agjrinat  them ;  those  demanded  more  than  they  had 
ti  ^re ;  and  all  bade  them  despair.  What  was  to 
be  dooet  No  advocate;  and  the  cause  to  come  on 


curtain,  lest  her  beauty  should  divert  their  dionghts; 
a  ivecaution  in  this  instance  at  least  unneceaiary, 
Lorenzo  having  lost  his  heart  to  another.* 

To  him  she  flies  in  her  necessity ;  bat  of  what 
assistance  can  he  be  f  He  has  just  taken  his  plaise  at 
the  bar,  but  he  has  never  spoken ;  and  how  stand  up 
alone,  unpractised  and  unprepared  as  he  is,  against 
an  amy  that  would  alarm  the  most  experienced  f— 
**  Were  I  as  mighty  as  I  am  weak,"  said  he,  **  my 
fears  for  you  would  make  mo  as  nothing.  But  I  will 
be  there,  Gianetta;  and  may  the  Friend  of  the 
Friendless  give  me  strength  in  that  hour !  Even  now 
my  heart  foils  me ;  but,  come  what  will,  while  I  have 
a  loaf  to  share,  you  and  your  mother  shall  never  want 
I  will  beg  through  the  world  for  you." 

The  day  arrives,  and  the  court  assembles.  The 
claim  is  slated,  and  the  evidence  given.  And  now  the 
defence  is  called  for — but  none  is  made ;  not  a  syl- 
lable is  uttered ;  and,  after  a  pause  and  a  consulta- 
tion of  some  minutes,  tho  Judges  are  proceeding  to 
give  judgment,  silence  having  been  proclaimed  in 
the  court,  when  Lorenxo  rises  and  thus  addreases 
them. 

**  Reverend  Signers.  Toung  as  I  am,  may  I  venture 
to  speak  before  you?  I  would  speak  in  behalf  of  one 
who  has  none  else  to  help  her ;  and  I  will  not  keep 
you  long. 

**  Much  has  been  said ;  much  on  the  sacred  nature 
of  the  obligation — and  we  acknowledge  it  in  its  full 
force.  Let  it  be  fulfilled,  and  to  the  last  letter.  It  is 
what  we  solicit,  what  wc  require.  But  to  whom  is 
the  bag  of  gold  to  be  delivered  ?  What  says  the  bond  ? 
Not  to  one^—not  to  two — ^but  to  the  three.  Lot  the 
three  stand  forth  and  claim  it" 

From  that  day,  (for  who  can  doubt  the  issue  f)  none 
were  sought,  none  employed,  but  the  subtle,  the  elo- 
quent Lorenzo.  Wealth  followed  Fame ;  nor  need  I 
say  how  soon  he  sat  at  his  marriage-feast,  or  who  sat 
beside  him. 


Now  Gianetta  had  a  lover ;  and  he  was  a  student 
ef  Ihe  lew,  a  young  man  of  great  promise,  Lorenzo 
IfvlellL  He  had  studied  long  and  diligently  under 
Ihatleemed  lawyer,  Giovanni  Andreas,  who,  though 
Hide  of  stature,  was  great  in  renown,  and  by  his  con- 
lampoiaiies  was  called  the  Arch-doctor,  the  Rabbi 
ef  Doetors,  the  light  of  the  World.  Under  him  he 
kad  atodied,  sitting  on  the  same  bench  with  Petrarch ; 
and  abo  imder  his  daughter,  Novella,  who  would 
cAoi  leetore  to  die  scholars,  when  her  fother  was 
engaged,  placing  herself  behind  a  small 
11 


xvn. 

A  CHARACTER. 

Onc  of  two  things  Montrioli  may  have. 
My  envy  or  compassion.   Both  he  cannot 
Yet  on  he  goes,  numbering  as  miseries. 
What  least  of  all  he  would  consent  to  loae, 
What  most  indeed  he  prides  himself  upon. 
And,  for  not  having,  most  despises  me. 
"At  mom  the  minister  exacts  an  hour ; 
At  noon  the  king.  Then  comes  the  council-board ; 
And  then  the  chase,  the  supper.  When,  ah !  when, 
The  leisure  and  the  liberty  I  sigh  for? 
Not  when  at  homo ;  at  home  a  miscreanV^rew, 
That  now  no  longer  serve  me,  mine  the  service. 
And  then  that  old  hereditary  bore. 
The  steward,  his  stories  longer  than  hia  rent-roll. 
Who  enteia,  quiU  in  ear,  and,  one  by  one, 
As  though  I  lived  to  write  and  wrote  to  live. 
Unrolls  his  leases  for  my  signature.*' 

He  clanks  his  fetters  to  disturb  my  peace. 
Yet  who  would  wear  them,  and  become  the  slave 


1  Ce  poarroit  «ti^  mn  Bsrle.  k  nsti^is  d*iin  joli  mobMsM: 
oo  poiuroit  euminern  oetts  fills  avaiifoil,  oo  n  «ll«  leUrdoh 
le  profit  de  mi  saditeon,  en  tear  caehant  loo  bean  visaga.  II  f 
aaroit  cent  chosn  It  dire  pour  et  contra  lli-deMiM- 
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Of  wealth  and  pow«r,  lenouncing  wilUngly 
Hit  fraedom,  and  the  hoaia  that  Of  to  £uu 
A  boiden  or  a  coiae  when  miieniploy'd. 
But  to  thfl  wise  how  precious !— eveiy  day 
A  litda  lift,  a  Uank  to  be  ioMrribed 
With  gentle  deeds,  such  as  in  after-time 
Conaole,  rejoice,  whene'er  we  turn  the  leaf 
To  read  than  ?  All,  wherever  in  the  scale. 
Have,  be  they  high  or  low,  or  rich  or  poor. 
Inherit  they  a  sheep-hook  or  a  sceptre, 
Moch  to  be  grateful  for ;  but  most  has  he. 
Bom  in  that  middle  sphere,  that  temperate  aone, 
Where  Knowledge  lights  his  lamp,  there  most  secure. 
And  Wisdom  comes,  if  ever,  she  who  dwells 
Above  the  doods,  above  the  firmament, 
Hiat  Seraph  sitting  in  the  heaven  of  heavens. 


What  men  mart  covet,  wealth,  distinctioii,  power, 
Are  baubles  nothing  worth,  that  only  serve 
To  roue  us  up,  as  children  in  the  schools 
Are  roused  up  to  exertion.  The  reward 
Is  in  the  race  wo  run,  not  in  the  priae ; 
And  they,  the  few.  that  have  it  ere  they  earn  it. 
Having  by  favor  or  inheritance, 
Tlieae  dangerous  giAs  placed  in  their  idle  hands, 
And  all  that  should  await  on  worth  well-tried. 
All  in  the  glorious  days  of  old  reserved 
For  manhood  most  mature  or  reverend  age. 
Know  not,  nor  ever  can,  the  generous  pride 
That  i^wa  in  him  who  on  himself  relies, 
Knifiringdie  Urtsof  life. 

xvra. 

SORRENTa 

Hk  who  sets  sail  from  Naples,  when  the  wind 
Blows  fragrance  from  Posilipo,  may  socm. 
Crossing  from  side  to  side  that  beautiful  lake. 
Land  underneath  the  clifi^  where  once  among 
Tlie  children  gathering  shells  aloi^  the  shore, 
One  laugh'd  and  play'd,  unconscious  of  his  fate ;  * 
His  to  drink  deep  of  aorrow,  and,  through  life, 
To  be  the  scorn  of  them  that  knew  him  not. 
Trampling  alike  the  giver  and  his  gift. 
The  gift  a  pearl  precious,  inestimable, 
A  lay  divine,  a  lay  of  love  and  war, 
To  charm,  ennoble,  and,  from  age  to  age. 
Sweeten  the  labor,  when  the  oar  was  {died 
Or  on  the  Adrian  or  the  Tuscan  sea. 

Tliere  would  I  linger — ^then  go  forth  again. 
And  hover  round  that  region  unexplored. 
Where  to  Salvator  (when,  as  some  relate. 
By  chance  or  choice  he  led  a  bandit's  life, 
Yet  oft  withdrew,  alone  and  unobserved. 
To  wander  through  those  a^-fol  solitudes) 
Nature  reveal'd  herself.  Unveil'd  she  stood. 
In  all  her  wikiness.  all  her  majesty. 
As  in  that  elder  time,  ere  Man  was  mode. 

Tliere  would  I  linger — then  go  forth  again  ; 
And  he  who  steers  due  east,  doubling  the  cape, 
DiHovefs,  in  a  crevice  of  the  rock, 
Hm  fiahtng-tovni,  Amalfi.  (165)  Haply  there 


A  heaving  baik,  an  anchor  on  te  stnond. 
May  toll  him  what  it  is ;  but  what  it  WHy 
Cannot  be  told  so  soon. 

The  timaba 
When  oo  the  quays  along  the  Syrian 
T  was  ask'd  and  eagerly,  at  break  of  dawi^ 
**  What  ships  are  from  Amalfi  r  when  b«r  ca 
Silver  and  gold,  circled  from  dime  to  clime ; 
From  Alexandria  southward  to  Sennaar, 
And  eastward,  thnogh  Damascns  and  Oakai 
And  Somarcand,  to  thy  great  wall,  Cadrnjit. 
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Tlien  were  the  nations  by  her  wiadon  awqrV; 
And  every  crime  oo  every  sea  was  jodgid 
Aceording  to  her  judgments.  In  her  port 
Prows,  strange,  uncouth,  finm  Nile  and  N%wbi^ 
People  of  various  feature,  vaaooa  speech; 
And  in  their  countries  many  a  boose  of  pnyw; 
And  many  a  shelter,  where  no  shelter  wasy 
And  many  a  well,  like  Jacob's  in  the  wfld. 
Rose  at  her  bidding.  Then  in  Paleetina, 
By  the  way-side,  in  sober  grandeur  stood 
An  Hospital,  that,  night  and  day. 
The  pilgrims  of  the  west; (166)  and, 

ask'd, 
**  Who  are  the  noble  founders  T'  evaiy 
At  once  replied,  **  The  merchants  of  ABaUL** 
That  Hospital,  when  Godfrey  scaled  the  waBi^ 
Sent  forth  its  holy  men  in  complete  aloel; 
And  hence,  the  cowl  rehnquish'd  for  the  belii^ 
That  chosen  band,  valiant,  invindble. 
So  long  renown'd  as  champioos  of  the  Cnsi^ 
In  Rhodes,  in  Bialta. 

For  three  hundred  yaai% 
There,  unapproach'd  but  from  the  deep^  Ibeydntk; 
Aasail'd  for  ever,  yet  from  age  to  age 
Acknowledging  no  master.  From  the -deep 
They  gathered  in  their  harvests ;  bringing  boass, 
In  the  same  ship,  relics  of  ancient  Greece,  (167) 
That  land  of  glory  where  their  fathers  lay. 
Grain  from  the  golden  \-ales  of  Sicily,  (1^ 
And  Indian  spices.  When  at  length  they  ML 
Losing  their  liberty,  they  left  mankind 
A  legacy,  compared  ^ith  which  the  wealth 
Of  Eastern  kings — what  is  it  in  the  scale  f — 
The  nuuiner's  compass. 

They  are  now  fotgoC, 
And  with  them  all  they  did,  aU  they  endured, 
Struggling  with  fortune.   >\lien  Sicardi  stood. 
And,  with  a  shout  like  thunder,  cried,  **Oiine 
And  serve  me  in  Salenio !"  forth  th«y  came. 
Covering  the  sea,  a  mournful  spectacle ; 
The  women  wailing,  and  the  heavy  oar 
Falling  unheard.   Not  thus  did  they  return. 
The  tyrant  slain ;  (169)  though  then  the 
Grew  in  their  streets. 

There  now  to  him  who  sails 
Under  the  shore,  a  fow  whito  villages, 
Scatter'd  above,  below,  some  in  the  clouds, 
Some  on  the  margin  of  the  dark-blue  sea. 
And  glittering  through  their  lemon-groves,  anooonce 
The  region  of  Amalfi.  Then,  half-fidlen, 
A  lonely  watch-tower  on  the  precipice, 
Hieir  andent  land-mari^,  comes.   Long  may  it  last; 
And  to  the  seaman  in  a  distant  age, 
Though  now  he  little  thinks  how  hrge  his  debt, 
■Serre  for  their  monument!  (170) 
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XIX. 
PiESTUM. 
id  belweoi  tho  mountaint  and  the  sea; 
ohalfl,  but  of  whom  we  know  notli 
1,  poMUig,  gaiM  from  the  deck, 
iiriver,  in  hii  shaggy  cloak, 
»  work  of  magic  and  moves  on. 
hey  stood  along  tho  crowded  street, 
Gods !  and  on  their  ample  steps 
08  habitSt  various  tongues  beset 
gates  for  prayer  and  sacrifice ! 
lerhaps  the  third  was  sought  for  Justice ; 
lie  accuser  stood,  and  there  the  accused ; 
le  judges  sate,  and  heard,  and  judged, 
ow ! — as  in  the  ages  past, 
ider  loot  and  mingled,  dust  with  dust 


ay  centuries  did  the  sun  go  round 

It  Albumus  to  the  Tyrrhene  sea, 

lome  spell  render'd  invisible, 

Mch'd,  approach'd  by  him  alone 

IS  though  he  saw  not,  they  remain*d 

iarkness  of  a  sepulchre, 

e  appointed  time !  All,  all  withm 

ihat  Nature  had  resumed  her  right, 

to  herself  what  man  renounced ; 

,  triglyph,  or  worn  abacus, 

lick  ivy  hung  or  branching  fern ; 

brown  o'erspread  with  brightest  verdure! 

f  youth  upward  have  I  longed  to  tread 
c  ground — ^And  am  I  here  at  lastf 
5  at  will  through  the  long  porticoes, 
ing,  as  through  wome  n^jestic  grove, 
»1ue  ocean,  and  now,  chaos-like, 
and  mountain  gulfs,  and,  half-way  up* 
e  the  living  rock  from  which  they  grew! 
«gion,  black  and  desolate, 
se  a  slave  withstood  a  world  in  arms.* 

is  sweet  with  violets,  running  wild  (171) 
m  frieies  and  fallen  capitals; 
ivhen  Tully,  writing  down  his  thoughts, 
lights  80  precious  and  so  lately  lost,  (173) 
to  thee,  divine  Philosophy, 
md  to  calm  his  troubled  soul) 
vly  by,  two  thousand  years  ago, 
IS ;  when  a  ship,  if  north-east  winds 
I  the  PiBBstan  gardens,  slack'd  her  course. 

le  moved  along  the  level  shore, 

iples,  in  their  splendor  eminent 

and  obelisks,  and  domes  and  towers, 

-  back  the  radiance  of  the  west. 

It  He  dream  of  Glory ! — ^Now,  coil'd  up, 

nt  sleeps  within  them ;  the  she-wolf 

cr  young :  and,  as  alone  I  stand 

0  nobler  pile,  the  elements 

ind  air  its  only  floor  and  covering, 

am  is  the  stillness!  Nothing  stirs 


Save  the  shrill-voiced  cicala  flitting  round 
On  the  rough  pediment  to  sit  and  sing ; 
Or  the  green  li2&rd  rustling  through  the  grass. 
And  up  the  fluted  shaft  with  short  quick  motion. 
To  vanish  in-the  chmks  that  Time  has  made. 

In  such  an  hour  as  this,  the  sun's  broad  disk 
Seen  at  his  setting,  and  a  flood  of  light 
Filling  the  courts  of  these  old  sanctuaries, 
(Gigantic  shadows,  broken  and  confused. 
Across  the  innumerable  columns  flung) 
In  sudi  an  hour  he  came,  who  saw  and  told. 
Led  by  the  mighty  Genius  of  the  Phice.' 

Walls  of  some  capital  city  first  appeared, 
Half  razed,  half  sunk,  or  scatter'd  as  in  scorn ; 

And  what  within  them  T  what  but  in  the  midst 

These  Three  in  more  than  their  original  grandeur 
Andv  round  about,  no  stone  upon  another  ? 
As  if  tho  spoiler  had  fallen  back  in  fear, 
And,  turning,  lefl  them  to  the  elements. 


aples  of  Pcttnm  sre  three  in  number;  sod  have 
lailj  oioe  eenuiries,  the  total  deMnietion  of  the  city. 
I  wient  eonoerains  them ;  but  thejr  must  have  exiit- 
wMO  two  tod  three  thooMod  yean. 
•OS.  Bos  nutsith  in  the  life  of  Cromif  ■ 


*T  is  said  a  stranger  in  the  days  of  old 
(Some  say  a  Dorian,  some  a  Sybarite ; 
But  distant  things  are  ever  lost  in  clouds), 
T  is  said  a  stranger  came,  and,  with  his  plow, 
Traced  out  the  site ;  and  Posidonia  rose,  (173) 
Severely  great,  Neptune  the  tutelar  God ; 
A  Homer's  langtiage  murmuriug  in  her  streets. 
And  in  her  haven  many  a  mast  from  Tyre. 
Then  came  another,  an  unbidden  guest. 
He  knock'd  and  enter'd  with  a  train  in  arms ; 
And  all  was  changed,  her  very  name  and  language! 
The  Tyrian  merchant,  shipping  at  his  door 
Ivory  and  gold,  and  silk,  and  frankincense, 
Sail'd  as  before,  but  sailing,  cried  "  For  Ptestum !" 
And  now  a  Virgil,  now  an  Ovid  sung 
Pfestum's  twice-blowing  roses ;  while,  within. 
Parents  and  children  moum'd — and,  every  year, 
CT  was  on  the  day  of  some  old  festival) 
Met  to  give  way  to  tears,  and  once  again, 
Talk'd  in  the  ancient  tongue  of  things  gone  b>'.* 
At  length  an  Arab  climb'd  the  battlements, 
Slaying  the  sleepers  in  the  dead  of  night ; 
And  from  all  eyes  the  glorious  vision  fled ! 
Leaving  a  place  lonely  and  dangerous, 
Where  whom  the  robber  spares,  a  deadlier  fbc' 
Strikes  at  unseen — and  at  a  time  when  joy 
Opens  the  heart,  when  summer-skies  are  blue, 
And  the  clear  air  is  sofl  and  delicate ; 
For  then  the  demon  works— then  with  that  air 
The  thoughtless  wretch  drinks  in  a  subtle  jwison 
Lulling  to  sleep ;  and,  when  he  sleeps,  he  die*' 

But  what  are  These  still  standmg  in  the  midst? 
The  earth  has  rock'd  beneath ;  the  Thunder^lone 
Passed  through  and  through,  and  left  its  traces  there, 
Yet  still  they  stand  as  by  some  Unknown  Charter. 
Oh,  they  are  Nature's  own !  and,  as  allied 
To  the  vast  Mountains  and  the  eternal  Sea, 
They  want  no  written  history ;  theirs  a  voice 
For  ever  speakhig  to  the  heart  of  Man ! 


1  Thoy  aro  said  to  haw  been  di«xiwred  by  accident  about 
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BfiONTE  CAfiSINa 

"What  iMDgi  behind  that  cmrtainr  (174)— 
"  Wookbt  thoa  leunf 
If  dwa  ut  wise,  thoa  wouldit  not.   Tk  by  some 
Believed  to  be  hk  masteiwwork,  who  kx>k*d 
Beyond  the  grave,  end  on  the  chapel-wall. 
As  thoogfa  the  day  wera  oooie,  were  come  and  past. 
Draw  the  Lut  Judgment* — ^Bat  the  Wieeet  err. 
He  who  in  aecret  wrought,  and  gave  it  life. 
For  lift  ■  aorely  there  and  visible  change,  (175) 
life,  aoch  m  none  could  of  himaelf  impart, 
(TiMfy  who  behold  it,  go  not  as  they  came. 
But  meditate  fcr  many  and  many  a  day) 
Sleeps  in  the  vault  beneath.  We  know  not  much; 
But  what  we  know,  we  will  oommunicale. 
*T is  in  an  ancient  record  of  the  House; 
And  may  it  make  thee  tremble,  lest  dwa  &11! 


a  Christmas-ev»— ere  ytH  die  roof 
Rung  with  the  hymn  of  the  Nativity, 
There  came  a  stranger  to  die  convent-gate. 
And  ask'd  admittance ;  ever  and  anon. 
As  if  he  sought  what  most  he  feared  to  find. 
Looking  bdihid  him.  When  within  the  walls. 
These  walls  so  sacred  and  inviolable, 
Still  did  he  look  behind  him;  oft  and  kng, 
With  haggard  eye  and  curling,  quivering  Up, 
Catching  at  vacancy.  Between  the  fifii. 
For  here,  't  is  said,  he  linger*d  while  he  lived. 
He  would  discourse,  and  with  a  mastery, 
A  charm  by  none  resisted,  none  explained, 
Vnlelt  before ;  but  when  his  cheek  grew  pale. 
All  was  forgotten.  Then,  howe*er  employed. 
He  would  break  off,  and  start  as  if  he  caught 
A  glimpse  of  something  that  would  not  be  gone ; 
And  turn  and  gaae,  and  shrink  into  himselC 
As  though  die  Fiend  was  there,  and,  lace  to  fooe, 
Soowrd  o*er  his  shoulder. 

Most  devout  he  was; 
Most  unremitting  in  die  Senices ; 
Then,  only  then,  untroubled,  unasmil'd ; 
And,  to  beguile  a  melancholy  hour. 
Would  sometimes  exercise  that  noble  ait 
He  learnt  in  Florence ;  with  a  master's  hand. 
As  to  diis  day  the  Sacristy  attesn, 
Piaindng  the  wonders  of  the  Apocalypse. 

At  length  he  sunk  to  rest,  and  in  his  cell 
Left,  when  he  went,  a  work  in  secret  done, 
Hm  poftrait,  for  a  portrait  it  most  be, 
ThMt  hangs  behind  the  curtaiiL  Whence  he  drew. 
None  here  can  doubt :  for  diey  diat  come  to  oalch 
The  feintest  glimpse — to  catch  it  and  be  gone, 
Gaae  as  he  gaaed.  then  shrink  into  themaelvea. 
Acting  the  self-same  part  But  why  'twas  drawn. 
Whether  in  penanre,  to  atone  for  Guilt, 
Or  to  record  the  anguish  Gmlt  inthcti. 
Or  haply  to  frmiliariae  his  mind 
With  what  he  could  not  fly  from,  none  can  say. 
For  none  could  learn  the  burden  of  his  sooL** 


THE  HARPER. 

It  was  a  Harper,  wandering  wiA  hia  hup^ 
His  only  treasore ;  a  nuQestic  man. 
By  time  and  grief  ennobled,  not  sobdaed ; 
Though  from  his  height  descending,  day  1^  dqr. 
And,  as  his  upward  look  at  once  betimy'd. 
Blind  as  old  Homer.  At  a  fount  he  aato. 
Well-known  to  many  a  weary  tnvdler ; 
His  Utde  guide,  a  boy  not  seven  jrears  iM, 
But  grave,  oonaidente  beyond  his  yean^ 
Sitting  beside  him.  Each  had  ato  his  ci«t 
In  alence,  drinking  of  the  virgin-epongt 
And  now  in  silence,  as  dieir  custon  wasy 
Hie  sun*8  dedine  awaited. 

Butdwdnld 
Was  worn  with  travel  Heavy  deep  wei^*d 
Hii  eye>lids ;  and  die  grandsire,  vrhcn  we  cmt, 
Embo]den*d  by  his  love  and  by  his  fear. 
His  fear  lest  night  o'ertake  than  on  the  road. 
Humbly  besought  me  to  convey  diem  bodi 
A  litde  onward.  Such  small  servioea 
Who  can  refuse  f — Not  I ;  and  him  who  cm. 
Blest  though  he  be  with  every  earthly  gift, 
I  cannoC  envy.  He,  if  wealth  be  hia. 
Knows  not  its  uses.    So  from  noon  till  nig^ 
Within  a  erased  and  tatter'd  vdiide,  (17|) 
Tliat  yet  display'd,  in  old  embtaxnrf, 
A  shield  as  splendid  as  the  Bardi  wear;(177) 
We  lumber'd  on  together ;  the  old  man 
Beguiling  many  a  league  of  half  its  length. 
When  question'd  the  adventures  of  his  UA, 
And  all  the  dangen  he  had  undergoDe; 
His  diipwrecks  on  inhospitable  coasts. 
And  his  kng  warfiure. 

Iliey  were  Iwmwl,  hettii, 
To  a  great  feir  at  Reggio;  and  the  boy. 
Believing  all  the  world  were  to  be  there. 
And  I  among  the  rest,  let  loose  his  tongue. 
And  promised  me  much  pleasure.    His  Aat  HUM 
Short  as  it  was,  had,  like  a  diarmed  cup, 
Restored  his  spirit,  and,  as  on  we  crawl'd. 
Slow  as  die  snail  (my  muleteer  dismounting. 
And  now  his  mules  addressing,  now  his  pipe. 
And  now  Luigi)  he  pour'd  out  his  heart. 
Largely  repajring  me.   At  length  the  sun 
Departed,  setting  in  a  sea  of  gold ; 
And.  as  we  gaaed,  he  bade  me  rest  amnred 
That  like  the  setdng  would  the  rising  be. 


I  MickBd  Aagcio. 


ITieir  harp— it  had  a  voice  oracular. 
And  in  the  desert,  in  the  crowded  street. 
Spoke  when  consulted.  If  the  treble  chotd 
Twanged  shriU  and  clear,  o'er  hill  and  dale  dwy 

went. 
The  grandsire,  step  by  step,  led  by  die  child ; 
And  not  a  rain-drop  from  a  pasnig  ckNid 
FeU  on  their  garmenti.  Thus  it  spoke  to-day ; 
Inspiring  joy,  and,  in  the  young  one's  mind. 
Brightening  a  path  already  full  of 

xxn. 

THE  FELUCA. 


Day  gUmmer^d ;  and  beyond  the  precipice 
(Which  ay  mule  IbUow'd  as  in  k>ve  with  fear. 
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oom,  yet  more  tnd  more  indining 
the  danger  where  it  menaced  matt), 
rapor  roU'd.    Methought  we  went 
utmoet  edge  of  this,  oar  world; 
the  auigea  fled,  and  we  deacried 
V  though  tiie  lark  was  tUent  yet, 
La  Spesna.    Ere  the  moming-gmi, 
at  day-atreak,  we  alighted  there ; 
Ixeath,  a  murmor!  Eveiy  nul 
le  offing.  Yet  along  the  riiore 
I  the  stir ;  as  at  the  noontide  hour, 
axfAofd,    Where  fitnn  its  native  rock 
Bt,  dear  and  full,  ran  to  the  sea, 
ma  knelt  and  sung  as  they  were  wont, 
heir  garments.    Where  it  met  the  tide, 
and  lost,  an  ancient  pinnace  lay 
ird,  and  the  fiigot  Uazed,  the  tar 
m  die  caldron ;  while,  beyond  the  fiat 
wander'd,  step  by  step  led  on, 
s  dragg*d  their  net,  the  fish  within 
leave  fluttering  axid  full  of  life, 
leave  striking  their  silver  fins 
)dari(  meshes. 

Soon  a  boatman's  shout 
;  and  red  bonnets  on  the  beach, 
ecall'd  me.    We  embark'd  and  left 
)  haven,  where,  when  Genoa  reign'd, 
I  galleys  shelter'd — ^in  the  day, 
f  spirits  met,  and,  deck  to  deck, 
mi  (178)  fought ;  that  narrow  field 
High  for  glory.    On  we  went, 
nSk  many  an  oar  the  crystalline  aea,  (179) 
le  rising  to  the  setting  sun, 
-Hinderneath  a  mountain-ridge, 
untamable,  reflecting  round 
St  purple ;  nothing  to  be  seen 
culture,  save  where,  at  the  foot, 
ge  and  its  church,  a  scanty  line, 
le  wave  gleam'd  fiuntly.    Fear  of  ill 
oar  course,  fear  of  the  hurricane, 
ret  greater  scourge,  the  crafly  Moor, 
a  tiger  prowling  for  his  prey, 
d  is  gone,  and  on  the  adverse  coast 
ipoli  and  Tunis  and  Algiers 
srs,  and  white  turbans  on  the  mole 
lene'er  the  Crescent  comes  display'd 
*roas)  his  human  merchandise 
1  curious,  many  a  cruel  eye 
Ah,  how  ofl  where  now  the  sun 
le  shore,  have  ruthless  dmeters 
tmgh  the  lattice,  and  a  swarthy  crew 
tlh,  ere-long  to  number  them  for  sale, 
>  part  them  in  their  agony, 
t  diild !  How  ofl  where  now  we  rode  (180) 
dlow,  has  a  wretched  son, 
e  vnetched  sire,  grown  grey  in  chains, 
s  hands  upon  the  oar,  his  eyes 
and — ^the  land,  that  gave  him  birth ; 
gaxed,  his  homestall  through  his  tears 
igined ;  when  a  Christian  ship 
peering  in  her  bravery, 
anger  cried,  "  Use  all  your  strength  !** 

n,  ah  when,  do  they  that  can,  forbear 
he  unresisting  ?  Strange,  that  men, 
o  firail,  so  soon,  alas '  to  die, 

H 


Shoald  have  the  power,  the  will  to  make  this  worid 

A  dismal  prison^iouse,  and  life  itael^ 

life  in  its  prime,  a  burden  and  a  curse 

To  him  who  never  wrong'd  them !  Who  fliat  braathea 

Would  not,  when  first  he  heard  it,  turn  away 

As  fiom  a  tale  monstrous,  incredible  ? 

Surely  a  sense  of  our  mortality, 

A  consdouaness  how  soon  we  shall  be  gone. 

Or,  if  we  linger— but  a  fow  short  ]rear»— 

How  sure  to  look  upon  our  brother's  grave, 

Siould  of  itself  incline  to  pity  and  love. 

And  prompt  us  rather  to  assist,  relieve. 

Than  aggravate  the  evila  each  is  heir  tow 

At  length  the  day  departed,  and  the  moon 
Rose  like  another  sun,  illumining 
Waters  and  woods  and  cloud-capt  promontories, 
Glades  for  a  hermit's  cell,  a  lady's  bower. 
Scenes  of  Elysium,  such  as  Night  alone 
Reveals  below,  nor  often— ecenes  that  fled 
As  at  the  waving  of  a  wizard's  wand. 
And  left  behind  them,  as  their  parting  gift, 
A  thousand  nameleai  odors.    All  was  still ; 
And  now  the  nightingale  her  song  pour'd  forth 
In  such  a  torrent  of  heart-felt  delight. 
So  ftst  it  flow'd,  her  tongue  so  voluble. 
As  if  she  thought  her  hearers  would  be  gone 
Ere  half  was  told.    "Twas  where  in  the  north-west. 
Still  unassail'd  and  unassailable. 
Thy  pharos,  Genoa,  first  display'd  itself. 
Burning  in  stillness  on  its  craggy  seat ; 
That  guiding  star,  so  oft  the  only  one. 
When  those  now  glowing  in  the  azure  vault, 
Are  dark  and  silent     'Twas  where  o'er  the  sea. 
For  we  were  now  within  a  cable's  length, 
Delicious  gardens  hung ;  green  galleries. 
And  marble  terraces  in  many  a  flight. 
And  fiiiry.arches  flung  from  cliflT  to  clifi*, 
Wildering,  enchanting ;  and,  above  them  all, 
A  Palace,  such  as  somewhere  in  the  East, 
In  Zenastan  or  Araby  the  blest, 
Among  its  golden  groves  and  firuits  of  gold. 
And  fountains  scattering  rainbows  in  the  sun. 
Rose,  when  Aladdin  rubb'd  the  wondrous  lamp; 
Such,  if  not  fiiirer ;  and,  when  we  shot  by, 
A  scene  of  revelry,  in  long  array 
The  windows  blazing,    ^t  we  now  approach'd 
A  City  far-renown'd ;  *  and  wonder  ceased. 

xxm. 

GENOA. 

This  bouse  was  Andrea  Dona's.  Here  he  lived  ;(181) 
And  here  at  eve  relaxing,  when  ashore. 
Held  many  a  pleasant,  many  a  grave  discourse  (182) 
With  them  that  sought  him,  walking  to  and  fro 
As  on  his  deck.  "T  is  \em  in  length  and  breadth 
Than  many  a  cabin  in  a  ship  of  war ; 
But  'tis  of  marble,  and  at  once  inspires 
The  reverence  due  to  andent  digni^. 

He  left  it  for  a  better ;  and  't  is  now 
A  house  of  trade,  (183)  the  meanest  merchandise 
Cumbering  its  floors.    Yet,  fallen  as  it  is. 


1  Gfloos. 
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■tin  Um  mlilest  dweDiii^— «¥«n  in  Gcnn! 
And  hadst  Umni,  AndrM,  Urvd  theiv  to  tke  lant* 
Tbouhttdsl done  well;  fcr  there  ia  that  widKmt, 
Hunt  in  die  wall,  wbidi  nooarcbi  ooald  not  give» 
Nor  thoii  tike  with  thee,  that  which  nye  aiood. 
It  WW  thy  Caantrfn  gift  to  her  DeliTerer. 


Tia  in  the  heart  of  Genoa  (he  who 
Most  come  on  ibot)  and  in  a  place  of  atir ; 
Men  on  their  daily  bwmnew,  early  and  late. 
Thronging  thy  very  thredwkL    But  when  there, 
TVm  wert  among  diy  fellow-citiaBnt, 
Thy  children,  for  they  hail*d  thee  at  their  aire ; 
And  on  a  spot  thou  must  have  loved,  for  there. 
Calling  them  round,  thou  gavest  them  more  than  life. 
Giving  what,  lost,  raakea  life  not  worth  the  keeping. 
Hiere  thoo  didat  do  indeed  an  act  divine ; 
Nor  oottldat  thoo  leave  thy  door  or  enter  in. 
Without  a  faleaaing  on  thee. 

Thou  art  now 
Again  among  diem.    Hiy  brave  marinera. 
They  who  had  fought  ao  often  by  thy  aide. 
Staining  the  mountain-billowa,  bore  thee  back ; 
And  thou  art  aleeping  in  thy  funeral-chamber. 

Thine  waa  a  glorioua  oourae;  but  couUat  thou 
there. 
Clad  in  thy  cere-doth — in  that  ailent  vault, 
Where  thou  art  gathered  to  thy  anceetora — 
Open  thy  aecret  heart  and  tell  ua  all, 
Then  ahould  we  hear  thee  with  a  aigh  confoaa, 
A  aigh  how  heavy,  that  thy  happiest  houra 
Were  paaa*d  before  theae  aacred  walla  were  left. 
Before  the  ocean-wave  thy  wealth  reflected,  (184) 
And  pomp  and  power  drew  envy,  atirring  up 
The  ambitioua  man,*  that  in  a  perfloua  hour 
Fell  fiom  the  plank.  (185) 

A  FAREWELL.* 

And  now  forewell  to  Italy — perfaapa 
For  ever!  Yet,  methinka,  I  could  not  go, 
I  could  not  leave  it,  were  it  mine  to  aay, 
**Farewdl  for  ever!** 

Many  a  oourteay. 
That  aought  no  reoompenae,  and  met  with  none 
But  in  the  awell  of  heut  with  which  it  came, 
Have  I  experienced ;  not  a  cabin-door. 
Go  where  I  would,  but  open'd  with  a  amile ; 
From  the  fiiat  hour,  when,  in  ray  long  descent, 
Strange  perfumea  rose,  as  if  to  welcome  me. 
From  flowera  that  miniater*d  like  unaeen  apirita ; 
Fran  the  firat  hour,  when  vintage-aoogs  broke  forth, 
A  grateful  earnest,  and  the  Southern  lakea, 
Dasdingly  bright,  unfolded  at  my  feet ; 
They  thftt  receive  die  catancta,  and  ere-long 
DiamiaB  them,  but  how  changed— onwani  to  roll 
From  age  to  age  in  ailent  m^jeaty, 
Bleaaing  the  nations,  and  reflecting  round 
The  gladneaa  diey  inapire. 

Gende  or  rode. 
No  acene  of  life  but  haa  oontribnted 
Much  to  remember — from  the  Poleaiiie, 
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Where,  when  dw  aoodi-wiod  hlow%  aid  dsifc 

ekmda 
Gather  and  fell,  the  peasant  fieighia  Mi  IhA. 
fifindftd  to  migrate  when  the  kii^  of  lloodi' 
Viata  hia  humble  dwelling,  and  the  keel, 
Slowly  uplifted  over  field  and  fence, 
Floata  on  a  wurfcl  of  wateia     Doi  that  low. 
That  level  region,  where  no  Echo  dwvDs, 
Or,  if  ahe  eomea,  oomea  in  her  aaddesi  pIMl, 
Hoarse,  inarticiilate— «n  to  where  the  pii( 
la  loat  in  rank  luzuiianee,  and  to  breathe 
la  to  inhale  dirtemper,  if  not  death ; 
Where  the  wild-boar  retreata,  when  hnnlen  cM 
And,  when  the  day-atar  flames,  the  bolfefohefll. 
Afflicted,  plunge  into  the  wtagnam  pool. 
Nothing  discerned  amid  the  witfer4eaves, 
Save  here  and  there  the  Ukenesa  of  a  head. 
Savage,  uncouth ;  where  none  in  hmBaiB  akape 
Come,  aave  the  herdaman,  levelling  hia  lengtk 
Of  lance  with  many  a  cty,  or,  'Hurtar^ike^ 
Uiging  hia  ateed  along  the  dartant  hill 
Aa  fiom  a  danger.    There,  but  not  to  real, 
I  tiavell*d  many  a  dreary  league,  nor  tuifd 
(Ah  dun  leaat  willing,  aa  who  had  not  heenf) 
When  in  the  Soudi,  againat  the  asire  Af, 
Three  templea  rose  in  aobereat  majesty. 
The  woodrooB  work  of  some  heroie  raea* 

But  now  a  long  forewell !  Oft,  while  I  five. 
If  once  again  in  England,  once  again 
In  my  own  chimney-nook,  aa  Night  aleala  on. 
With  halPahut  eyea  reclining,  oft,  mthmlr«, 
While  the  wind  bluatera  and  the  pelting  rain 
Clatteia  without,  shall  I  recall  to  mind 
The  acenea,  occimencea,  I  met  with  here. 
And  wander  in  Elysium ;  many  a  note 
Of  wildest  melody,  magician-like. 
Awakening,  auch  aa  the  Calabrian  horn. 
Along  the  mountain-aide,  when  all  is  atilU 
Poura  forth  at  folding-time ;  and  many  a  chant. 
Solemn,  aubUme,  auch  aa  at  midnight  flbws 
From  the  full  choir,  when  richeat  harmonies 
Break  the  deep  silence  of  thy  glena.  La  Cava; 
To  him  who  lu^ers  there  with  listening  ear. 
Now  loat  and  now  deacending  aa  fiom  Heaven! 


NOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONa 


bat 

bORL 


Note  1,  page  40,  coL  9. 
Aa  oa  thai  Sabbsib-eva  whes  ba  anivsd. 
**  J'arrive  eaaooffl^,  tout  en  nage ;  le  cceur 
je  voia  de  loin  lea  aoldala  k  leur  poate ;  j*i 
crie  d*une  voix^louflea  II  ^loit  trop  tard. 
Coa/eaaiaiia,  L.  i.  The  atreet,  in  which  he  was 
is  caUed  Roe  Boosaeau. 

Note  2,  page  40,  col  2. 

Be  me  him  down  ead  wept— wept  tiU  the  SMiai^. 

**  linea  of  eleven  ayllablea  occur  almoat  in  e  veiy  page 

of  Milton;  but  though  they  are  not  unpleoaing,  ihey 

ought  not  to  be  admitted  into  heroic  poetry;  aince  the 


lTkar«». 


SThetoDpfcior 
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of  onr  kngnage  allow  us  no  other  db- 
tinetlan  of  epie  and  tragic  measures.** — Johnson. 

It  m  lemarkaUe  that  he  used  them  most  at  last 
h  the  Famdiae  Regained  tiiey  occur  oftener  than  in 
tl»  Paiadiae  Lost,  in  the  proportion  of  ten  to  one ; 
mi  let  it  be  remembered  that  they  supi^y  us  wiUi 
mother  dose,  another  cadence;  that  they  add,  as  it 
were,  a  string  to  the  instrument;  and,  by  enabling  the 
toei  to  relax  at  pleasure,  to  rise  and  &11  with  his 
nfaieet,  oontribate  what  is  most  wanted,  compass, 
variety. 

SbakMp&am  seems  to  have  delighted  in  diem,  and 
in  miie  of  his  soliloquies  has  used  them  four  and  five 
twiMia  in  succession;  an  example  I  have  not  followed 
in  mine.  As  in  the  following  instance,  where  the  sub- 
ject is  solemn  beyond  all  others: 

To  be,  or  aoc  to  be.  that  ifl  the  qoMtaon. 
WheilMff  *tli  nobler  in  tbo  oiind  to  raflsr 
Tho  Aw  and  airowi  of  outra«eoin  fortune. 
Or  to  take  anm  aceJnet  a  wa  of  tronblet. 
Aad,  by  ofypoeing.  end  them. 
They  come  nearest  to  the  flow  of  an  unstudied 
eloquence,  and  shoold  dierefore  be  used  in  Che  drama ; 
but  why  exclusively  f  Horace,  as  we  learn  from  him- 
idC  f*"*****^  the  Musa  Pedestris  in  his  happiest 
homa,  in  those  when  he  was  most  at  his  ease ;  and 
we  cannot  regret  her  visits.  To  her  we  are  indebted 
for  more  than  half  he  has  left  us ;  nor  was  she  ever 
tt  his  elbow  in  greater  dishabille,  than  when  he 
wiols  die  oelebfatod  Journey  to  Brundusium. 

Note  3,  page  41,  ooL  1. 

like  him  of  old. 

Tlie  Abbot  of  Clairvaux.  "  To  admire  or  despise 
St  Bernard  as  he  ought,"  says  Gibbon,  **  the  reader, 
fike  niyTflf,  aboidd  have  before  the  windows  of  his 
Kbmy  diat  inoomparaUe  landscape." 

Note  4,  page  41,  col.  1. 
That  winds  bende  the  minor  of  all  beauty. 
IWe  ii  no  deecribing  in  words ;  but  the  follow- 
iag  liaei  were  written  on  the  spot,  and  may  serve 
peHtapa  to  recall  to  some  of  my  readers  what  they 
kifs  se«i  in  this  enchanting  country. 


Note  7,  page  43,  ool.  1. 
8t  Bruno's  onoe— 

The  Grande  Chartreuse.  It  was  indebted  for  its 
foundation  to  a  miracle ;  as  every  guest  may  learn 
there  from  a  little  book  that  lies  on  the  table  in  his 
cell,  the  cell  allotted  to  him  by  the  fathers. 

**  In  this  year  the  canon  died,  and,  as  all  believed, 
in  the  odor  of  sanctity:  for  who  in  his  life  had  been 
so  holy,  in  his  death  so  happy?  But  folse  are  the 
judgments  of  men ;  as  the  event  showeth.  For  when 
the  hour  of  his  funeral  had  arrived,  when  the  mourn- 
ers hod  entered  the  church,  the  bearers  set  down  the 
bier,  and  every  voice  was  lifted  up  in  the  Afisercre, 
suddenly,  and  as  none  knew  how,  the  lights  were  ex- 
tinguished, the  anthem  stopt !  A  darkness  succeeded, 
a  silence  as  of  the  grave ;  and  these  words  come  in 
sorrowful  accents  from  the  lips  of  the  dead.    "  I  am 

summoned  before  a  Just  God ! A  Just  God  judge'th 

me! ^I  am  condemned  by  a  Just  God!" 

In  the  church,  says  the  legend, "  there  stood  a 
young  man  with  his  hands  clasped  in  prayer,  who 
from  that  time  resolved  to  withdraw  into  the  desert 
It  was  he  whom  we  now  invoke  as  St.  Bruno.** 


Note  8,  page  42,  col.  1. 
-that  house  m>  rich  of  old. 


I  hfse  to  watch  in  siknoe  till  the  Bon 

■rti;  and  Hant  Blanc  arrayM  in  eriraeon  and  gold, 

nscB  Us  broad  diadow  half  acrow  the  Lake; 

That  diadow,  tboof  h  it  cornea  through  pathtem  tracts 

Of  edMT,  and  o*er  Ah»  and  desert  drear. 

Only  fees  hrigbt,  fees  glorions  than  hisnaelf. 

Bat,  while  we  gaxe,  *tis  gone!   And  now  he  ihines 

Uks  haiBiA*d  alver;  aD,  betow,  the  Night's.— 

ftnh  muaiepis  are  moat  preeioitt.   Tet  there  are 
Oihsts,  that  fidh»w  thsm.  to  bm  still  more  so ; 
When  osee  again  be  changes,  once  again 
ClolUiv  Usmelf  in  grandeur  aH  hie  own : 
Whso.  Bm  a  Ghost,  shadowleiB.  eok>r1esB, 
Be  msks  away  faito  the  Beaven  of  BeaveiH ; 
Hfansslf  ahms  rsveal'd.  all  lesser  things 
Asthsogh  thsy  wets  not! 

Note  5,  page  41,  col  2. 
Two  dogs  of  grave  demeanor  welcomed  ms. 
Bhii,  00  remarkable  for  his  sagacity,  was  dead. 
BadUa  k  atofied,  and  is  preserved  in  the  Museum 
of  Bene. 

Note  6,  page  42,  col.  1. 
Bat  the  Bim  blew  cold. 
IV  nordMttst  wind.    This  description  was  writ- 
tn  in  June,  18ia 


Bo  courteous. 
The  words  of  Ariosta 

Ricca— a  corteaa  a  chiunqne  ri  veola. 
Milton  vras  there  at  the  foil  of  the  leaf 

Note  9,  page  42,  col.  3. 

Bread  to  the  hungry. 

They  distribute,  in  the  course  of  the  year,  from 

thirty  to  thirty-five  thousand  rations  of  food ;  receiving 

travellers  of  every  description^ — Le  Pule  Bibklx, 

Prieur. 

Note  10,  page  42,  col.  2. 
Desiaix,  who  tnm*d  the  scale. 
**  Of  all  the  genenUs  I  ever  had  under  me,  Dessaix 
possessed  the  greatest  talents.  He  bved  gloiy  for  ilaelC" 

Note  11,  page  43,  col.  1. 
And  gathered  from  ahore,  below,  around. 
The  Author  of  Lalla  Rookh,  a  Poet  of  such  singu- 
lar felicity  as  to  give  a  lustre  to  all  he  touches,  has 
I  written  a  song  on  this  sulgect,  called  the  Crystal- 
I  hunters. 

Note  12,  page  43,  col  1. 

nor  long  before. 

M.  Ebel  mentions  an  escape  almost  as  miraculous. 
L'an  1790,  le  nonun6  Christion  Boren,  propria 
taire  de  I'auberge  du  Grindelwald,  eut  le  molheur  de 
se  Jeter  dans  uno  fente  du  glacier,  en  le  travenant 
avec  un  troupeau  de  moutons  qu'il  ramenoit  des  p&tu- 
ragos  de  BAniseck.  Ileureusement  qu'il  tomba  dans 
le  voisinage  du  grand  torrent  qui  coule  dans  I'int^ri- 
eur,  il  en  suivit  le  lit  par-dessous  lea  vofttesde  glace, 
et  arriva  au  pied  du  glacier  avec  un  bras  cass^.  Get 
homme  est  actuellement  encore  en  vie." 

Manud  du  Voyageur.  Art  QrindelwaJd. 

Note  13,  page  43,  ool  2. 

a  woodroos  monument 
Almost  every  mountain  of  any  rank  or  condition 
has  such  a  bridge.  The  most  celebrated  in  this  coun- 
try is  on  the  Swiss  side  of  St.  Golhard. 
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Nota  14,  fM^  44,  ooL  3. 
Wm  Wl  for  thon,  who.  Bin  Jeta  jMqwm  defiiliL 
**  J*«ime  bMOooap  oe  tomDoiemeiit,  poiirvu  que  je 
■oil  «i  ■AieU.'* — lis  CoitfettUmt,  L  iv. 

Note  15,  |Mge  44,  ooL  2. 

joH  whera  tha  Abbot  ML 

**(Mi  Q  7  a  environ  diz  ans,  que  I'abb^  de  St.  Man- 
riea,  Bl  Gocatriz,  a  ^t^  prtopit6  avec  aa  voiture,  ses 
chevaiiz,  aa  coiaim^  et  oon  oocher." — DeacrifL  du 
Kalna,p.l9a 

Note  16,  page  45,  odL  1. 
FuBlodbyC^EuL 
Commoiily  caUed  Phtul  Veroneee. 

Note  17,  page  45,  col.  1. 
qomffini  gramolata. 
A  aherbet  hall^fioxen. 

Note  18,  page  45,  col.  3. 
Liko  bini  who,  in  the  doya  of  Miiatreky. 
Petnrdi,  Epist  Rer.  Sen.  L  y,  ep.  3. 

Note  19,  page  45,  coL  2. 
Bdbra  tbe  srcat  Mutiao. 

MaatiDO  de  la  Scala,  the  Lord  of  Verona.  Cortoaio, 
the  ambaaaador  and  hiatorian,  aaw  him  ao  aurronnd- 
ed^L.a 

Thia  bonae  had  been  alwaya  open  to  the  unfintu- 
nate.  In  the  daya  of  Can  Grande,  all  were  welcome ; 
Poeta,  Philoaopheri,  Artiala,  Warnora.  Each  had  hia 
apartment,  each  a  aeparate  table ;  and  at  the  hour  of 
dinner,  mnaidana  and  jeatera  went  fiom  room  to 
room.  Dante,  aa  we  learn  from  himaelf,  found  an 
aafluffl  there. 

Lo  primo  tao  rifticio.  oM  innino  oatello 
Sorik  la  eortflm  M  gran  Lombardo, 
Cbo*n  au  la  aeala  porta  il  nnto  oeceOe. 


tomba  in  the  public  atrcet  cany  oa  back  into 
the  tinMa  of  barbaroua  virtue;  nor  leaa  ao  do  tbooe  of 
the  Carrara  Prinoea  at  Padua,  though  leas  aingular 
and  atriking  in  themaelvea.  Francia  Carrara,  the 
Elder,  oaed  often  to  viait  Petrarch  in  hia  amall  houae 
at  Aiqua,  and  followed  him  on  foot  to  hia  grave. 

Note  20.  page  46,  ool.  1. 

And  ihall  I  aop  whara  Jofiat  at  tha  M«qiie. 

Tlie  old  Palace  of  the  Cappalletti,  with  ita  uncouth 

baloonj  and  irregular  windowa,  ia  atill  atanding  in  a 

lane  near  the  market>place ;  and  what  Engliahman 

can  behold  it  with  indiflerence  ? 

When  we  enter  Verona,  we  forget  ouraelvea,  and 
are  almoat  inclined  to  aay  with  Dante, 

Vlaai  a  vadar  Mootacchi,  o  Oappallaui 

Note  31,  page  46,  ooL  1. 

Bach  qoMtioaa  boorbr  do  I  aak  myaoir. 

It  baa  been  ofaaerved  that  in  Italy  the  memoiy  aeea 

more  than  the  eye.  Scarcely  a  atone  ia  turned  up  that 

baa  not  aome  hiatorical  aaaociation,  ancient  or  modem ; 

dial  may  not  be  aaid  to  have  g(old  under  it. 

Note  22,  page  46,  col.  1. 

Twiee  haM  thoa  Hvad  alraady ; 
Twiea  ahooa  among  tbe  natma  of  tbe  world. 

All  our  travellera,  from  Addiaon  downward,  have 
diligently  explored  the  roontmienta  (rf'her  former  ex- 1 
Mtence ;  while  thoae  of  her  latter  have,  comparatively ' 


apeakingreacapedobwrvatioii.  Ul 
deficiency,  I  wHl  nol  ftOow  their 
py  ahould  I  be,  if  by  an  iiUenniiture  of 
proee,  oi  praae  illuatrating  the  y 
belliahing  the  pnoe,  I  could  lunuah  my 
oo  their  timvela  with  a  podbet-oompeiiioo. 

Note  23,  page  46,  coL  9. 
Inthknwiecladwmr. 
Aa  thia  ia  the  only  inatance,  vnlh  wUch  I 
quainted,  of  a  Ghost  in  Italy  ainoe  Btatoa  airt 
tent,  I  give  it  aa  I  received  it ;  though  in  dia 
tiophe  I  have  been  anticipated  by  a  diUJagHW 
writer  of  the  preaent  day. 

It  waa  firat  mentioned  to  me  by  a  fmnd,  m  m 
were  croaaing  the  Apenninea  togedier. 

Note  24,  page  47,  ooL  1. 
waird  op  withb  tha 
a  technical  word  for  thia 


Murato 
in  Italy. 


Note  25,  page  47,  coL  1. 


An  old  himtaman  of  the  fiunily  met  her  in  Ibekv 
o£  the  morning,  and  never  went  out  again. 
She  ia  atill  knovrn  by  the  name  of  Biadonna  fimca- 

Note  26,  page  47,  cdL  1. 
Still  glowing  with  the  riofaeet  hoea  of  aiL 
Several  were  painted  by  Giorgiooe  and  Tititt; ■• 
for  inatance,  thoae  of  the  Fond«»  de  Tedeachi  wA 
the  Ca'  Grimani. — See  Vasarl 

Note  27,  page  47,  coL  1. 
tiM  tower  of : 


Now  an  Obaervatory.  On  the  wall  there  ia  aloas 
inacriplicm :  "  Piia  carcerem  adapergite  lacrynDa,"  c4t. 

Ezzelino  ia  aeen  by  Dante  in  the  river  ot  bloods 
Inferno,  xiL 

Note  28,  page  47,  col.  3. 
A  iragrant  crew,  and  careleH  of  to-awwrow. 
**  Douae  peraonnea,  tant  acteura  qu'artiicea,  n 
aouffleur,  un  machiniate,  un  garde  du  nw^giMm,  dti 
en&na  de  tout  ige,  dea  chiena,  dea  diala,  dea  m^jBt. 
dea  perroqueta ;  c'^toit  Tarche  de  No^^— Ma  pifi- 
lection  pour  lea  aoubrettea  m'anita  aar  Mmkat 
Baccherim.** — GoLnoNi. 

Note  29,  page  47,  col.  2. 

The  lagging  nmloi 

The  paaaage4x)ata  are  drawn  up  and  down  the 
Brenta. 

Note  30,  page  47,  coL  2. 
Tliat  ebOd  of  ftin  and  fiofie,  Arleechiao. 

A  pleaaant  inatance  of  hia  wit  and  agility  waa  ex- 
hibitod  aome  yeara  ago  on  the  atage  at  Venics. 

**  Hie  atutterer  waa  in  an  agtmy ;  the  wwd  wai  in- 
exorable. It  waa  to  no  purpoae  that  Harlequin  aug- 
geated  another  and  another.  At  length,  in  a  fit  of 
deapair,  he  pitohed  hia  head  full  in  the  dying  man*i 
atomach.  and  the  word  bolted  out  of  hia  mouth  to 
the  moat  diatant  part  of  the  bouae.** — See  Moors** 
Vkw  cf  Sodely  in  Italy. 

Note  31,  page  47.  col.  2. 
A  TaM  Metropofii. 
•*I  love,"aaya  a  late  traveller,  **  to  contemplate,  ai 
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I  float  ukjogf  ditl  multitude  cf  palaces  and  chujrchei, 
wludi  are  coogiegated  and  pceaied  as  on  a  vast  lait" 
— ^  And  who/*  taya  anothor,  **  can  foiget  his  walk 
dmai^  the  Merceria,  where  the  nightingales  give 
yon  ihmr  melody  fiom  shop  to  shop,  so  that,  shutting 
your  eyea,  you  would  think  yourself  in  some  fiiresi- 
glade,  vihen  indeed  you  are  all  the  while  in  the  middle 
of  the  aeaf  Who  can  forget  his  prospect  from  the 
great  lower,  vriiich  once,  when  gilt,  aiid  when  the 
■BB  atxuek  upon  it,  was  to  be  descried  by  ships  afar 
df;  or  hia  Tiait  to  St  Marii's  church,  where  you  see 
notlui^  tread  on  nothing,  but  what  is  precious ;  the 
floor  aU  agate,  jasper ;  the  roof  mosaic ;  the  aisle  hung 
with  the  banners  oi  the  subject  cities ;  the  fhmt  and 
its  five  domes  aflfecting  you  as  the  work  of  some 
unknown  people?  Yet  sll  this  will  presently  pass 
away ;  the  waters  will  close  over  it ;  and  they,  that 
come,  row  about  in  vain  to  determine  exactly  where 
it 


Note  33,  page  47,  col  2. 

Ere  yst  the  Csfila  came. 

A  Caravan. 

Note  33,  page  48,  col.  2. 
Pbrinc  St  Mora. 
A  natTi»fl  game  of  great  antiquity,  and  most  prob- 
ably the  **  micare  digitis "  of  the  Romans. 

Note  34,  page  48.  col.  2. 
twelve  Proeuraton. 
The  pfDCuratorshlp  of  St.  Mark  was  the  second 
(fignity  in  the  RepuUic. 

Note  35,  page  49,  col.  1. 
Tlw  brssi  is  f one,  the  porphjny  remaina. 
Tliey  were  placed  in  the  floor  as  memorials.  The 
brass  was  engraven  with  the  words  addressed  by  the 
Pbpe  to  the  Emperor,  "  Super  aspidem,"  etc. 

Note  36,  page  49,  col.  1. 
Of  the  proad  Pontiff— 
Alnander  m.  He  fled  in  disguise  to  Venice,  and 
m  aid  to  have  passed  the  first  night  on  the  steps  of 
Ssn  Salvatonre.  The  entrance  is  from  the  Moneria, 
oeir  ttud  foot  of  the  Rialto ;  and  it  is  thus  recorded, 
under  his  escutcheon,  in  a  small  tablet  at  the  door  : 
Alexandro  UL  Pont.  Max.  pemoctanti. 

Note  37.  page  49,  col.  1. 
reaoondinf  with  their  feet 


See  Petrard&*s  description  of  them,  and  of  the  tour- 
QSBeiit — ^Jler.  SeniL  1.  4,  ep.  2. 

Note  38,  page  49,  col.  1. 
-some  from  merrr  England. 


"  Reoenti  victorill  exultantes,"  says  Petrarch,  al- 
ladmg,  no  doubt,  to  the  fovorable  issue  of  the  war 
in  FiBDoe.  This  festival  began  on  the  4th  of  August 
136i 

Note  39,  page  49,  col.  1. 

And  lo.  the  madneaa  of  the  CainiTal. 

Among  those  the  most  followed,  there  was  always 

t  naA  in  a  magnificent  habit  relating  marvellous 

adventures  and  calling  himself  Messer  Marco  Mil- 

liooi.    Bmiioai  was  the  name  given  by  his  fellow- 

dtiBOB  in  his  life-time  to  the  great  traveller,  Marco 

Pokd  **  I  have  seen  him  so  described,"  says  Ramusio, 

12  H2 


"  in  the  records  of  the  Republic ;  and  his  house  has, 
from  that  lime  to  this,  been  called  La  Corte  del  Mil- 
lioni,**  the  house  of  the  rich  man,  the  millicnnaire. 
It  is  on  the  canal  of  S.  Giovanni  Chriaostomo ;  and, 
as  long  as  he  hved,  was  much  resorted  to  liy  the 
curious  and  the  learned. 

Note  40,  page  49,  col.  2. 

Down  which  the  gtix^j  head  of  old  Ftllero 
BoQ'd  from  the  bloek. 

Of  him  and  his  conspiracy  I  had  given  a  brief  ac- 
count ;  but  he  is  now  univenally  hriown  through  a 
Writer,  whose  poetical  talenia  command  as  much 
the  admiraticm  of  other  countries  as  of  his  own. 

Note  41,  page  49,  coL  2. 

A  short  inscription  on  the  Doffe's  chair 
Led  to  another  on  the  wall  yet  ihorter. 

Marino  Faliero  dalla  bella  moghe :  altri  la  gode  ed 
egli  la  mantiene. 

Locus  Marini  Faletri,  decapitati  pro  criminibus. 

Note  42,  poge  49,  col.  2. 
Carmagnola. 
**  n  Conic,  entnmdo  in  prigionc,  disse :  Vedo  bene 
chi'o  son  morto,  e  trosse  un  gran  sospiro." — Sanuto. 

Note  43,  page  49,  col  2. 
And  bore  away  to  the  canal  Orfkno. 
A  deep  channel  beliind  the  island  of  S.  Giorgo 
Maggiore. 

Note  44,  page  50,  col.  1. 

'*  Who  were  the  Six  we  tupp'd  wilh  yeatemicht  V 

An  allusion  to  the  Supper  in  Candide.F— C.  xxvL 

Note  45,  page  50,  col.  1. 
**  Who  anawez'd  me  jmt  now  1" 
See  Schiller's  Ghost^eer. — C.  i. 

Note  46,  page  50,  col.  1. 
"  But  who  stand*  there,  alone  amonc  them  all  1" 

See  the  history  of  Brogadino,  the  Alchjrmist,  as 
related  by  Doni.— //i«f.  dt  Venitey  c  28. 

A  person  yet  more  extraordinary  is  said  to  have 
ap{)cared  there  in  16b7. 

"Those,  who  have  experienced  the  advantages 
wliich  nil  Btrangera  enjoy  in  thot  City,  will  not  be 
surprised  that  one  who  went  by  the  name  of  Signer 
Gualdi  was  admitted  into  the  best  company,  though 
none  knew  who  or  what  he  was.  He  remained  there 
some  months ;  and  three  things  were  remarked  oon- 
ceming  him — that  he  had  a  small  but  inestimable 
cullection  of  pictures,  which  he  readily  showed  to  any 
ixxly — that  he  8)X)kc  on  every  subject  with  such  a 
mastery  on  astonished  all  wlio  heard  him — and  that 
he  never  wrote  or  received  any  letter,  never  re- 
quired any  credit  or  used  any  bills  of  exchange,  but 
paid  for  everything  in  ready  money,  and  lived  re- 
spectably, though  not  splendidly. 

"  This  gentleman  being  one  day  at  the  ooflee-hoose, 
a  Venetian  nobleman,  who  was  on  excellent  judge 
of  pictures,  and  who  had  heard  of  Signer  Gualdi's 
collection,  exprci»ed  a  desire  to  see  them ;  and  hia 
request  was  instantly  granted.  After  contemplating 
and  admiring  them  for  some  time,  he  happened  to 
cast  his  eyes  over  the  chamber-door,  where  hung  a 
portrait  of  the  Stranger.  The  Venetian  looked  upon 
it,  and  then  upon  him.    *  This  is  your  portrait.  Sir,' 
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Hid  be  to  Stgnor  Gualdi.  Tlie  other  made  no  anawer 
bat  by  a  low  bow.  '  Tet  you  look,*  he  omtinued, 
*  like  a  man  of  fifty ;  and  I  know  this  pknnie  to  be 
of  the  hand  of  Titian,  who  has  been  dead  one  ban- 
died and  thirty  yean.  How  is  this  poniUe  V  '  It  is 
not  easy,'  nid  SIgnor  Gualdi  gravely,  *  to  know  all 
things  that  are  possihle;  but  there  is  certainly  no 
crime  in  my  being  like  a  picture  of  Titian's.'  The 
Venetian  perceiTwl  that  Iub  had  given  ofience,  and 
look  hia  leave. 

"  In  die  evening  he  could  not  forbear  ro^itioning 
wlMt  had  passed  lo  some  of  his  frieuds,  who  resolved 
to  satisfy  themselves  the  next  day  by  seeing  the  pic- 
tore.  For  this  purpose  thoy  went  to  the  coflce-housc 
about  the  time  that  Signer  Gualdi  was  accustomed 
to  come  there ;  and,  not  meeting  with  him,  inquired 
at  his  lodgings,  where  they  learned  that  he  had  set 
out  an  hour  before  for  Vienna.  I^iis  afliur  made  a 
great  stir  at  the  time." 

Note  47,  page  50,  col.  1. 
Afl  ere.  aO  ear,  nowbera  sad  every  where. 
A  Frenchman  of  high  rank,  who  had  been  robbed 
at  Venice,  and  had  complained  in  oonversation  of  the 
ne^igence  c€  the  Police,  was  on  his  way  back  to 
the  Terra  Firma,  when  his  gondola  stopped  suddenly 
in  the  midst  oi  the  waves,  lie  inquired  the  reason ; 
and  his  gondoUers  pointed  to  a  boat  with  a  red  flag. 
that  had  jart  made  them  a  ngnal.  It  arrived ;  and 
he  was  called  on  board.  **  You  are  the  Prince  de 
Craon  ?  Were  you  not  robbed  <hi  Friday  evening  I — 
I  was.  Of  what  I — Of  five  hundred  ducats. — And 
where  wne  diey  I — ^In  a  green  punc. — Do  )*ou  sus- 
pect any  body  I — I  do,  a  servant — ^Would  you  know 
him  again  f— -Certainly."  The  Interrogator  with  his 
foot  turned  aside  an  old  cloak  that  lay  there ;  and  the 
Prince  beheld  his  purse  in  the  hand  of  a  dead  man. 
**Take  it;  and  remember  that  none  set  their  feet 
again  in  a  country  where  they  have  presumed  to 
doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  government" 

Note  48,  page  50,  col.  3. 

hialay  of  love. 

La  Bicmdina  in  Goodoletta. 

Note  49,  page  50,  ooL  3. 

Those  Porches. 

In  the  PiaiEBetta.  •'C^tait  aous  les  portiquea  de 

flHBt-Aferc  que  les  patridens  se  r^umssaient  tous  les 

Le  nom  de  oette  ptomenade  indiquait  sa  dea- 

on  I'appellait  U  Bre^2ia"~DAEU. 

Note  50,  page  50,  coL  3. 
Then  ia  close  eoarene. 
I  am  indebted  for  this  thought  to  some  unpublished 
travels  by  the  author  of  Vathek. 

Note  51,  page  50,  col.  3. 

tod  he  mar. 

Aa  in  fho  tioM  when  Venice  wsa  hendC 

GoMoni.  describing  his  excursian  with  the  Pas- 
salarqua,  has  left  us  a  lively  picture  of  this  class  of 


hour  r  aaid  I  to  die  fDodolier.  "  I  ( 

but,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  it  is  the  Iwei^ 

**  Let  us  go  home,**  I  replied ;  and  he  tamed  te  pmn 

homewaid,  singing,  aa  he  rowed,  the  tmatfmA 

stroplie  of  the  aixtoenth  eanto  of  the  fimilm  fte- 

hvcoed. 

Note  59,  page  51,  coL  1. 
Till  Fiinin  ITIeafs  fiisiii  hsi  ftthw'S  isai 

Bianca  Capella  It  had  been  shot  by  a  bafatlikiy. 
as  he  passed  by,  at  day-breid[ ;  and  in  her  dcapsir  ikt 
fled  with  her  lover  to  Florence,  where  he  ftU  If » 
sassinatian.  Her  beauty,  and  her  limii  ailmiw  ■ 
here  rehited,  her  marriage  afterwaids  with  the  Gimi 
Duke,  and  that  fotal  banquet  at  which  Ihey  wcieM 
poisoned  by  the  Cardinal,  his  brother,  have  reaiosi 
her  history  a  romance.  The  CapeUo  Fslaee  ii  m 
the  Canal^  di  Canonico ;  and  the  paaltmdpsr,  k 
porta  di  siradot  is  still  on  its  hinges.  It 
one  of  those  narrow  alleys  so  nnmeroas  at  V 

Note  53.  page  51,  ooL  1. 
It  wee  St.  Mary*!  Eve. 


We  were  no  sooner  in  the  middle  of  that  great 
lagoon  which  micircles  the  City,  than  our  discreet 
gondoher  drew  the  curtain  behind  us,  and  let  us  float 
at  the  will  of  the  wa\'es. — ^At  length  night  came  on, 
and  we  could  i»t  tell  where  we  were.  **  What  is  the 


Tliis  circumstance  took  place  at  Voiioe  on 
of  February,  the  eveof  the  feast  of  the  riiiifiiiliBi 
of  tho  Virgin,  A.  D.  944,  Pietro  Candiano^  Doga 

Note  54,  page  51,  col.  1. 
8iicb  aploodor,  or  sack  besotr. 

**  E*l  costume  em,  che  tutte  le  itoviaie  cod  tntii  b 
dote  loro  vcnissero  alia  dctta  Chieaa,  dov  'era  fl  ns- 
covo  con  tutta  la  chieresia." — Sanuto. 

Note  55,  page  51,  coL  1. 
Her  Tell,  traoqwreot  at  the  gosHBir. 
Among  the  Habiti  Antichi,  in  that  admirable  book 
of  wxxxl-cufeB  ascribed  to  Titian  (A.  D.  1590),  theie 
is  one  entitled  Sposa  Veoetiana  a  Castella  It  wsf 
taken  from  an  old  painting  in  the  Scuola  di  &  Gio- 
vanni E\-angelista,  and  by  the  Writer  is  believed  to 
represent  one  of  the  Bride*  here  described. 

Note  56,  page  51,  coL  8. 
That  veoerable  pile  on  the  eea-hrmk. 
San  Pietro  di  Castello,  the  Patriarchal  church  of 
Venice. 

Note  57,  page  51,  col.  3. 
Wen  are  thej  known,  the  g alfioC  sad  the  gaBsr. 
**  Una  galem  e  tma  galeotta." — Sanittow 

Note  58,  page  53,  ooL  1. 

Laid  St  ha  feet 

Tliey  were  to  be  seen  in  the  treasury  of  St  Mark 
very  lately. 

Note  59,  page  53,  coL  I. 
And  thRMiffh  the  eitr  in  a  ilatslr  bugs. 
"Le  quali  con  trionfosi  oonducess^o  sopra  una  piatta 
pe  'canali  di  Venesa  con  sooni  e  canli." — SAictrra 

Note  60,  page  53,  col  1. 

ihsKiako. 

An  English  abbreviatiQn.    Rialto  is  the  name  of 

the  island  ftom  which  the  bridge  is  called ;  and  the 

Venetians  say  il  ponte  di  Rialto,  as  wo  say  West- 

minster*bridge. 

In  that  isbnd  m  the  Eadiange ;  and  I  have  oAcn 
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mDM  llMre  ■■  on  daMle  froond.  In  the  days  of 
Antonio  and  Bnmiio  it  WM  Beoond  to  none.  ''Iiotto- 
potticUt"  aaya  SanaoTiiw,  writing  in  1580,  **9oao 
«ini  fiono  fiequentati  da  i  mercatanti  Fiorantini, 
Qanwen,  Milanfai,  Spagnuoli,  Tuichi,  e  d*altre  na- 
liani  divefse  del  mondo,  i  qnali  vi  ooncorrono  in  tanta 
copia,  cbe  qoeita  piazza  h  annoverata  fia  le  prime  deil' 
aniTena*'  It  was  there  that  the  Christian  held  dis- 
eoniae  widi  the  Jew ;  and  Shylock  refen  to  it,  when 
heaajri, 

fllgaor  Antonio,  many  a  time  and  ofk, 
in  tiM  Hiaho  yon  haw  rated 


Andiaiiio  a  Riallo" — "  L'ora  di  Rialto** — were  on 
;  and  continue  ao  to  the  present  day, 
we  may  oonclude  fipom  the  comedies  of  Goldoni, 
i  particiilaily  fiom  his  Mercanti. 
Tbere  is  a  place  adjobiing,  called  Rialto  Nuovo ; 
'  ao  called,  aooording  to  Sansovino^  ''perehe  fu 
dopo  il  vecchio." 

Note  61,  page  53,  coL  1. 

Twenty  are  Mttiof  aa  in  jodgmeot  there. 

The  Coancfl  of  Ten  and  the  Ginnta,  *'nel  quale,'* 

says  Smoto,  **  fu  messer  lo  doge."    The  Giunta  at 

ike  fint  enanwnation  oomisted  of  ten  Puricians,  at 

Aa  last  of  twenty. 

Note  63,  page  53,  col.  3. 
:  maid,  at  once  the  Ihireel,  noblest 
a  Contarini ;  a  name  coeval  with  the  Re- 
and  illDstrated  by  eight  Doges.  On  the  oc- 
of  their  marriage,  the  Bucentaur  came  out  in 
ill  splendor ;  and  a  bridge  of  boats  was  thrown  across 
die  Cinal  Grand^  Ibr  the  Bridegroom  and  his  retinue 
of  throe  hmidred  horse.  Sanuto  dwells  with  pleasure 
on  die  ooadineoB  of  the  dresses  and  the  magnificence 
of  the  praoeosions  by  land  and  water.  The  touma- 
■ODli  hi  the  Place  of  St  Mark  lasted  three  days, 
and  were  attended  by  thirty  thousand  people. 


She 


Note  63,  poge  53,  col.  1. 
Ikc*etranigreM*d,  offtnded,  wiifhDy. 

It  was  a  hig^  crime  to  solicit  the  intercession  of 
iny  Foieign  Prince. 

Note  64,  page  53,  col.  S. 
the  Invisible  Three. 

Hm  State-Inquisitors.    For  on  account  of  their 
•Bdnrity,  see  page  53. 

Note  65,  page  53,  col.  3. 
It  found  him  on  hb  knees  before  the  altar. 
He  was  at  mass. — Sa.nuto. 

Note  66,  page  54,  col.  1. 
And  in  hb  ledger-bonk. 
A  reDBfkable  instance,  among  others  in  the  annals 
of  Venice,  that  her  princes  were  merchants. 

Note  67,  page  54,  col.  1. 
And  from  that  hour  have  kindred  ipiriti  flnck*d. 
I  risited  once  more,  says  Alfiori,  the  tomb  of  our 
SBstsr  in  knre,  the  divine  Petrarch ;  and  there,  as  at 
SiTemia,  consecrated  a  day  to  meditation  and  verse. 

Note  68,  page  54,  col.  1. 
In  rineyards  of  sneh  treat  and  old  renown. 
TkB  C6la  Rotie,  the  Hermitage,  etc. 


Note  69,  page  54  ool.  «. 
Nefflect  to  vbit  Arqoa. 
This  viUage,  says  Boccaccio,  hitherto  almost  im- 
known  even  at  Padua,  is  soon  to  become  iamoas 
through  the  World ;  and  the  sailor  on  the  Adriatic 
will  prostrate  himself,  when  he  disooven  the  Eu- 
ganean  hills.  "  Among  them.'*  will  he  say,  *<slaeps 
the  Poet  who  is  our  glory.  Ah,  unhappy  Florence ! 
You  neglected  him — You  deserved  him  not" 

Note  70,  page  54,  ool.  3. 

Halfway  np 
He  boih  hb  honae. 

"  I  have  built,  among  the  Euganean  hills,  a  small 
house  decent  and  proper ;  in  which  I  hope  to  pas  the 
rest  of  my  days,  thinking  always  of  my  dead  or  absent 
friends." 

When  the  Venetians  overran  the  country,  Petraroh 
prepared  for  flight  "  Write  your  name  over  your 
door,"  said  one  of  his  friends,  "and  you  wUl  be  safe." 
"  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  replied  Petraroh,  and  fled 
with  his  books  to  Pftdoa. 

His  books  he  left  to  the  Republic  of  Venice ;  but 
they  exist  no  longer.  His  legacy  to  Francis  Carrara, 
a  Madonna  painted  by  Giotto,  is  still  preserved  in 
the  cathedral  of  Padua. 


Note  71,  page  54,  ool.  8. 
He  cuhured  all  that  couM  refine,  exalt 
See  an  Essay  on  his  Character,  lately  written  by  a 
Man  no  less  eminent  iur  his  learning  than  his  genius 
Ugo  Foecolo. 

Note  73,  page  54,  col.  3. 

— In  it!  chain  it  hanga. 

Aflirming  itself  to  be  the  very  bucket  which  T^ 

soni  in  his  mock  heroics  has  celebrated  as  the  cause 

of  war  between  Bologna  and  Modena  Ave  hundred 

years  ago.  If  true,  it  is  in  wonderful  preservation. 


Note  73,  page  54,  col.  3. 
Done  by  Zampim— 
Commonly  called  Domenichina 

Note  74,  page  56,  cd.  3. 
And  what  a  glorioas  lustre  did  it  shed. 
Among  other  insfances  of  her  ascendency  at  the 
close  of  the  thirteenth  century,  it  is  related  that 
Florence  saw  twelve  of  her  citizens  assembled  at  the 
Court  of  Boniface  the  Eighth,  as  Amhoseadors  from 
difl!erent  parts  of  Europe  and  Asia.  Their  names  are 
mentioned  in  Tosanuz  lUuslraia. 

Note  75,  page  56,  coL  3. 
In  this  chapel  wrouf  ht. 

A  chapel  of  the  Holy  Virgin  in  the  church  of  the 
Carmelites.  It  is  adorned  with  his  paintings,  and  all 
the  great  artists  of  Florence  studied  there ;  Lionardo 
da  Vinci,  Fra  Bartolomeo,  Andrea  del  Sarto,  Michael 
Angelo,  Raphael,  etc. 

He  had  no  stone,  no  inscription,  says  one  of  his 
biographere,  for  he  was  thought  little  of  in  his  life- 
time. 

Be  alcno  cercaaw  il  marmo,  o  il  nome  mio. 
La  Chieaa  e  il  marmo,  una  eappella  d  il  nome. 

It  was  there  that  Michael  Angelo  received  the  hUm 
in  his  (ace. — See  Vasari  and  Celuni. 
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Note  76,  page  56,  col.  3. 
Woald  Danta  nt  eoof«nUig. 

A  tmdition. 

Note  77,  pege  56,  coL  2. 
HadA  plagMd  him  ton,  and  earafblly  requitmg. 

After  this  line,  read  ai  followa : 

Bach  MM  condeiim*d  hit  mortal  part  to  fire : 

llanr  a  tranafremor  aaot  to  his  aeeount. 

Long  era  in  Florence  namber'd  with  the  dead  ; 

The  bodr  atUl  aa  full  of  life  and  atir 

At  home,  abroad ;  atill  and  aa  oft  inclined 

*!>>  eat,  drink,  sleep ;  atill  clad  aa  othen  were. 

And  at  noon-day,  where  men  were  wont  to  moot, 

Bfet  aa  continually ;  whMi  the  aoal  went, 

Belinquii^'d  to  a  demon,  and  by  him 

(So  aaya  the  Bard,  and  who  can  read  and  donbt?) 

Dwelt  in  and  govemM. 

Sit  thee  down  awhile  ; 
Hmo  by  thy  gatea  ao  beantifhl.  ao  gloriooa,  etc. 

A  more  dreadful  vehicle  fcr  satire  cannot  well  be 
conceived. 

Note  78,  page  56,  col.  2. 
-«ondemnM  hia  mortal  part 


To  fire.- 


In  1302,  he  was  sentenced,  if  taken,  to  be  burned. 

Note  79,  page  56,  col.  2. 
he  flew  and  aaved  him. 
Inferno,  xix. 

Note  80,  page  56,  col.  2. 
Nor  then  forget  that  Chamber  of  Uie  Dead. 

The  Chapel  de'  Depositi ;  in  which  are  the  tombs 
of  the  Medici,  by  Michael  Angela 

Note  81,  page  56,  col.  2. 
That  ia  the  Duke  Lorenzo.  Mark  him  well. 

He  died  early ;  living  only  to  become  the  fiither 
of  Catharine  de  Medicis.  Hod  on  evil  spirit  assumed 
the  human  shape  to  propagate  mischief,  he  could  not 
have  done  better. 

The  statue  is  larger  than  the  life,  but  not  so  large 
as  to  shock  belief.  It  is  the  most  real  and  imreal 
thing  that  ever  came  from  the  chisel. 

Note  82,  page  57,  col.  1. 
On  that  thriee-hallow'd  day. 
The  day  of  All  Souls.  11  di  de*  Morti. 

Note  83,  page  57,  col.  1. 

ft  muat  be  known — the  writing  on  the  wall. 

Esoriare  aiiquia  nostris  ex  omibua  ultor. 

Perhaps  there  is  nothing  in  language  more  ofiect- 

ing  than  his  last  testament.   It  is  addressed  "  To  God, 

the  Deliverer,"  and  was  fbimd  steeped  in  his  blood. 

Note  84,  page  57,  col.  1. 

That  Coamo. 

The  first  Gnnd  Duke. 

Note  85,  page  57,  col.  1. 
U  told,  and  by  an  honest  Chronicler. 
The  President  Do  Thou.    A 1  fieri  ha«  written  a 
tragedy  on  the  subject ;  if  it  may  be  said  so,  when  he 
has  altered  so  entirely  the  story  and  the  characters. 

Note  86,  poge  57,  col.  1. 

the  diaconaolute  Mother. 

Of  the  children  that  survived  her,  one  frll  by  a 


brother,  one  by  a  hoabuid,  and  a  third  mmdend  \m 
wife. 

But  that  family  was  soon  to  become  eztiiict  lim 
some  oonsolatian  to  reflect  that  their  Couiitiy  did  Mi 
go  unrevenged  for  the  calamitiea  whidi  liiey  \ai. 
brought  upon  her.  How  maxqr  of  them  died  hf  Ihi 
hands  of  eadi  other ! — 

Note  87,  page  57,  ooi  2. 
The  Ancient  Pahoe. 

The  Palazao  Vecchia  Conoo  had  left  il  aefenl 
years  before. 

Note  88,  page  57,  cc^  2. 
drawn  on  the  wafl. 

By  Vasari. 

Note  89,  page  57,  coL  2. 
From  the  deep  silence  that  faia  qnealioaa  dmr. 
It  was  given  out  that  they  had  died  of  a  conlagioiB 
fever;  and  funeral  omtions  were  jmblicly  proDouDced 
in  their  honor. 

Note  90,  page  57,  ool.  2. 
Cimaboe. 

He  was  the  father  of  modem  painting,  and  the 
master  of  Giotto,  whose  talent  he  diaooreied  m  ilie 
way  here  alluded  to. 

"*  Cimabue  stood  still,  and,  having  oonaidered  the 
boy  and  his  work,  he  asked  him,  if  he  would  go  and 
live  with  him  at  Florence  ?  To  which  the  boy  an- 
swered that,  if  his  &ther  waa  willing,  he  woold  go 
with  all  his  heart" — Vasarl 

Of  Cimabu^  little  now  remaina  at  Florence,  except 
his  celebrated  Madonna,  larger  than  the  life,  in  Santa 
Maria  Novella.  It  was  painted,  accoiding  to  Vasari, 
in  a  garden  near  Porta  S.  Piero,  and,  when  finiahed, 
was  carried  to  the  church  in  solemn  proceaskn  with 
trumpets  before  it  The  garden  lay  withoat  the  walls ; 
and  such  was  the  rejoicing  there  cm  the  occaainn, 
that  the  suburb  received  the  name  of  Boigo  Allegri, 
a  name  it  still  bears,  though  now  a  part  of  the  city. 

Note  91,  page  57,  coL  2. 
Beautirol  Florence. 
It  is  somewhere  mentioned  that  MicJiael  Angelo, 
when  he  set  out  from  Florence  to  build  the  dome  of 
St  Peter*s,  turned  his  horse  round  in  the  raed  to 
contemplate  once  more  that  of  the  cathedral,  aa  it 
rose  in  the  grey  of  the  morning  from  among  the 
pines  and  cypresses  of  the  city,  and  that  he  said  after 
a  pause,  "Come  te  non  voglio!  Meglio  di  te  non 
posso !"'  He  never  indeed  spoke  of  it  but  with  ad- 
miration ;  and  if  we  may  believe  tradition,  his  tomb 
by  his  own  desire  was  to  be  so  placed  in  the  Santa 
Croce  as  that  from  it  might  be  seen.  When  the  doors 
of  the  church  stood  open,  that  noble  work  of  Bni- 
neleschi. 

Note  92,  page  57,  col.  2. 
-that  church  anaong  (he  reat 


Santa  Maria  Novella.   For  \\»  grace  and  beauty  it 
was  called  by  Michael  Angelo  "  La  Spoea." 

Note  93,  page  57,  col.  2. 
Tboae  who  assembled  there  at  matin-prayeca. 
In  the  year  of  the  Great  Plague. 


■  Like  thiT  I  will  not  build  one.   Bettor  than  thee  I  cannot. 
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NoCe  94,  page  58,  ool.  1. 

Came  out  into  the  meadowi. 

Onofl^  on  a  Ivig^t  November  numiing,  I  set  oat 

and  tiaeed  them,  as  I  oonoeived,  step  by  step ;  be- 

giiiniiig  and  eDding  in  the  Church  of  Santa  Maria 

HoreDa.    It  was  a  walk  delightful  in  itself,  and  in 


Note  95,  page  58,  col.  1. 
Round  the  hill  they  went 
I  have  here  followed  Baldelli.  It  has  been  said 
dMl  Boccaecio  drew  from  his  imagination.  But  is  it 
likely,  when  he  and  his  readers  were  living  within 
a- mile  or  two  of  the  spot?  Truth  or  fictitm,  it  fur- 
nishes a  pleasant  picture  of  the  manners  and  amuse- 
ments of  the  Florentines  in  that  day. 

Note  96,  page  58,  col.  1. 
The  mofmnff-banqaeC  by  the  foontain-eide. 
Three  hours  after  sun-rise. 

Note  97,  page  58,  col.  1. 
Tte  Friar  poor'd  out  hie  catalogue  of  trcaaore«. 
See  the  Decameron,  vi.  10. 

Note  98,  page  58,  col.  1. 
his  lowly  roof  and  acanty  farm. 
Now  belonging  by  inheritance  to  the  Rangoni,  a 
Modeneae  fionily. 

Note  99,  page  58,  col.  1. 
Tb  Us  own  dketeh— he  drew  it  from  bimielf. 
See  a  Tery  interesting  letter  from  Machiavel  to 
nneeaeo  Vettoii,  dated  the  10th  of  December,  1513. 

Note  100,  page  58,  col.  2. 

nuff  of  old 

For  its  green  wine- 
La  Vci'daa     It  is  celebrated  by  Rinucdni,  Redi, 
nd  Boat  of  the  Tuscan  Poets. 


NoCe  101,  page  58,  col.  2. 
yean  a  prisoner  at  the  city-gate. 
Galileo  came  to  Arcetri  at  the  close  of  the  year 
1633;  and  remained  there,  while  he  lived,  l^  an 
Oder  of  the  Inqtdsition.  It  is  without  the  walls,  near 
Iks  BDtta  Romana. 

Ha  urn  boned,  with  all  hcmor,  in  the  church  of 
tbtflmCa  Cnoe. 

Note  102,  page  58,  col.  2. 

(jaaOr  was  it  callM  The  Jewel). 


nCkgeOo. 

Note  103,  page  58,  coL  2. 
There,  nnaeen. 
Ifilion  went  to  Italy  in  163a  '*  There  it  was," 
■yi  he^ "  that  I  fomid  and  visited  the  femous  Galileo. 
gnma  old,  a  prisoner  to  the  Inquisition."  "  Old  and 
hbad,"  he  might  have  said.  GaJileo,  by  hw  own  ac- 
flooBt,  became  blind  in  December,  1637.  Milton,  as 
w  kem  fiom  die  dale  of  Sir  Henry  Wotton's  letter 
to  hoi.  had  not  left  England  on  the  18th  of 'April 
ftOawing^ — See  TnuaoscHi,  and  Wotton's  RemainM. 

Note  104.  page  58,  col.  2. 

So  aear  the  yellow  Tiber's— 

Timy  rise  widiin  thirteen  miles  of  each  other. 


Note  105,  page  58,  ool.  2. 
Down  by  the  City  of  Hermits. 
II  Sagro  Eremo. 

Note  106,  page  58,  col.  2. 
Hands,  clad  hi  glovei  of  steel,  held  up  imploring. 
It  was  in  this  manner  that  the  first  Sforza  went 
down,  when  he  perished  in  the  Pesclira. 

Note  107,  page  58,  col.  2. 
Oft,  as  that  great  Artist  saw. 
What  follows  is  a  description  of  the  Cartoon  of  Pisa. 

Note  108,  page  59,  col.  1. 
And  lo,  an  atom  on  that  dangerona  sea. 
Petrarch,  as  we  leam  from  himself,  was  on  his 
way  to  IncLsa;  wliither  his  mother  ^^-as  retiring.    He 
was  seven  months  old  at  the  time. 

Note  109,  page  59,  col.  1. 

Reclined  beeido  thee. 
O  ego  quantua  eram,  gelidi  com  ■tratna  ad  Ami 
Murmura,  etc.  Epitapkium  Dawunus. 

Note  110,  page  59,  ool.  1. 

Towerless. 

There  were  the  "  Nobili  di  Torre"  and  the  " No- 
bili  di  Loggia." 

Note  111,  page  59,  coL  2. 
At  the  bridge-foot 

Giovanni  Buondelmonte  was  on  the  point  of  mar- 
rying an  Amidei,  when  a  widow  of  the  Donati  fiunily 
made  him  break  his  engagement  in  the  manner  here 
described. 

The  Amidei  washed  away  the  affront  with  his 
blood,  attacking  him,  says  Villoni,  at  the  foot  of  the 
Ponte  Vccchio ;  and  hence  the  wars  of  the  Guelphs 
and  the  Ghibellincs. 


O  Baondelmonte,  qnanto  mal  fnggisti 
Le  nozzo  sne,  per  gli  altrai  conforti ! 


DmiU. 


Note  112,  page  59,  coL  2. 
It  had  been  well,  hadst  Uiou  slept  on,  Imelda. 
The  story  is  Bolognese,  and  is  told  by  Cherubino 
Ghiradacci  in  his  history  of  Bologna.  Her  lover  wos 
of  the  Guelphic  party,  her  brothers  of  the  Ghibelline ; 
and  no  sooner  was  this  act  of  violence  made  known, 
than  an  eimiity,  hitherto  but  half-suppressed,  broke 
out  into  open  war.  The  Great  Place  was  a  scene  of 
battle  and  bloodshed  iur  forty  successive  days ;  nor 
was  a  reconciliation  accompUshed  till  six  years  after- 
wards, when  the  ftunilirs  and  their  adherents  met 
there  once  again,  and  exchanged  the  kiss  of  peace 
hoforo  the  Cardinal  Legate ;  as  the  rival  &miUes  of 
Florence  had  already  done  in  the  I^aoe  of  S.  Bfaria 
Novella.  Every  house  on  the  occasion  was  himg  with 
tapestry  and  garlands  of  fiowen. 

Note  113,  page  59,  ool.  2. 

— — — from  the  wound 
Sucking  the  poison. 

The  Somceiis  had  introduced  among  them  the 
practice  of  poisoning  their  daggers. 

Note  114,  page  59,  ool.  2. 

Yet,  when  BhiTery  cudc, 

Wono  followed. 

It  it»  remarkable  that  the  noblest  works  of  hiuoaxi 
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gsDioi  htm  bMO  pvodnoed  in  tinn  of  tmniilt ;  wlien 
9wuf  mm  WW  his  own  niMter,  and  all  UunfSB  wen 
open  to  alL  Homer,  Dante,  and  Milton  appeared  in 
■neh  timea;  and  we  may  add  VirgiL* 

Note  115,  page  58,  ooL  3. 
ka  evwy  PalMt  WIS  TW  Labontoiy. 
Aa  in  dioBe  of  Conno  L  and  hia  aon  Fianda^— Sis- 
koHM,  zri,  205. 

Note  116,  page  59,  ooL  2. 

Cnnl  Topliaoa. 

A  Scilian,  die  inTentraai  of  many  poiaons ;  the 

mtMt  oelebrated  of  which,  fiom  ita  tranapaiency,  was 

called  Aeqnetta,  or  Aoqoa  Tophana. 

Note  117,  page  60,  col.  1. 

0«f«  mgn  in&lHrie  of  eomUiff  UL 

The  Cardinal,  Ferdinand  de'  Medici,  ia  aaid  to 

have  been  preaerred  in  this  manner  by  a  ring  which 

he  wore  on  his  finger ;  as  also  Andrea,  the  hnsband 

of  (Soranna,  Qneen  <^  Naples. 


Note  118,  page  60,  col  1. 
Ooa  ia  iIm  floor — now  left,  •!■•,  onbolted. 
n  Traboocfaetto. — See  Vooab.  degU  Accadewt.  dtOa 
Cnuoa.  See  also  Did.  de  VAeadimit  Pnngmm.  Ait 

Noce  119,  page  60,  coL  1. 
nan,  atCsfano. 
Foggio<>aiano,  the  &Torite  villa  of  Lorenao;  where 
he  often  took  the  divenion  of  hawking.  Paid  some- 
times want  oat  with  him;  thoagh,  it  seems,  with 
little  ardor.  See  Ia  Caecia  cd  FaHamtt  where  he  is 
described  aa  missing ;  and  as  gone  into  a  wood,  to 
rhyme  diere. 

Note  120,  page  60,  coL  1. 

With  ha  wild  iar 

The  Bfoffganto  Blaggiore.  He  used  to  redto  it  at 
the  table  €£  LorenaD,  in  the  manner  of  the  ancient 
Rhapsodista. 

Note  121,  page  60,  coL  1. 
or  that  old  dsB  ftrvpamooffdwUli. 

Oifl^ggijilo,  the  frvorite  retreat  of  Coamo,  **  the  ia> 
therofhisooantry.*'  EleonoradiTdedo  was  stabbed 
there  oo  the  11th  of  Jnly,  1576.  by  her  husband, 
P&eiro  de'  Medici ;  and  on  the  16th  of  the  same 
Bsonth,  laabella  de'  Medici  was  strangled  by  hers, 
I^olo  Giordano  Oaini,  at  his  rilla  of  Cerreto.  lliey 
were  at  Fkrenoe,  when  they  were  sent  for,  eadi  in 
her  torn,  Isabella  under  the  pretext  of  a  banting- 
party;  and  each  in  her  turn  went  to  die. 

iaaiiellawasoneof  the  most  beantiful  and  aooooB- 
plisbedwoosenoftheage.  In  the  Latin,  French,  and 
Spamsh  languages,  she  spoke  not  only  with  fluency, 
bat  elegance ;  and  in  h«-  own  she  excelled  as  an 
Improviaatrice,  accompanying  herself  on  the  lute. 
On  her  arrival  at  duak,  Paolo  presented  her  with  two 
beantifiil  greyhoonda,  that  she  might  make  a  trial  of 


IThoAi 


Ago.  as  it  M  esIM,  wbat 
1  WkaAi 
load.  OMaDn  iMd 
sod  Roraeo  sad  Virgil 
Horaeolad 
lake 


itbaladFiBf 
loraica, 

UiMt- 


aadVivl 


their  apeed  in  the 

beyond  mcaaure.    When  he  ralirad,  he 

into  hia  apaitamt;  and, 

boaom,  alipped  a  cord  round  her  neck. 

Eleoaara  appeaia  to  have  had  a 
her  frte.  She  went  when  required ;  hoi, 
aet  out,  look  leave  of  her  aon,  then  a  child; 
long  and  bitteriy  over  him. 

Noto  122,  page  GO,  ool.  I. 
BBtls.ifat8Baii«MI^ 
I  have  here  endeavoiad  to  deacriba 
aet  aa  I  have  often  seen  it    T^m 
rowed  fiom  that  celebrated 

AmgaLroia. 


Note  123,  page  60,  eoL  8. 


Hie  Roman  and  the  GarthaginiBn. 
animority,  says  livy,  that  i 
turned  the  course  of  riven  and  overthrew 
mountains,  was  felt  by  none  of  the  eombatanla. 

Note  124,  page  60,  eoL  2. 
Aod  or  a  sioofc'i 
It  has  been  called,  fiom  tima 
ffumettoi 

Note  125,  page  61,  coL  2. 
Boeh  Ifas  dosuaioa  of  Iky 
An  alluaion  to  the  Cascata  delle 
brated  &11  of  the  Velino  near  Term. 

Note  126,  page  61,  ool.  2. 

ordiy. 


Steliwmit 


ml 
1.5. 


A  sign  in  our  country  as  old  as  SiakBpeare.  aad 
still  used  in  Italy.  **  Une  branche  d'arhre,  attach^  & 
une  maison  rustique,  nous  annonce  lea  moyeas  de 
nous  rafiaSchir.  Nous  y  trouvoos  du  lait  et  dea  oeoft 
fiais ;  nous  voilk  oontens.'* — Mim.  de  Goldohi. 

There  is,  or  was  very  lately,  in  Florence  a  smaB 
wine^Muse  with  thia  inscription  over  the  door.  AI 
boon  vino  non  bisogna  fiaan.  Good  win*  needi  no 
bosh.  It  was  much  fiequented  by  Salvalor  Roaa,  whs 
drew  a  portrait  of  his  hostess. 

Noto  127,  page  61,  ooL  2. 
A  Bsrrow  gfade  nnfefcfad,  waA  as  Bpriag. 
Hiis  upper  region,  a  country  of  dewa  and  dewy 
lighti,  as  described  by  Virgil  and  Pliny,  and  stiQ,  1 
believe,  called  hi  Roea,  is  full  of  beautiful  scenerr. 
Who  does  not  wish  to  follow  the  footsteps  of  Cicero 
there,  to  visit  the  Reatane  Tempo  and  the  Seven 
Waters? 

Noto  128,  page  61,  ooL  2. 


Muxf  of  these  circumstances  ore  introduced  into  a 
landscape  of  Annibal  Carraod,  now  in  die  Loovre. 

Noto  129,  page  62,  col  1. 
FSBNt  the  had  with  iptodor 
Perhapa  the  moat  beautiful  villa  of  that  day  was 
the  yf^  Madama,  It  is  now  a  ruin ;  but  enough  re^ 
madMaf  the  plan  and  the  groteoqne-work  to  joslify 
VasdPNiBconnt  of  it 

The  hstor  Fido,  if  not  the  Aminta,  uaed  to  be 
oflen  repreaenled  there;  and  a  thfotre,  such  aa  is 
here  described,  was  to  be  Been  in  the  gardeoa  very 
lately. 

94 


ITALY. 


87 


Note  130,  page  62,  col.  1. 
FtikiinM  ap|MMr*d,  marmaring  melodioua  Tetw. 
A  ftduon  for  ever  reviving  in  such  a  climate,   fn 
1789,  the  Nina  of  Paesiello  was  performed 
wood  near  Caserta. 


maiaaO 


Note  131,  page  63,  col.  1. 
— — the  Aw>ian. 


Hie  afreet  of  the  tomba  in  Pompeii  may  serve  to 
give  us  some  idea  of  the  Via  Appia,  that  Regina 
Viaram,  in  its  splendor.  It  is  peihaps  the  most  striking 
ttttigb  of  Antiqiiity  that  remains  to  us. 

Note  132,  page  62,  col.  2. 

Hones  hiniMlf 

And  Augustus  in  his  litter,  coming  at  a  still  slower 
rale.  He  was  borne  along  1^  slaves;  and  the  gentle 
motioo  allowed  him  to  read,  write,  and  employ  him- 
adf  as  in  his  cabinet  Though  Tivoli  is  only  sixteen 
■ileB  fiom  the  City,  he  was  always  two  nights  on 
iImiohL — Suetonius. 

Note  133,  page  62,  col.  2. 
When  his  voioo  fkherM. 
At  the  woids  «  Tu  Marcellos  eris."    The  story  u 
■0  beaoliliil,  diat  every  reader  must  wish  it  to  be 
tmsb 

Note  134,  page  62,  col.  2. 
■    4fas  esntra  of  their  UniTerae. 
Vnm  the  golden  pillar  in  the  Forum  the  ways  ran 
to  the  galea,  and  fiom  the  gates  to  the  extremities  of 
Aa  Etaipiie. 

N0C9  135,  page  62,  col.  2. 
To  the  twehre  tables. 
Tke  biwB  of  the  twelve  tables  were  inscribed  on 
pfflMi  of  Insi,  and  placed  in  the  most  conspicuous 
psR  of  die  Forum. — Dion.  IIal. 

Note  136,  page  62,  col.  2. 
Aad  to  the  ihqHierd  on  the  Albao  moont. 
Aaplimdo  tanta  est,  ut  conspiciatur  h,  lAtiario 
Jovt^— O.  Pun.  xxziv,.  7. 

Note  137,  page  62.  col  2. 
A  thoonad  toiches,  tannnf  nif ht  to  daf. 
An  alhiBioQ  to  Gnsar  in  his  Gallic  triumph.  **  Ad- 
^^fiH'ffift  ad  lumina,"  etc.  Suktonius.  Ac- 
to  Dmmi.  Cassioa,  he  went  up  on  bis  knees. 


Note  138,  page  63,  col.  1. 
Oa  ttsss  so  FooBf ,  weO-plessed  with  all  ther  we. 
1b  die  trianiih  of  iEmilius,  nothing  affected  the 
Soaan  people  like  the  children  of  Perseus.    Many 
wcpC;  nor  eoold  anj^thing  else  attract  notice,  till 
thsy  wove  gone  by^— Plutakob. 

Nolo  139,  pi^  63,  col  1. 

sad  die  who  nid. 
Taking  the  fttal  cap  between  her  hands. 

The  slovy  of  the  marriage  and  the  poison  is  well 
kBoii&  to  OYMy  leader. 

Note  140,  page  64,  coL  1. 

Bh  Isst  great  work. 

Hm  transfigimtkio;  "la quale  opera,  nd'viBdMre  il 

eoipQ  iBorto»  e  quella  viva,  foceva  sooppiare  ranima 

41  dolofv  it  ogni  udo^  die  qnivi  gOBrdava.**— Vasahi. 


Note  141,  page  04,  col.  2. 
Have  none  appear'd  at  tillen  of  the  grooad. 
The  Author  of  tho  Letter  to  Julia  has  written  ad- 
mirably on  this  subject 

Allnd,  allnleat!  O'ertheear 
No  Mand  of  obeerful  toil  ii  swelling. 
Earth  hai  no  quickening  ipirit  here. 
Natore  no  eham,  and  Man  no  dweffisg ! 

Not  less  admirably  has  he  described  a  Roman 
Beauty;  such  as  "weaves  her  spells  beyond  the 
Tiber." 

Methinka  the  Furiee  with  their  makes. 
Or  Venus  with  her  lono,  might  gud  ha ; 
Of  fiend  and  godden  she  partakes. 
And  looks  at  once  both  Lore  and  Minder. 

Note  142,  pugo  64.  col.  2. 
From  this  Seat 
Mons  Albanus,  now  called  Monte  Cavo.   On  the 
summit  stood  for  many  centuries  the  temple  of  Jupi- 
ter Latiaris.    "Tuquo  ex  tuo  edito  monte  Latiaiis^ 
sancto  Jupiter,*'  ete^ — C|C£A0. 

Note  143,  page  65,  col.  1. 
Two  were  so  soon  to  wander  and  be  slain. 
Nisus  and  Eurialus.    **  La  sc^ne  des  six  demiers 
livres  de  Virgile  no  comprend,  qu'une  Ueue  de  ter« 

rain." BONSTETTEN. 

Note  144,  page  65,  col.  1. 

How  many  realms,  pastoral  and  waiiike,  bur. 

Fortj'-seven,  according  to  Dionys.  Ilalicar.  1.  iv. 

Note  145,  page  65,  col.  1. 

Ucro  is  tho  sacred  field  of  the  Horatii. 

"  Ilomliorum  qui  virct  sacer  campus." — ^Mart. 

Note  146,  page  65.  col.  1. 
There  are  the  Uuintian  Meadows. 
"  Quie  prata  Quinlia  vocantur." — Livt. 

Note  147,  page  65,  col.  2. 
Houc  and  painting,  sculpture,  rhetoric. 

Music ;  and  from  tho  loftiest  strain  to  the  lowliest, 
from  a  Miserere  in  the  Holy  Week  to  the  shepherd's 
humble  oflering  in  Advent;  the  last,  if  wenuiy  judge 
from  its  eflects,  not  the  least  subduing,  periiapo  the 
most  so. 

Once,  as  we  were  approaching  Frescati  in  the  sim- 
nhinoof  a  cloudless  December  morning,  we  observed 
a  rustic  group  by  the  road-side,  before  an  image  of 
the  Virgin,  that  claimed  the  devotions  of  the  passen- 
ger from  a  niche  in  a  vineyard  wall.  Two  yoimg 
men  from  the  mountains  of  the  Abruzzi,  in  their  long 
brown  cloaks,  were  playing  a  ChristmasKauoL  Their 
instruments  were  a  hautboy  and  a  bagpipe ;  and  die 
air,  wild  and  simple  as  it  was,  was  such  as  she  might 
accept  with  pleasure.  The  ingenuous  and  smiling 
ootmtenances  of  these  rude  minstrels,  who  seemed  so 
sure  that  she  heard  them,  and  the  tmaflected  delight 
of  their  little  audience,  all  younger  than  themselvea, 
all  standing  uncovered,  and  moving  their  lipa  in 
prayer,  would  have  arrested  the  most  careless  trav- 
eller. 

Note  148,  page  65,  coL  2. 

And  architectural  pomp,  each  as  none  siss; 
And  dazxling  light,  and  darkness  Ti^le. 

Whoever  has  entered  the  Chnrdi  of  St  Peter's  or 

the  Phitiline  Chapel,  during  the  F.Tpositinn  of  the  Holy 
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SacfBment  there,  will  not  soon  forget  the  Maze  of 
the  altar,  or  the  dark  circlo  of  wonhippen  kneeling 
in  nlmce  before  it 

Note  149,  page  65,  col.  2. 
Ere  tbey  earns. 
An  alluBion  to  the  Prophecies  concerning  Anti- 
christ.   See  the  interpretatzons  of  Mede,  JNewton, 
Chuke,  etc.;  not  to  mention  those  of  Dante  and 
Petrarch. 

Note  150.  page  66,  coL  1. 

And  from  tht  latticed  gaDenrcaBW  a  ebant 
Of  iMalna.  most  nint-Uke.  noit  angdica]. 

Tliere  was  said  to  be  in  the  choir,  among  others 

of  the  Sisterhood,  a  daughter  of  Cimaiosa. 

Note  151,  page  66,  col.  3. 
*T wsa  m  bsr  ntmoit  need;  nor,  while  she  Rres. 
Iter  back  was  at  that  time  turned  to  the  people ; 
but  in  his  countenance  might  be  read  all  that  was 
poMring.  Tlic  Cardinal,  who  officialed,  was  a  vener- 
able old  man,  evidently  unused  to  the  ceremony  and 
much  afiected  by  it 

Note  152,  page  66.  coL  2. 
The  black  pall,  the  requiem. 
Among  other  ceremonies,  a  pall  was  thrown  over 
her.  and  a  requiem  sui^. 

Note  153,  page  66,  col.  2. 
Umbeathes  his  wtof  s. 
lie  is  of  the  beetle-tribe. 

Note  154,  page  66.  col.  2. 

Bhzinc  by  fita  aa  rrom  rxeen  of  joy. 

For,  in  that  app«  clime,  cfTulseDcr  comofl 

or  cladoem.  dry'*  DcnU. 

Note  155.  page  67.  col.  1. 

Siotinc  the  oanery-eooc  he  learnt  lo  K4>on. 

There  is  a  song  to  the  lucciola  in  every  dialect  of; 

Italy;  as  for  instance  in  the  Genoese : 

Cabeia,  vecni  a  baw ; 
Ti  dajo  on  ence  do  lette. 

The  Roman  is  in  a  higher  strain : 

Bella  refina.  etc 


the  side  of  the  rock,  and  hanging  over  that 
are  little  rains  whidi  they  show  yoQ  for 
house,  a  curious  situation  lo  obsenre  the 

FrveepaAnio.  et  THmrai  hwoi,  e(  oda 


Note  159,  page  68,  ooL  2. 
Like  one  awakhiff  ia  a  dislaaC  tiamu 
The  place  here  described  is  near  Mob  di  Ga^ 
in  the  kingdom  of  N^es. 

Note  160.  page  68.  coL  2. 
When  they  lhatiobb*d.  were  msa  of  hsUv fttt. 
Alluding  to  Alfonao  PicookminL    "  Stii|Kva  d»> 
cuno  che.  mentre  im  bandito  osservaTa 
lasuapait^ilPiapa  non  avesse  ribreoodi 
alia  propria.**— Galutzzi.  ii,  364. 

He  was  hanged  at  Florence,  March  16. 1591- 

Note  161,  page  68,  ooL  2. 
When  along  the  abora. 
Tasso  was  returning  from  Naples  lo  Rook,  wd 
had  arrived  at  Mola  di  Gaeta,  when  he  leceiTed  ttii 
tribute  of  respect.  The  captain  oi  the  troop  mi 
Marco  di  Scinrra.  See  MAKsa  VUadd  Thsaa  Anoito 
had  a  similar  adventure  with  Fllippo  Padbaone-  See 
Baritfpaij)!. 

Note  162,  page  69,  ooL  1. 
At  by  a  tpell  they  start  op  in  anay. 
"Cctte  race  de  baiKiitB  a  ses  racines  dans  la  pops- 
latiun meme du  pays.  La  poUce  ne sattou lea troovcr" 

LeUreg  de  CiiATKAirmiin 

Note  163,  page  69,  c(>L  2. 
Three  days  diey  lay  in  amboah  at  ny  gate. 
This  story  was  written  in  the  year  1820,  and  ii 
founded  on  the  many  narmtives  which  at  diat 
were  circulating  in  Rome  and  Naid< 


Note  156,  page  67,  coL  1. 
And  the  young  nymph,  preparing  for  the  danee. 
lo  pigBo,  quando  il  di  gionge  al  confine, 
Le  Incriolo  ne'  prati  amnj  ridotte, 
E,  come  gemme,  le  corepano  al  crine ; 
Poi  fra  Tombre  da*  rai  vivi  interrotie 
Mi  preiento  ai  Paatori.  e  ognun  mi  diee : 
Ckui  ha  le  iteOe  al  crin  come  ha  la  None.   Fi 


Note  157,  page  67,  col.  1. 
Tlnee  treee.  religioos  ooce  and  always  green. 
Pliiqr  mentbns  an  extraordinary  instance  of  lon- 
gevity in  the  ilex.  "There  is  one,"  says  he,  " in  the 
Vatican  older  than  the  City  itself  An  Etruscan  in- 
scription in  letten  of  brass  attests  that  even  in  those 
days  the  tree  was  held  sacred."  and  it  ii  remarkable 
that  there  is  at  this  time  on  the  V^atican  moimt  an 
ilex  of  great  antiqui^.  It  is  in  a  grove  just  above  the 
palace'lPBrdeiL 

Note  158,  page  67,  col.  1. 
(8o  soie  STcr,  and  who  would  not  beliere  f) 
"  I  did  DoC  tell  you  that  just  befow  the  fint  foil,  on 


Note  164,  page  71,  ooi  2. 
And  in  the  track  orhim  who  went  to  dm. 
The  Elder  Pliny.     See  the  letters  in  which  k* 
nephew  relates  to  Tacitus  the  circumstances  of  his 
death. 

Note  165,  page  74,  ool.  1. 
The  firiung-town,  AmaUL 
**  Amain  foil,  after  three  hundred  yean  of  pros- 
perity; but  the  poverty  of  one  thousand  fisheniifnii 
,  yet  dignified  by  the  remains  of  an  arsenal,  a  cathe> 
\  dral,  and  the  palaces  of  royal  merchants." — Gibbox 

Note  166,  page  74.  ool.  2. 

A  Hospital,  that,  night  and  day.  reoeired 
The  pilgrims  of  the  wesL 

It  was  dedicated  to  Saint  John. 

Note  167,  page  74.  ool.  2. 

rdios  of  ancient  Greoee. 

Among  other  things  the  Pandects  of  Justinian  were 
found  there  in  1137.  By  the  Pisans  they  were  taken 
from  Amalfi,  by  the  Florentines  from  F%n:  and  they 
are  now  preserved  with  religious  care  in  the  Lauren- 
tian  Libnxy. 

Note  168,  page  74,  coL  2. 
Grain  fiom  the  golden  vaka  of  Sicaly. 
There  is  at  this  day  in  Syracuse  a  street  called 
La  Strada  degU  AmaUitani. 

96 


ITALY. 


89 


Note  169,  page  74,  col.  2. 

Not  thai  did  dMgr  mtun. 
Thtt  tjnuit  ilaki. 

It  WM  in  the  year  839.  SeeMuratori.  ArtChronici 
Amalplutaiii  Fragmenta. 

Note  170.  page  74,  ool  2. 
Serve  for  their  monaiMiit 
Bjr  degieei,  says  Giannone,  they  made  themselves 
haoom  through  the  world.  The  Tarini  Amalfitani 
were  a  ooin  fcmiliar  to  all  natuMia ;  and  their  mari- 
tiine  code  regulated  everywhere  the  commerce  of  the 
tea.  Many  dmrches  in  die  East  were  by  them  built 
and  endowed;  by  them  was  &st  founded  in  Palestine 
that  most  renowned  military  Order  of  St  John  of 
Jeranlem ;  and  who  does  not  know  that  the  Mari- 
ner'a  Compass  was  invented  by  a  citizen  of  Amalfi  7 

Note  171,  page  75,  coL  1. 
Tlw  air  it  iweet  with  Tioleti,  randaff  wiM. 
Hm  violets  of  Pnstum  were  as  proverbial  as  the 
roaea.    Martial  mentions  them  vrith  the  honey  of 
Hyfak. 

Note  172,  page  75,  ool.  1. 

Those  tbooghti  m  preciou  and  m  lately  JoiL 

Hw  intioduction  to  his  treatise  on  Glory.  Cic.  ad 

Att  xyi«  6.  For  an  account  of  the  loss  of  that  treadse, 

see  Petnupcfa,  E^mL  Rer.;  Senilium,  zv,  i ;  and  Bayle, 

DkL  tMAIcyomuM. 

Note  173,  page  75,  col.  2. 

and  Poaidonia  rose. 

Oliginally  a  Greek  City  under  that  name,  and  after- 
wards a  Roman  City,  under  the  name  of  Ftestum. 
See  Mitfisd'a  Hist  of  Greece,  chap,  x,  sec.  2.  It  was 
aimniaed  and  destroyed  by  the  Saracens  at  the  be- 
gimdng  of  the  tenth  century. 

Note  174,  page  76,  col.  1. 
**  What  banio  behind  that  cnrtam  V* 
TUa  story,  if  a  story  it  can  be  called,  is  fictitious; 
and  I  have  done  little  more  than  give  it  as  I  received 
it    It  haa  already  appeared  in  prose ;  but  with  many 
•ItefBtJoDB  and  additional  circumstances. 
Tlie  abbey  of  Monte  Cossino  is  the  most  ancient 
▼enerable  house  of  the  Benedictine  Order.  It  is 
within  fifteen  leagues  of  Naples,  on  the  in- 
mad  to  Rome;  and  no  house  is  more  hospitable. 

Note  175,  page  76,  coL  1. 
For  Ife  is  snrelf  then,  and  Tiaible  chance. 
Tliere  are  many  miraculous  pictures  in  Italy ;  but 
none,  I  believe,  were  ever  before  described  as  malig- 
nant in  their  influence. 

Note  176,  page  76,  col.  2. 
Witfam  a  crazed  and  tatter'd  vehicle. 
Tlien  degraded,  and  belonging  to  a  Vetturina 

Note  177,  page  76,  ool.  2. 
Aahieldssipleadidaatbe  Baidi  wear. 
A  Florantine&oiily  of  great  antiquity.  In  the  sixty- 


third  novel  of  Franco  Sacchetty  we 
stranger,  auddenly  entering  Giotto's 
down  a  shield  and  departed,  saying,  ** 
arms  in  that  fthield ;"  and  that  Giotto, 
him,  exclaimed,  "Who  is  he?  What  is 
I^iint  me  my  arms,  as  if  he  was  one 
What  aims  does  he  bear  V* 


read,  that  a 
study,  threw 
Paint  me  my 
looking  after 
he?  He  says, 
of  theBardi! 


Note  178,  page  77,  coL  1. 
Doria,PiaanL 
Paganino  Doria, Nicob Pisani;  thoae  great saamea. 
who  balanced  for  so  many  yean  the  fortimea  of  Genoa 
and  Venice. 

Note  179,  page  77,  oo|.  1. 
Raffling  with  manr  an  oar  the  crjratalline  saa. 
The  Feluca  is  a  large  boat  for  rowing  and  sailing, 
much  used  in  the  Mediterranean. 

Note  180,  page  77,  coL  1. 
How  oft  whne  now  we  rode. 
Every  reader  of  Spanish  poetiy  is  •^rii*ntti>  with 
that  aflecting  romance  of  Gongora, 

Amarrado  al  dnro  banco,  etc. 
Lord  Holland  has  trandated  it  in  his  lifo  of  Lope 
Vega. 

Note  181,  page  77,  col.  2. 
Heie  be  lived. 

The  Piazza  Doria,  or,  as  it  is  now  called,  the  Piazza 
di  San  Matteo,  insignificant  as  it  may  be  thought,  is 
to  me  the  roost  interesting  place  in  Genoa.  It  was 
there  that  Doria  aMembled  the  people,  when  he  gave 
them  their  liberty  (Sigonii  Vita  Doriie);  and  on  one 
side  of  it  is  the  chiu^  he  lies  buried  in,  on  the  other 
a  house,  wiginally  of  very  small  dimenaionB,  with 
this  inscription :  S.  C.  Andree  de  Auria  PUrMBlibei^ 
atori  Munus  Publicum. 

The  streets  of  old  Genoa,  like  thoae  of  Venice, 
were  constructed  only  for  foot-passengers. 

Note  182,  page  77,  col.  2. 
Hdd  many  a  pleaiant,  manj  a  grave  disooans. 
See  his  life  by  Sigonia 

Note  183,  page  77,  ool.  2. 

Ahouae  of  trade. 

When  I  saw  it  in  1822,  a  basket-maker  lived  on 
the  ground-floor,  and  over  him  a  seller  of  chocolate. 

Note  184,  page  78,  col.  1. 

Before  the  ocean-wave  thy  wealth  reflected. 

Alluding  to  the  Palace  which  he  built  afterwards, 

and  in  which  he   tuice   entertained  the  Emperor 

Charles  the  Fifth.   It  is  the  most  magnificent  edifice 

on  the  bay  of  Genoa. 

Note  185,  page  78,  col.  1. 

The  ambitiom  man,  that  in  a  perilooi  hour 
Fell  from  the  plank. 

Fiesco.  See  Robertson's  History  of  the  Emperor 
Charles  the  Fifth. 
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ODE  TO  SUPEROTmON." 

1.1. 

Hknck,  to  the  mlmi  of  Nigfat,  dire  dtmoa,  hence! 

Tbcf  chain  of  adamant  can  bind 

Tliat  little  world,  the  human  mind, 
And  link  iti  noUest  powera  to  impotence. 

Wake  the  lioo's  loodett  roar. 

Clot  hia  shaggy  mane  with  gore, 

With  flashing  fury  bid  his  eye-balls  shine ; 

Meek  is  his  savage,  sullen  soul,  to  thine! 

Thy  touch,  thy  deadening  touch  has  steel'd  the 
breast. 

Whence,  through  her  April-shower,  soft  Pity  smiled; 

Has  closed  the  heart  each  godlike  virtue  bless'd. 

To  all  the  silent  pleadings  of  his  child.* 

At  diy  command  he  plants  the  dagger  deep. 
At  thy  command  exults,  though  Nature  bads  him  weep ! 

1.2. 

When,  with  a  frown  that  froxe  the  peopled  earth,' 
Tlioo  dartedst  thy  huge  head  from  high. 
Night  wavcxl  her  banners  o'er  the  sky. 
And,  brooding,  gave  her  shapel^s  shadovtv  birth. 
Rocking  on  the  billowy  air. 
Ha !  what  withering  phantoms  glare ! 
As  bk>WB  the  Mast  with  many  a  sudden  swell. 
At  each  dead  pause,  what  shrill-toned  voicM  yell! 
inut  sheeted  spectre,  rising  from  the  tomb. 
Points  to  the  murderer's  stab,  and  shudden  by; 
In  every  grove  is  felt  a  heavier  gloom. 
That  veils  its  genius  from  the  vulgar  eye: 
Tile  spirit  of  the  water  rides  the  storm, 
And,  through  the  mist,  reveals  the  terrors  of  his  form. 

I.  a. 

O'er  solid  seas,  where  Winter  reigns. 

And  holds  each  mountain-wave  in  chains, 
l%e  fur-dad  savage,  ere  he  guides  his  deer 

By  glistering  star-light  through  the  snow. 
Breathes  sofUy  in  her  wondering  ear 

Each  potent  spell  ^u  bsdest  him  know. 

Bf  thee  inspired,  on  India's  sands. 

Full  in  the  sun  the  Bramin  stands ; 

And,  while  the  panting  tigress  hies 

To  quench  her  fever  in  the  stream, 

His  spirit  laughs  in  agonies, 
Smit  by  the  scorchings  of  the  noontide  beam. 

Maik  who  mounts  the  sacred  pyre,^ 
Bfeoming  in  her  bridal  vest : 

She  hurls  the  torch !  she  &ns  the  fire ! 
To  die  is  to  be  blest : 

She  clasps  her  lord  to  part  no  more. 

And,  sighing,  sinks !  but  sinks  to  soar. 

O'erriiadowing  Scotia's  deaert  coast. 
The  Sisters  sail  in  dusky  state,^ 

And,  wmpt  in  clouds,  in  tempests  tost. 
Weave  the  airy  web  of  Fate; 


1  WrittM  in  Mriy  yoath. 
f  Ths  Mcrilioe  of  lphi<>ni». 

3  Loer>*tiai.I.  83. 

4  The  foawal  rHs  of  the  ffisdoon. 

5  The  Fjta«  of  the  Northern  Mrtholacy.    See  MaI1rt'«  An- 


WhOe  the  kme  shepherd,  near  the 
Sees  o'er  her  hills  advance  the  loof-drawB 
train. 

II.  1. 

Thou  spakeat,  and  lo!  a  new  creatkn  ^owU 

Each  unhewn  maai  of  living 

Was  clad  in  horroia  not  its  own. 
And  at  its  base  the  trembling  natioi 

Giant  Error,  darkly  grand, 

Grasp'd  the  globe  with  iroo  hand. 
Circled  with  seats  of  bliss,  the  Loid  of  Lji^ 
Saw  prostrate  worlds  adore  hia  goldea  hiijfct 
The  statue,  waking  with  immortal  powcn^* 
Springs  from  its  parent  earth,  and  shaks  As 

spheres; 
The  indignant  pyramid  subUmely  towen^ 
And  braves  the  efibrtt  of  a  boat  of  yean. 
Sweet  Music  tneathes  her  soul  into  the 
And  bright-eyed  Painting  stamps  the  imafs  of  As 
mind. 

II.  9. 
Round  their  rude  ark  old  Egypt's  sotcwi  nt! 

A  timbrell'd  anthem  swells  the  galc^ 

And  bids  the  God  of  Thunders  haU;> 
With  lowings  loud  the  captive  God  repGca. 

Clouds  of  incense  i^tw  thy  smile, 

Scaly  monarch  of  the  Nile  !^ 
But  ah!  what  m3rriads  claim  the  bended  knse!* 
Go,  count  the  busy  drops  that  swell  the  sea. 
Proud  land !  what  eye  can  trace  thy  myalie  Ion, 
Lock'd  up  in  characters  as  daik  as  night  Y* 
What  eye  those  long.  long  labjrrintha  dare  expkrs.* 
To  which  the  parted  soul  od  v^ings  her  flight; 
Again  to  visit  her  cold  cell  of  clay, 
Charm'd  with  perennial  sweets,  and  ""Hing  ^  dscsy  ? 

II.  3. 

On  yon  hoar  summit,  mildly  bright* 
Widi  purple  ether's  liquid  light. 
High  o'er  the  vk-orld,  the  white-robed  Bfagi 

On  dazzling  bursts  of  heavenly  fire ; 

Start  at  each  blue,  portentous  blaxe. 

Each  flame  that  flits  with  adverse  spire. 

But  say,  what  sounds  my  car  invade 

From  Delphi's  venerable  shade? 

Ilie  temple  rocks,  the  laurel  waves ! 

<*The  God!  the  God!"  the  Sibyl  ciiea.* 

Her  figure  swells,  she  foams,  she  ravea ! 
Her  figure  swells  to  more  that  mortal  sin ! 

Streams  of  rapture  roll  along. 

Silver  notes  ascend  the  skies : 
Wake,  Echo,  wake  and  catch  the  song. 
Oh  catch  it,  ere  it  dies ! 


1  An  aDonoQ  to  the  Spoood-sicfaL 

8  See  Uiat  fine  deecriptioo  of  the  mddea  ««*i->>*t*-  of  the 
PaOadium,  in  the  eccond  book  of  the  .£neid. 
3  The  bun.  Aims.  4  The  CroeodOe. 

5  Aoeordinff  to  an  aneieoC  proTerh,  H  wm  Icm  dilBcnlt  ia 
Egypt  to  And  a  god  than  a  nan. 

6  The  Hieroglyphirii.  7  The  Catnef'tnha. 

8  "  Th»  Persiam,**  mrt  Hefodotus. "  hav*-  no  tenplen.  altai*. 
orautoce.  They  McriAre  on  the  tope  ofthi  higher  noantaina.** 
1.131. 

9  iGa.  VI.  48^  ete. 
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Hie  Sibyl  ■peaki,  the  dream  ia  o*er, 
The  holy  harpings  chann  no  mdre. 
In  vain  she  diecks  the  God's  control ; 

Hit  madding  ipirit  fills  her  frame. 
And  moulds  the  features  of  her  soul, 

Breatfiing  a  prophetic  flame. 
lie  cavern  (rowns;  its  hundred  mouths  unclose! 
And  in  Ihe  thunder's  voice,  the  fate  of  empire  flows! 

mi. 

Mona,  thy  Druid-rites  awake  the  dead! 

Rites  thy  brown  oaks  would  never  dare 

Even  whisper  to  the  idle  air ; 
Rites  that  have  chain'd  old  Ocean  on  his  bed. 

Shiver'd  by  thy  piercing  glance 

Pointless  Alls  the  hero's  lance. 
Thy  magic  bids  the  imperial  eagle  fly,' 
And  blasts  the  laureate  wreath  of  victory. 
Haik,  the  bard's  soul  inspires  the  vocal  string ! 
At  eveiy  pause  dread  Silence  hoven  o'er: 
While  murky  Night  sails  round  on  raven-wing. 
Deepening  the  tempest's  howl,  the  torrent's  roar; 
Chesed  by  the  Mom  from  Snowdon's  awful  brow, 
Where  late  she  sate  and  scowl'd  on  the  black  wave 
below. 

m.2. 

Lo,  steel-clad  War  his  gorgeous  standard  rears! 

Hie  red-cross  squadrons  madly  rage,' 

And  mow  durough  infimcy  and  age ; 
Tlien  kiss  the  sacred  dust  and  melt  in  tears. 

Veiling  fiom  the  eye  of  day, 

Finance  dreams  her  life  away ; 
la  cloister'd  solitude  she  sits  and  sighs, 
While  fiom  each  shrine  still,  small  responses  rise. 
Hear,  witih  what  heart-felt  beat,  the  midnight-bell 
Siringa  its  slow  summons  through  the  hollow  pile ! 
Tike  weak,  wan  votarist  leaves  her  twilight-cell, 
1V>  walk,  with  taper  dim,  the  winding  aisle ; 
Witih  dioral  chantings  vainly  to  aspire, 
Btfood  Hub  nether  sphere,  on  Rapture's  wing  of  fire. 

m.  3. 

Lord  of  each  pang  the  nerves  can  feel. 
Hence  with  the  rack  and  recking  wheel. 
Filth  liAa  the  soul  above  this  little  ball! 
While  gleams  of  glory  open  round. 
And  dicling  choiis  of  angels  call, 
Cinat  thon«  with  all  thy  terrors  crown'd, 
Hope  k>  obscure  that  latent  spark, 
IHatinfri  to  shine  when  suns  are  dark  ? 
Thy  triumphs  cease !  through  every  land. 
Bark!  Truth  prochiims,  thy  triumphs  cease! 
Her  heavenly  form,  with  glowing  hand. 
Benignly  points  to  piety  and  peace. 
Flosh'd  with  youth  her  looks  impart 

Eadi  fine  feeling  as  it  flowis ; 
Her  voice  the  echo  of  a  heart 

Pkire  aa  the  mountain-snows : 
Celeatia]  transports  round  her  play. 
And  aoAly,  sweetly  die  away. 
She  smiles !  and  where  is  now  the  cloud 

That  biacken'd  o'er  thy  baleful  reign  f 
Grim  darkness  furb  his  leaden  shroud, 
fiom  her  glance  in  vain. 


I  8m  Taehos,  1.  zir,  e.  SO. 

SThii  raaMfkaUe  srcot  happened  at  the  aieve  and  nek  of 
hnmimm,  ia  Ihs  last  year  of  the  elevroih  cfotmy.  Matth. 
hriB,p.M. 


Her  touch  unlocks  the  day<spring  fiom  above. 
And  lo !  it  visits  man  with  beams  of  light  and  love. 


VEBSES 

WRITTEN  TO  BE  SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  SIDOONS.^ 

Yrs,  't  is  the  pulse  of  life!  my  fears  were  vain; 
1  wake,  I  breathe,  and  am  myself  again. 
Still  in  this  nether  world;  no  seraph  yet! 
Nor  walks  my  spirit,  when  the  sim  is  set. 
With  troubled  step  to  haunt  the  fatal  board. 
Where  I  died  last — by  poison  or  the  sword ; 
Blanching  each  honest  cheek  with  deeds  of  night, 
Done  here  so  ofl  by  dim  and  doubtful  light 

— ^To  drop  all  metaphor,  that  little  bell 
Call'd  back  reality,  and  broke  the  spell 
No  heroine  claims  your  tears  with  tragic  tmie ; 
A  very  woman — scarce  restrains  her  own ! 
Can  she,  with  fiction,  charm  the  cheated  mind. 
When  to  be  grateful  is  the  part  assign'd  f 
Ah  no!  she  scorns  the  trappings  of  her  Art; 
No  theme  but  truth,  no  prompter  but  the  heart ! 

But,  Ladies,  say,  must  I  alone  unmask  f 
Is  here  no  other  actress  7  let  me  ask. 
Believe  me.  those,  who  best  the  heart  dissect, 
Know  every  Woman  studies  stage-efilect 
She  moulds  her  manners  to  the  part  she  fills. 
As  Instinct  teaches,  or  as  Humor  wills ; 
And,  as  the  grave  or  gay  her  talent  calls, 
Acts  in  the  drama  till  the  curtain  falls. 

First,  how  her  little  breast  with  triumfdi  swells. 
When  the  red  coral  rings  its  golden  bells ! 
To  play  in  pantomime  ia  then  the  rage. 
Along  the  carpet's  many-color'd  stage ; 
Or  lisp  her  merry  thoughts  with  loud  endeavor. 
Now  here,  now  there — in  noise  and  mischief  ever ! 

A  school-girl  next,  she  curls  her  hair  in  papers. 
And  mimics  father's  gout,  and  mother's  vapors ; 
Discards  her  doll,  bribes  Betty  for  romances ; 
Playful  at  church,  and  serious  when  she  dances ; 
Tramples  alike  on  customs  and  on  toes, 
And  whispers  all  she  hears  to  all  she  knows ; 
Terror  of  cape,  and  wigs,  and  sober  notions ! 
A  romp !  that  longest  of  perpetual  motions ! 
— ^Till  tamed  and  tortured  into  foreign  graces. 
She  sports  her  lovely  face  at  public  places ; 
And  with  blue,  laughing  eyes,  behind  her  fkn. 
First  acts  her  port  with  that  great  actor,  Ma.v. 

Too  soon  a  flirt,  approach  her  and  she  flies ! 
Frowns  when  pursued,  and,  when  entreated,  sighs! 
Plays  with  imhappy  men  as  cats  with  mice ; 
Till  fading  beauty  huits  the  late  advice. 
Her  prudence  dictates  what  her  pride  disdain'd. 
And  now  she  sues  to  slaves  herself  had  chain'd ! 

Then  comes  that  good  old  character,  a  Wife, 
With  all  the  dear  distracting  cares  of  life ; 
A  thousand  cards  a  day  at  doors  to  leave. 
And,  in  return,  a  thousand  cards  receive ; 
Rouge  high,  play  deep,  to  lead  the  ton  aspire. 
With  nightly  blaze  set  Portland-place  on  fire ; 
Snatch  half  a  glimpse  at  Concert,  Opera,  Ball, 
A  meteor,  traced  by  none,  though  seen  by  all ; 


1  AAor  a  Tragedy,  perfbrmed  for  her  benefit,  at  the  Theatre 
Royal  in  Drury-lane.  April  37, 179S. 
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And,  when  her  ihettei^d  nerfei  fiirfaid  to  mem. 
In  veiy  tpleeo — refaeene  the  giris  at  homa. 

liMt,  the  grey  Dowager,  in  andent  flouncei, 
With  annff  imd  spectadea  the  age  denouncea ; 
Bottrta  how  the  Sirea  of  this  degenerate  lale 
Knelt  for  a  look,  and  dnell'd  for  a  smile. 
The  aoonige  and  ridicule  of  Goth  and  Vandal, 
Her  tea  she  aweetene,  as  die  dps,  with  scandal ; 
With  modem  Belles  eternal  warfore  wages. 
Like  her  own  birds  that  damor  frooi  their  cages; 
And  shuffles  roond  to  bear  her  tale  lo  all. 
Like  some  oM  Rain.  *<  noddii^  to  its  foil  r 

Thw  Woman  maltes  her  entrance  and  her  exit; 
Not  least  an  actress,  when  she  least  Mispecis  it 
Yet  Nature  oft  peeps  out  and  mars  the  plot. 
Each  lesson  lost,  each  poor  pretence  forgot ; 
Full  oft,  with  energy  that  aooras  control. 
At  once  lights  up  tlM  features  of  the  soul ; 
Unlocks  each  thought  chain'd  down  by  coward  Art, 
And  to  fidl  day  the  latent  passioiis  start! 
—And  she,  whose  first,  best  wish  is  your  applanse. 
Herself  exemplifies  the  trud&  die  draws. 
Bom  OQ  the  stage— 4hrough  every  shifting  scene, 
Obscure  or  bright,  tempestuous  or  serene. 
Still  has  your  smile  her  tremUing  spirit  fired  * 
And  can  she  act,  with  thoughts  like  these  inspired? 
T%us  from  her  mind  all  artifice  she  flings. 
All  skill  all  practice,  now  unmeaning  things ! 
To  you,  uncheckU  each  genuine  fiseling  flows; 
For  all  that  life  endeara--4o  you  she  owes. 


ON 


ASLEEP. 


Slxkp  on,  and  dream  of  Heaven  awhile. 
Hiough  diut  so  dose  thy  laughing  eyes, 
Tliy  rosy  lips  stiU  wear  a  smile. 
And  move,  and  breathe  delicious  sighs  !— 

Ah,  now  soft  blushes  tinge  her  dieeks. 
And  mantle  o'er  h^  neck  of  snow. 
Ah,  now  she  murmurs,  now  she  speaks 
What  DKMt  I  wish-^and  fear  to  know. 


She  starts,  she  trembles,  and  the  weepa ! 
Her  foir  hands  folded  on  her  breast 
— ^And  now,  how  like  a  saint  she  sleeps ! 
A  seraph  in  the  realms  of  rest ! 

Sleep  on  secure!   Above  control, 
Thy  thoughts  belong  to  Heaven  and  thee ! 
And  may  the  secret  of  thy  soul 
Remain  within  its  sanctuary! 


TO 


Go-— you  may  caO  it  madness,  folly; 
You  shall  not  chase  my  gloom  away. 
T1iere*s  such  a  charm  in  melancholy, 
I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  gay. 

(Xi,  if  you  knew  Uie  pmsive  pleasure 
That  fills  my  bosom  when  I  sigh. 
Ton  woold  not  rob  me  of  a  treasure 
Blaoarcfas  are  too  poor  to  boy. 


FROM  EURIFIDfia 

Tbulx  is  a  streamlet  issoing  fion  a  rack. 
The  viUage-giris,  singing  wild  madrigal^ 
Dip  their  white  vestments  in  its  waten  clear. 
And  hang  them  to  the  sun.    There  fint  I  saw  ha. 
Her  dark  and  eloquent  eyes,  mild,  full  of  flre^ 
T  was  heaven  to  look  upon ;  and  her  sweet  voiei. 
As  tunable  as  harp  of  many  strings. 
At  once  spoke  joy  and  sadiMss  to  my  aool! 


Dear  is  diat  valley  to  the  murmuruog  beesi 
And  all,  who  know  it,  come  and  come  agvia. 
The  small  birds  bofld  there ;  and,  at 
Oft  have  I  heard  a  child,  gay  among  floweo. 
As  in  the  shining  glass  die  sate  coooeal*d. 
Sing  to  herself    •  •  • 


CAPTIVITY. 

Caokd  in  old  iKxxids,  wbtme  reverend  edmas  ntb 
When  the  hem  screams  along  the  distant  laka, 
Her  little  heart  oft  flutters  to  be  free. 
Oft  sighs  to  turn  the  unrelenting  key. 
In  vain!  the  uune  that  rusted  relic  wean, 
Nor  moved  by  gold — nor  to  be  moved  by  tean; 
And  terraced  walls  their  black  reflectioii  Arow 
On  the  green-mantled  moat  that  deapa  bebw. 


THE  SAILML 

The  Sailor  sighs  as  sinks  his  native  ahoiv. 
As  all  its  lessening  turrets  Uudy  fede ; 
He  climbs  the  mast  to  feast  his  eye  once  non^ 
And  busy  Fancy  fondly  lends  her  aid. 

Ah!  now  eech  dear,  domestic  scene  he  knew, 
Recalled  and  cherished  in  a  foreign  dime. 
Charms  with  the  magic  of  a  moonlight  view ; 
ItB  colors  mellow'd,  not  impaired,  by  time. 

True  as  the  needle,  homeward  points  his  heart. 
Through  all  the  horrors  of  the  stormy  main; 
This,  the  last  wish  that  would  with  life  depart. 
To  see  the  smile  of  her  he  loves  again. 

When  Mom  fint  fiindy  draws  her  silver  line. 
Or  Eve's  grey  doud  descends  to  drink  the  wave ; 
When  sea  aiid  sky  in  midnight-darkness  join. 
Still,  still  he  vieiK-s  the  parting  look  she  gave. 

Her  gentle  spirit,  lightly  hoverii^  o*er. 
Attends  his  little  bark  frt»n  pole  to  pole ; 
And  when  the  beating  billoiK's  round  him  roar. 
Whispers  sweet  hope  to  soothe  his  troubled  souL 

Car\'ed  is  her  name  in  many  a  spicy  grove. 
In  many  a  plantain-forest,  waving  i^ide ; 
Where  dusky  youths  in  painted  plumage  rove. 
And  giant  palms  o'er-arch  the  golden  tide. 

But  lo,  at  last  he  comes  with  crowded  saO! 
Lo,  o'er  the  clifiT  what  eager  figures  bend ! 
And  hark,  what  mingled  murmurs  swell  the  gale! 
In  each  he  hears  the  welcome  (^  a  friend. 
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'lii  ihe  hMielf !  ibe  witm  her  hand ! 
Dan  ii  Am  ■adiar  caft,  the  canvw  fiirrd ; 
oon  thioof^  the  whitoung  mirge  he  springe  to  lend* 
nd  daapa  the  maid  he  nngled  from  the  world. 


TO  AN  OLD  OAK. 


virftm  TolTen  durando  iawula,  Tincit.  Ftrg. 


RomtD  thee,  alae,  no  thado^vs  move ! 
From  ihee  no  aacred  murmun  breathe ! 
Yet  within  thee,  thyBolf  a  grove, 
Onoe  did  the  eagle  scream  above, 
And  the  wolf  howl  beneath. 

*Thein  once  the  steel-clad  knight  reclined, 
Wa  sable  plumage  tempest-toss'd ; 
And,  as  the  death-bell  smote  the  wind. 
From  towers  long  fled  by  homan  kind, 
EBi  brow  the  hero  crossed ! 

Thmk  Cnltore  came,  and  days  serene ; 
And  Tillage-eportB,  and  garlands  gay. 
FnH  many  a  pathway  crossed  the  green; 
And  maids  and  shepherd-youths  were  seen 
To  celebrate  the  May. 

Fi&er  of  many  a  forest  deep. 
Whence  many  a  navy  thunder-fraught ! 
Ent  in  diy  acorn-cells  asleep, 
Soon  destined  o'er  the  world  to  sweep, 
Opening  new  spheres  of  thought! 

Wont  in  the  night  of  woods  to  dwell, 
The  holy  Druid  saw  thee  rise ; 
And,  planting  there  the  guardian  spell, 
Song  forth,  tibe  dreadful  pomp  to  swell 
Of  human  sacrifice ! 

'Dxf  singed  top  and  branches  bore 
Now  straggle  in  the  evening-sky; 
And  the  wan  moon  wheels  round  to  glare 
Ob  die  kmg  cone  that  shivers  there 
Of  him  who  came  to  die ! 


TO  TWO  SIOTERS.* 

Wiu.  may  you  sit  within,  and,  fond  of  grieC 
Look  in  each  other's  &ce,  and  melt  in  tears. 
Wdl  may  you  shun  all  couroel,  all  relief 
Oh  ihe  waa  great  in  mind,  though  young  in  years ! 


Tet  has  she  fled  the  life  of  Miss  below. 
That  youthful  Hope  in  bright  penpecttre  Snmt 
False  were  the  tints !  folse  as  the  feverish  glow 
That  o'er  her  burning  cheek  Distempef  tluew ! 

And  now  in  joy  she  dwells,  in  glory  morea ! 
(Glory  and  joy  reserved  for  ytm  to  share.) 
Far,  far  more  blest  in  bleasing  those  she  lovea 
Than  they,  alas !  unconsdoos  of  her  caie. 


Changed  ia  diat  lovely  countenance,  which  shed 
Light  when  die  spoke,  and  kindled  sweet  surprise, 
At  o'er  her  frame  each  warm  emotion  spread, 
Pl^r'd  iDUid  her  lips,  and  sparkled  in  her  eyes. 

ITiaae  lipa  ao  pore,  diat  moved  but  to  persuade 
Slin  to  die  lait  enliven'd  and  endear'd. 
Thoae  eyea  Ht  once  her  secret  soul  conyey'd. 
And  vTcr  baam'd  delight  when  you  appeared. 


1  Qs  Iks  dsatk  of  a  yoanger  mior. 
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ON  A  TEAR. 

Oh  !  that  the  Chemist's  magic  art 
Could  crystallize  this  sacred  treasure ! 
Long  should  it  glitter  near  my  heart, 
A  secret  source  of  pensive  pleasure. 

The  litde  brilliant,  ere  it  fell. 
Its  lustre  caught  from  Chloe's  eye ; 
Then,  trembling,  left  its  coral  cell— 
The  spring  of  Sensibility! 

Sweet  drop  of  pure  and  pearly  light ! 
In  thee  the  rays  of  Virtue  shine ; 
More  calmly  clear,  more  mildly  bright. 
Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  mine. 

Benign  restorer  of  the  soul ! 
Who  ever  fly'st  to  bring  relief) 
When  first  we  feel  the  rude  control 
Of  Love  or  Pity,  Joy  or  Grief 

The  sage's  and  the  poet's  theme, 
In  ever^'  clime,  in  every  age ; 
Thou  charm'st  in  Fancy's  idle  dream. 
In  Reason's  philosophic  page. 

That  very  law '  which  moulds  a  tear. 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  source. 
That  law  preserves  the  earth  a  sphere, 
And  guides  the  [Janets  in  their  coarse. 


TO  A  VOICE  THAT  HAD  BEEN  LOST.* 


Vane,  quid  aifectaa  faciatn  mibi  ponere,  pietor  T 

A§ri>  et  linguas  ram  fiUa ; 

Et,  li  via  limilein  pinfere,  pioce  aonnm. 


Once  more.  Enchantress  of  the  soul. 
Once  more  we  hail  thy  soA  control. 
— Yet  whither,  whither  didst  thou  fly! 
To  what  bright  region  of  the  sky? 
Say,  in  what  distant  star  to  dwell  f 
(Of  other  worlds  thou  seem'st  to  tell) 
Or  trembling,  fluttering  here  below, 
Resolved  and  unresolved  to  go. 
In  secret  didst  thou  still  impart 
Thy  raptures  to  the  pure  in  heart? 

Perhaps  to  many  a  desert  shore. 
Thee,  in  his  rage,  the  Tempest  bore ; 
Thy  broken  murmurs  swept  along, 
'Mid  Echoes  3ret  untuned  by  song ; 


1  The  law  uf  graritation. 


3  In  the  wmlOT  of  VB65. 
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Anertod  in  the  reiliM  of  FYnrt, 
Or  m  die  wildi  of  Ether  krt. 

Far  happier  diou !  't  was  thine  to  nar; 
Careering  on  the  winged  wind. 
Tliy  triumphfl  who  shall  dare  explore  7 
Sana  and  their  lyleuja  left  behind. 
No  tract  of  tpaoe,  no  distant  star, 
No  Aotk  of  elements  at  war. 
Did  diee  detain.    Thy  wing  of  fire 
Bore  thee  amidst  the  Cherub^ioir ; 
And  there  awhile  to  thee  't  was  given 
Onoe  more  that  Voice  *  beloved  to  join, 
Which  taught  thee  first  a  flight  divine. 
And  nnrsed  thy  infant  years  with  many  a  strain 
firom  Heaven! 


FROM  A  GREEK  EPIGRAM. 

Whilx  oq  the  cliff  with  calm  delight  she  kneels, 
And  d&e  Uue  vales  a  thousand  joys  recall. 
See,  to  the  last,  last  verge  her  infiuit  steals ! 
O  tty — yet  stir  not,  speak  not,  lest  it  &1L 
Far  better  taught,  she  lays  her  bosom  bare. 
And  the  fitnd  boy  springs  back  to  nestle  there. 


TO  THE  FRAGMEBTTOF  A  STATUE  OFHESCULES. 
COBOfOBTLY  CALLED  THE  TORSO. 


Ajid  dost  thou  still,  thou  mass  of  breathing  Mane, 
Clhy  giant  limbs  to  night  and  chaos  hurl'dX 
Still  sit  as  on  the  fragment  of  a  world ; 
Surviving  all,  majestic  and  alone  7 
What  though  the  Spirits  of  the  North,  that  swept 
Rome  from  the  earth,  when  in  her  pcnnp  she  slept. 
Smote  thee  with  fury,  and  thy  headloss  trunk 
Deep  in  the  dost  'mid  tower  and  tem|de  sunk ; 
Soon  to  subdue  nmnkind  'twas  thine  to  rise. 
Still,  still  unquell'd  diy  glorious  energies ! 
Aspiring  minds,  with  thee  conversing,  caught* 
Br^t  revelations  of  the  Good  they  sought ; 
By  thee  diat  long-lost  spell'  in  secret  givrai, 
TV)  dmw  down  Gods,  snd  Uft  the  soul  to  Heaven! 


TO 


Ah  !  little  thought  she,  when,  with  wild  delight. 
By  many  a  tonent's  shining  track  she  flew. 
When  mountain-glens  and  caverns  full  of  night 
O^er  her  young  mind  divine  enchantment  threw. 

That  in  her  veins  a  secret  horror  slept. 
That  her  light  fiwtsteps  should  be  heard  no  more. 
That  she  should  die — nor  watch'd,  alaa,  nor  wept 
By  thee,  unoonacious  of  the  pangs  she  bore. 


1  Mn-SheriduV 

9  In  the  ivd«ia  of  the  Vatiean.  where  it  wu  pheed  by  Jo- 
liw  IL  it  wu  looff  the  frvorite  itDdy  of  tba«  great  OMn  to 
whom  we  owe  the  leriTsl  of  the  arts,  Michael  Ai«elo.  Rapheel, 
and  tbeCanaecL 

3  Onee  in  the  posMwon  of  Prariteiea.  if  we  may  believe  ao 
pigraa  oa  the  Giiidian  Venae.— Analeeia  Vet  Poela- 

IIL90O. 

4  On  the  4mA  of  her  naier. 


Yet  round  her  ooudi  indulgent  Fancy  drew 
The  kindred  finrnaher  dosing  eye  leqniied. 
There  dida  thou  stand— there,  with  te 

knew. 
She  moved  her  lips  to  bless  thee,  and  expired. 


And  now  to  thee  she  comes ;  still,  still  the 
As  in  the  hours  gone  tmregarded  by! 
To  diee,  how  changed !  comes  as  die  ever 
Health  on  her  cheek,  and  pleasure  in  her  eye 

Nor  less,  less  oft,  as  on  that  day,  appeals. 
When  lingering,  as  prophetic  of  the  truth, 
By  the  way-side  she  shed  her  parting 
For  ever  lovely  in  the  light  of  Youth ! 


WRTITEN  IN  A  SICK  CHAMBER 

Thkee,  in  that  bed  so  closely  curtain*d  round, 
W(Mm  to  a  shade,  and  wsn  with  slow  decay, 
A  father  sleeps !  Oti  huah'd  be  every  sound ! 
Soft  may  we  breathe  the  midnight  hours  away! 

He  stirs — yet  still  he  sleeps.    May  heavenly  drei 
Long  o'er  his  smooth  and  settled  piUow  riae; 
Till  through  the  shuttered  pane  the  morning  stresi 
And  on  the  hearth  the  glimmering  nnhJigfat  dia 


THE  BOY  OF  EGREMOND.' 

*  Say,  what  remains  when  Hope  is  fledf 
Stie  answer'd,  **  Endless  weeping  V* 
Fot  in  the  herdsman's  eye  she  read 
Who  in  his  shroud  lay  sleeping. 

At  Embsay  rung  the  madn-bell. 
The  stag  Y.ta  roused  on  Barden-fell ; 
The  mingled  sounds  were  swelling,  dying, 
And  down  the  Wharfe  a  hem  wbs  fl)'ing ; 
When  near  the  cabin  in  the  \%tx)d. 
In  tartan  clad  and  forest-green. 
With  hound  in  leash  and  hawk  in  hood. 
The  Boy  of  Egremond  was  seen. 
Blithe  was  his  song,  a  song  of  yore ; 
But  where  the  rock  is  rent  in  two, 
And  the  river  rushes  through. 
His  voice  was  heard  no  more ! 
T  was  but  a  step !  the  gulf  he  paw'd ; 
But  that  step— it  ^-as  his  last ! 
As  through  the  mist  he  wing'd  his  i^-ay 
(A  cloud  that  hovers  night  and  day). 
The  hound  hung  back,  and  back  he  drew 
The  Master  and  his  merlin  too. 
That  narrow  place  of  noise  and  strife 
Received  their  little  all  of  Life ! 

There  now  the  matin-bell  b  rung ; 
The  «" Miserere!"  duly  sung ; 


1  In  the  twelfth  eentmy  WUfiam  Fttz-Duncan  laid 
▼alleya  of  CraTen  with  fire  and  iword ;  and  was  aOeni 
eataMiihed  there  by  bis  nnde,  David.  Kins  of  Scotland. 

He  was  the  leatofthe  race:  bis  son,  commonly  oiUedlhe 
of  EffraoMMid,  dyinc  before  him  in  tiie  manner  here  reli 
when  a  Priory  was  removed  from  Embeay  to  Bolton,  th 
might  be  as  aaar  as  poeiible  to  the  place  where  the  acci 
happened  That  place  is  still  known  by  the  name  ofthe  5i 
and  the  aothei'a  answer,  as  riven  in  the  fint  stanxa,  is  to 
day  oAsa  repeated  in  Wharladale— 9ee  Wbitakcr'*  Hist 
Craven. 
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And  holy  men  in  cowl  and  hood 

Are  wnodering  up  and  down  the  wood. 

Bat  what  avail  they  ?    Ruthless  Lord, 

Then  didst  not  shudder  when  the  sword 

Here  on  the  young  its  fury  spent. 

The  helpleM  and  the  innocent 

St  now  and  answer  groan  for  groan, 

The  child  before  thee  is  thy  own. 

And  she  who  wildly  wanders  there, 

The  mother  m  her  long  despair, 

SbbH  oA  remind  thee,  waking,  sleeping. 

Of  thoee  who  by  the  Wharfe  were  weeping ; 

Of  thoee  who  would  not  be  consoled 

When  red  with  blood  the  river  roll'd. 


TO  A  FRIEND  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE. 

Oh  thee,  blest  youth,  a  father's  hand  confers 
The  mud  tby  earliest,  fondest  wishes  knew. 
Each  aoft  enchantment  of  the  soul  is  hers ; 
Thine  be  the  joys  to  firm  attachment  due. 

Ai  oo  die  mores  with  hesitating  grace, 
Sie  wine  neiarance  from  his  soothing  voice ; 
And,  with  a  look  the  pencil  could  not  trace, 
Soalei  duongh  her  blushes,  and  confirms  the  choice. 

Sptfe  the  fine  tremors  of  her  feeling  frame ! 
To  thee  she  tuma— forgive  a  virgin's  fears ! 
To  ihee  she  toms  with  surest,  tenderest  claim : 
Wfikncws  that  charms^  reluctance  that  endears ! 

At  eadi  raepcmae  the  sacred  rite  requires, 
Pno  her  full  bosom  bursts  the  unbidden  sigh. 
A  itnmge  mysterious  awe  the  scene  inspires ; 
Aad  OD  her  hps  the  trembling  accents  die.    ' 

O'er  her  fiur  fiice  what  wild  emotions  play ! 
Wbtt  lights  and  shades  in  sweet  confusion  blend ! 
Soon  than  they  fly,  glad  harbingers  of  day. 
And  letded  atmshine  on  her  soul  descend ! 

Ah  BOO,  thine  own  confest,  ecstatic  thought ! 
Thit  hand  shall  strew  thy  summer-path  with  flowers ; 
And  these  blue  eyes,  with  mildest  lustre  fraught, 
Gild  die  calm  current  of  domestic  hours .' 


And  while  the  torrent  thunders  load. 
And  as  the  echoing  cliffi  reply, 
The  huts  peep  o'er  the  moming'Cloiid, 
Perch'd,  like  an  eagle's  nest,  on  high. 


IMITATION  OF  AN  ITAUAN  SONNET. 

Love,  under  Friendship's  vesture  white, 
Laughs,  his  little  limbs  concealing ; 
And  oil  in  sport,  and  ofl  in  spite. 
Like  Pity  meets  the  dazzled  sight. 
Smiles  through  his  tears  revealing. 

But  now  as  Rage  the  God  appears ! 
He  frowns,  and  tempests  shake  his  frame ! — 
Frowning,  or  smiling,  or  in  tears, 
'T  is  I/)ve ;  and  Love  is  still  the  same. 


A  CHARACTER. 

As  through  the  hedge-row  shade  the  violet  itealt. 
And  the  sweet  air  its  modest  leaf  reveals ; 
Her  sofler  charms,  but  by  their  influence  known. 
Surprise  all  hearts,  and  mould  them  to  her  own. 


THE  ALPS  AT  DAY-BREAK. 

Tbx  nm-beams  streak  the  azure  skies. 
And  line  with  light  the  mountain's  brow : 
Widi  honnds  and  horns  the  hunters  rise. 
And  chase  die  roe-buck  through  the  snow. 

From  rock  to  rock,  with  giant-bound. 
High  on  their  iron  poles  they  pass ; 
Mate,  lest  the  air,  convulsed  by  sound. 
Rend  fiom  above  a  frozen  mast.' 

The  goata  wind  slow  their  wonted  way 
Up  craggy  steeps  and  ridges  rude ; 
l&rk'd  by  the  wild  wolf  for  his  prey, 
F^tMD  desert  cave  or  hanging  wood. 


SB  WKD  SPSSd 


in  the  Alps,  where  the  goidss  teO  foo  to 
,  aad  say  oothinc.  lest  the  agitatisn  of  Um 
lbs  aoows  aboTo. 


TO    THE 

YOUNGE&r  DAUGHTER  OF  LADY 

Ah  !  why  with  tell-tale  tongue  reveal  i 
What  most  her  blushes  would  conceal  t 
Why  lifl  that  modest  veil  to  trace 
The  seraph-sweetness  of  her  face  t 
Some  fairer,  better  sport  prefer ; 
And  feel  for  us,  if  not  for  her. 

For  this  presumption,  soon  or  late. 
Know  thine  shall  be  a  kindred  &te. 
Another  shall  in  vengeance  rise — 
Sing  Harriet's  checks,  and  Harriet's  eyes ; 
And,  echoing  back  her  wood-notes  wild, 
— ^Trace  all  the  mother  in  the  child ! 


AN  EPITAPH* ON  A  ROBIN-REDBREAST. 

Tread  lightly  hero ;  for  here,  't  b  said, 
When  piping  winds  are  hush'd  around, 
A  small  note  wakes  from  under-ground, 
Where  now  his  tiny  bones  are  laid. 
No  more  in  lone  and  leafless  groves. 
With  ruffled  wing  and  fiided  breast. 
His  friendless,  homeless  spirit  roves ; 
— Gone  to  the  world  where  birds  are  blest ! 
Where  never  cat  glides  o'er  the  green. 
Or  school-boy's  giant  form  is  seen ; 
But  Love,  and  Joy,  and  smiling  Spring 
Inspire  their  little  souls  to  sing ! 


TO  THE  GNAT. 

When  by  the  greenwood  side,  at  summer  eve, 
Poetic  visions  charm  my  closing  eye ; 
And  fairy  scenes,  that  Fancy  loves  to  weave, 
Shifl  to  wild  notes  of  sweetest  minstrelsy; 

1  AUudJJK  to  tome  venes  which  the  had  wriltao  on  sn  Mu 
suter. 
3  IiMcribed  on  an  am  in  the  fiower-gardon  at  Habd. 
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"Til  thine  to  laiii*  in  buy  quest  of  pray, 

llqr  ftethgry  antlen  qmrering  with  delight, 

Bknh  fioa  1117  lids  the  hnee  of  heeveo  sway. 

And  eU  ii  Sotttode,  and  eU  m  Night! 

— Ah  now  diy  barbed  ahafi,  relentleaa  fly, 

Unaheathes  iti  tenon  in  the  aiiltry  air ! 

No  guardian  aylph,  in  golden  panoply, 

LiAa  the  broad  ehield,  wod  points  the  glittering  epear. 

Now  near  and  nearer  rtnh  thy  whirring  win^ 

Thy  dragoo^calea  still  wet  with  human  gore. 

Hark,  diy  shrill  hom  its  iearful  larum  ffings ! 

-^  wake  in  horror,  and  dare  sleep  no  mora ! 


A  WISH. 

Mini  be  a  ooC  beside  the  hill, 
A  bee-hive*s  hum  shall  soothe  my 
A  willowy  brook,  that  turns  a  null. 
With  many  a  &D,  shall  linger  near. 


Tlie  swallow,  oft,  beneath  my  thatdi 
Shall  twitter  from  her  clay-built  nest ; 
Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch. 
And  share  my  meal,  a  w^elcome  guest 

Around  my  ivied  porch  shall  spring 
Eadi  fragrant  flower  that  drinks  the  dew ; 
And  Lucy,  at  her  wheel,  shall  sing 
In  rusaet  gown  and  aprao  blue. 

The  TiDage-church,  among  the  trees, 
Whwe  fine  our  marriage-Tows  wero  given. 
With  merry  peals  shall  swell  the  breeie. 
And  point  with  taper  spire  to  heaven. 


WRITTEN  AT  MIDNIGHT.  1786. 

Whilx  through  the  broken  pane  the  tempest  sig^ 
And  my  step  &lten  00  the  frithless  flocv. 
Shades  of  departed  joys  around  me  rise. 
With  many  a  hce  that  smiles  on  me  no  more ; 
With  many  a  voice  that  thrills  of  transport  gave. 
Now  silent  as  the  grass  that  tufts  their  gnve ! 


AN  rrAUAN  SONa 

Deae  is  my  little  native  vale, 

Tlie  ring-dove  builds  and  munnun  diera ; 

Close  by  my  ooC  she  tells  her  tale 

To  every  passing  viUagw. 

The  aquiml  leaps  fimn  trce  to  tree. 

And  shells  his  nuts  at  liberty. 

In  orange-groves  and  m3rrt]e-bowerB, 
That  breathe  a  gale  of  frsgranoe  nmnd, 
I  charm  the  &iry-footed  houn 
With  my  loved  lute's  romantic  sound ; 
Or  crowns  <^  living  laurel  weave. 
For  thoae  that  win  the  race  at  ava. 

The  shepherd's  hom  at  break  <^  day. 
The  baUet  danced  in  twilight  ^ade. 
The  camooet  and  roundeisy 
8ang  in  the  silent  greenwood  shade, 
Theae  simple  joys,  that  never  fiul, 
ShaD  bind  me  to  my  native  vale. 


AN  INSCRIPnON. 

Shsphxrd,  or  Huntsman,  or  vroni  Bfarinei; 
Whaie'er  thou  art,  who  wxraldst  aDay  thy  thin 
Drink  and  be  glad.    Ttm  cistern  of  white  skn 
Arch'd,  and  o'erwrought  with  many  a  aacrad  1 
This  iron  cup  chained  for  the  general  nae. 
And  dieae  rude  seats  of  earth  within  the  groD 
Were  given  by  Fatixa.    Borne  hence  a  bride 
T  was  here  she  tum*d  from  her  beloved  sire. 
To  see  his  &ce  no  more.*  Oh,  if  diou  cansC 
(T  is  not  fitf  oflT)  visit  his  tomb  with  ffewen; 
And  widi  a  drop  of  this  sweet  water  fill 
llie  two  small  cells  sooop'd  in  die  marble  tbei 
That  birds  may  come  and  drink  upon  his  grev 
Making  it  holy !  * 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS  OF  SCOTL 
SEPTEMBER  2, 1813. 

Bunt  was  the  loch,  the  clouds  were  gi 
Ben  Lomond  in  hia  glory  shone. 
When,  LusB,  I  left  thee ;  when  the  bree 
Bore  me  from  thy  silver  sands. 
Thy  kiriL->'ard  wall  among  the  trees, 
Where,  grey  with  age,  the  dial  stands ; 
That  dial  so  well  known  to  roe ! 
— ^Though  many  a  shadow  it  had  shed. 
Beloved  Sister,  since  with  thee 
The  legend  on  the  stone  was  read. 

The  fiury-isles  fled  €u  away ; 
That  with  its  wtmds  and  uplands  green. 
Where  ^ej^erd-huts  are  dimly  seen. 
And  stmgs  are  heard  at  close  of  day ; 
That,  too,  the  deer's  viild  covert,  fled. 
And  that,  the  a^'lum  of  the  dead  : 
While,  as  the  boat  went  merrily, 
Much  of  Rob  Roy  '  the  boatman  told ; 
His  arm,  that  fell  below  his  knee. 
His  catde-ford  and  mountain-hold. 

Tarbat,*  thy  shore  I  dirob'd  at  last ; 
And,  thy  shady  region  pass'd, 
Upon  another  shore  I  stood, 
And  look*d  upon  another  flood  ;  * 
Great  Ocean's  self!   (T  is  He  who  fills 
That  vast  and  awful  depdi  of  hills); 
Where  many  an  elf  i^^-as  playing  round 
Who  treads  un^Kxl  his  classic  ground ; 
And  speaks,  his  native  rocks  among. 
As  Fingal  spoke,  and  Ossian  sung. 

Night  fell ;  and  dark  and  darker  grev 
That  narrow  sea,  that  narrow  sky. 
As  o'er  the  glimmering  \%-avcs  we  flew  ; 
The  ae^-bird  rusding,  wailing  by. 
And  now  the  grampus,  halMoscried, 
Black  and  huge  above  the  tide ; 
The  cliffi  and  promontories  there. 
Front  to  front,  and  broad  and  bare ; 
EMch  beycmd  each,  with  giant-feet 
Advancing  as  in  haste  to  meet ; 

1  8m  sa  saeedots  rristcd  by  Psomium.  iii.  fiO. 

8  A  Tarkkh  rapentitioo. 

I  A  fiuMot  oatkw. 

4  BiiailiiiBg,  iaths  Ent  biifiMce.  sa  ItfhnMB. 
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Tlie  ihAtter'd  fxinm,  whence  the  Dane 

Blew  hn  riuill  bhurt,  nor  rush*d  in  vain, 

Tynaat  of  die  drear  domain : 

All  into  niidnigfat«hadow  sweep, 

When  day  apringi  upward  from  the  deep! ' 

Kindling  the  waten  in  its  flight, 

The  prow  wakes  splendor ;  and  the  oar, 

Tliat  nae  and  fell  unseen  before. 

Flashes  in  a  sea  of  light ! 

Glad  sign,  and  sure !  for  now  we  hail 

Thy  flowers,  Glenfinnart,  in  the  gale ; 

And  bright  indeed  the  path  should  be 

Utat  leads  to  Friendship  and  to  theo ! 

Oh  Uest  retreaU  and  sacred  too ! 
Sacred  as  when  the  bell  of  prayer 
TV^*d  duly  on  the  desert  air, 
And  crosses  decked  thy  Biimmits  blue. 
Oft,  like  some  loved  romantic  tale. 
Oft  riwll  my  weary  mind  recall, 
Amid  the  hum  and  stir  of  men, 
Tlq^  beechen  grove  and  waterfall, 
Hiy  ferry  with  its  gliding  sail. 
And  her-— the  Lady  of  the  Glen ! 


A  FAREWELL. 

(ktc%  more,  enchanting  maid,  adieu ! 
I  must  be  gone  while  yet  I  may ; 
Oft  shall  I  weep  to  think  of  you, 
Bat  here  I  wiU  not,  cannot  stay. 

The  sweet  expression  of  that  face, 
For  ever  changing,  yet  the  same. 
Ah  no,  I  dare  not  turn  to  tmce — 
It  melfs  my  soul,  it  fires  my  frame ! 

TeC  give  me,  give  me,  ere  I  go. 
One  little  lock  of  those  so  blest. 
That  lend  your  cheek  a  warmer  glow, 
And  CO  vour  white  neck  love  to  rest 


r,  when  to  kindle  soft  delight. 
That  hand  has  chanced  with  mine  to  meet. 
How  could  its  thrilling  touch  excite 
A  si^  so  short,  and  yet  so  sweet  7 

0  say — hot  no,  it  must  not  be. 
Adien !  a  long,  a  long  adieu ! 
—Yet  still,  methinks,  you  frown  on  me, 
0^  never  could  I  fly  iVom  you. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  TEMPLE 

DSDIOATID  TO  TBI  ORACI8.* 

AppioACH  with  reverence.  There  are  those  within 
Whose  dwallinf -place  is  Heaven.  Daughters  of  Jove, 
fVoB  them  flow  aU  the  decencies  of  life ; 
Widioot  them  Doling  pleases,  Vhtue*s  self 
Admired,  not  kved ;  axid  those  on  whom  they  smile. 
Great  though  they  bs,  and  wise,  and  beautiful, 
Sane  forth  with  double  lustre. 


lAsh 


tAtWoboBa-AMsy. 
14 


iJsssilbiil  by  oMoiy  savicalofs. 


TO  THE  BUTTERFLY. 

Child  of  the  sun !  pursue  thy  rapturous  flight, 
Mingling  with  her  thou  lovest  m  fields  of  light ; 
And,  where  the  flowers  of  Paradise  unfold. 
Quaff  fragrant  necUir  from  their  cups  of  giM. 
There  shall  thy  wings,  rich  as  an  evening-^ty. 
Expand  and  shut  with  silent  ecstacy! 
— Yet  wert  thou  once  a  worm,  a  thing  that  crept 
On  the  bare  earth,  then  wrought  a  tomb  and  slept 
And  such  is  man ;  soon  from  his  cell  of  clay 
To  burst  a  seraph  in  the  blaze  of  day ! 


WRITTEN  IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY. 
OCTOBER  10, 1806.' 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  approach,  and,  with  a  sigh, 
Mark  where  the  small  remains  of  greatness  lie.' 
There  sleeps  the  dust  of  Fox,  for  ever  gone  : 
How  near  the  Place  where  late  his  glory  shone ! 
And,  though  no  more  ascends  the  voice  of  Prayer, 
Though  the  last  footsteps  cease  to  linger  there. 
Still,  like  an  awful  dream  that  comes  again, 
Alas !  at  best  as  transient  and  as  vain. 
Still  do  I  see  (while  through  the  vaults  of  night 
The  funcrol-song  once  more  proclaims  the  rite) 
The  moving  Pomp  along  the  shadowy  aisle. 
That,  like  a  Darkness,  fUl'd  the  solemn  Pile ; 
The  illustrious  line,  that  in  long  order  led, 
or  those  that  loved  Him  living,  moum'd  Him  dead ; 
Of  those  the  Few,  that  for  their  Country  stood 
Round  Him  who  dared  be  singularly  good : 
All,  of  all  ranks,  that  claim'd  Him  for  their  own ; 
And  nothing  wonting^-but  himself  alone ! ' 

Oh  say,  of  Htm  now  rests  there  but  a  name  ] 
Wont,  as  He  was,  to  breathe  ethereal  flame  ? 
Friend  of  the  Absent,  Guardian  of  the  Dead !  * 
Who  but  would  here  their  sacred  sorroi%-s  fhed  ? 
(Such  as  He  shed  on  Nelson's  closing  grave ; 
How  soon  to  claim  the  sympathy  He  gave  .*) 
In  Him,  resentful  of  another'H  nrong, 
The  dumb  were  eloquent,  the  feeble  strong. 
Truth  from  his  lips  a  charm  celestial  drew — 
Ah,  who  so  mighty  and  so  gentle  too  ?  * 

What  though  with  War  the  madding  nations  rung, 
"  Peace,"  when  He  spoke,  was  ever  on  his  tcmpue ! 
Amidst  the  frowns  of  Power,  the  tricks  of  Stato, 
Fearless,  resolved,  and  negligently  great ! 
In  vain  malignant  vapors  gother'd  round ; 
He  u'alk'd,  erect,  on  consecrated  ground. 
The  clouds,  that  rise  to  quench  the  Orb  of  day. 
Reflect  its  splendor,  and  dissolve  away ! 


1  After  the  ftmeril  of  the  Rif  ht  Hon.  Cbsrics  Jamsi  Fox. 

2  Venes  Toir  le  pmi  qui  notis  rests  d«  last  de  fraodeor.  Me. 
— Bottnet.  Orauonjumiltn  de  Ltmu  it  BtuHtm. 

3  Gt  rien  eofin  ne  msnoue  dsiM  tow  oes  boaneois,  que  erhd 
)k  qui  oo  let  rend. — Ibid. 

4  Alludioc  (wrticokriy  to  hie  speecli  on  iDOTing  s  new  writ 
fbr  the  boroorh  oT  TsviilDck,  Msreh  16. 1802. 

5  Se«  tbst  sdmirsblo  deflosstion  of  bw  charsetar  by  8ir  Jsmaa 
Mackiotoah,  which  flraf  spfisand  m  the  Bombay  Cooriar.  Jaa- 
uary  17, 1W7.  .  ^. 
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Wlien  in  retreat  He  laid  hie  thunder  by. 
Far  kaer'd  eaee  and  calm  Fhiloeopliy, 
Bleat  wera  bia  boon  within  the  ailent  grove^ 
Where  atill  hie  godlike  Spirit  deigna  to  rove ; 
Bleat  bjr  the  orphan's  niile,  the  widow's  prayer. 
Far  many  a  deed,  long  done  in  secret  there. 
There  ibaoe  hii  lamp  on  Homer**  hallow'd  page ; 
Thera^  hiteninfr  sate  the  hero  and  the  aage ; 


And  they,  by  virtae  and  by  blood  allied. 

Whom  moat  He  loved,  and  in  whoae  arma  He  died. 

Friend  of  all  boman-kind !  not  h««  alone 
(The  voice  that  speaks,  was  not  to  thee  vnknom} 
Wilt  Thoa  be  missed*— O'er  eveiy  land  and  sss. 
Long,  long  dudl  England  be  revmd  in  Thee! 
And,  when  the  Stonn  is  bosh'd — in  dialant  yeeit- 
Foes  on  Thy  grave  shall  meet,  and  mingle  taan! 


THE  END  OF  ROGERS'S  WORK& 
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It  k  no!  a  little  sing^iilar  that  the  Tyrtciu  of 
nodam  Kngliiih  poetry  ahoald  at  the  same  time 
be  «■•  of  the  most  tender  as  well  as  original  of 
wrilws*  Campbell  owes  less  than  an j  other  Brit- 
kk  poet  to  his  predecessors  or  contemporaries. 
He  luui  lived  to  see  his  verses  quoted  like  those 
of  eariier  poets  in  the  literature  of  his  day,  lisped 
by  ^iiSMMp,  and  sung  at  public  festivals.  The 
ver-odes  of  Campbell  have  nothing  to  match 
them  in  the  English  language  for  energy  and 
fin,  fHnle  their  condensation  and  the  felicitous 
of  their  versification  are  in  remarkable 
Cunpbell,  in  allusion  to  Cimon,  has 
■Jd  to  have  **  conquered  both  on  land  and 
M,"  from  his  naval  Odes  and  **Hohenlinden" 
isihiiiiim  both  scenes  of  warfare. 

Scotland  gave  birth  to  Thomas  CampbeU.  He 
1RM  Ibe  son  of  a  second  marriage,  and  born  at 
GlMfov  in  1777.  ^s  father  vras  bom  in  1710, 
oi  wie  eonsequently  nearly  70  years  of  age 
wImi  the  poet  his  eon  ma  ushered  into  the  world. 
Hi  wie  sent  early  to  school  in  his  native  city, 
ni  Ue  instroctor  ma  Dr.  David  Alison,  an  indi- 
nktd  of  great  eelebrity  in  the  practice  of  educa- 
(hi.  He  had  a  method  of  instruction  in  the 
chwee  poiely  his  own,  by  which  he  taught  with 
gnit  fitfility,  and  at  the  same  time  rejected  all 
knh  discipline,  putting  kindness  in  the  place  of 
tKnr,  and  alluring  rather  than  compelling  the 
fopil  to  hie  doty.  Campbell  began  to  write  verses 
fMBg*  There  are  some  attempts  at  poetry  yet 
tttiBt  among  his  friends  in  Scotland,  written 
wImi  he  was  but  nine  years  old.  They  natural- 
ly ve  ehildish,  but  still  display  that  propensity 
fcr  the  nraees  by  which  at  a  remarkably  early 
ifs  he  was  so  distinguished.  For  his  place  of 
^Hecation  he  had  a  great  respect,  as  well  as  for 
the  lemory  of  his  masters,  of  whom  he  always 
ipobi  in  terms  of  great  affection.  He  was  twelve 
Tins  old  when  he  quitted  school  for  the  Uni. 
«nity  of  Glasgow.  There  he  was  considered  an 
ttesQent  Latin  schohur,  and  gained  high  honor  by 
teonteet  with  a  candidate  twice  as  old  as  him- 
nIC  by  which  he  obtained  a  bursary.  He  con- 
tUaOj  bore  away  the  prizes,  and  every  fresh 
mn$m  only  seemed  to  stimulate  him  to  more 
•flihitioiis  exertions.  In  Greek  he  was  considered 
^  feremost  student  of  his  age;  and  some  of 
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his  translations  were  said  to  be  raperior  to 
any  before  offered  for  competition  in  the  Uni- 
versity. Campbell  thus  fhrnishes  an  exoeptian 
to  the  majority  of  men  of  genius,  who  have 
seldom  been  remarkable  for  diligence  and  pro- 
ficiency in  their  early  years,  Hm  lofty  powers 
they  possessed  not  being  exhibited  until  mature 
lifo.  Campbell  while  at  the  University  made 
poetical  paraphrases  of  the  most  celebrated  Greek 
poets ;  (^  Eschylus,  Sophocles,  and  Aristophanes, 
which  were  thought  efforts  of  extraordinary 
promise.  Dr.  Millar  at  that  time  gave  philo* 
sophical  lectures  in  Glasgow.  He  was  a  highly 
gifted  teacher  and  a  most  excellent  man.  His 
lectures  attracted  the  attention  of  young  Camp- 
bell, who  became  his  pupil,  and  studied  with 
eagerness  the  principles  of  sound  philosophy;  ho 
was  favored  with  the  confidence  of  his  teacher, 
and  partook  much  of  his  society.  To  being  thus 
early  grounded  in  the  fundamental  truths  of  phi- 
losophy, and  accustomed  to  analyze  correctly,  is 
to  be  attributed  mainly  the  side  in  politics  which 
Campbell  early  embraced,  and  that  love  of  firee- 
dom  and  free  thought  which  he  has  invariably 
shown  upon  all  questions  in  which  the  intereste 
of  mankind  are  concerned. 

Campbell  quitted  Glasgow  to  remove  into 
Argyleshire,  where  the  situation  of  tutor  in  a 
family  of  some  noto  was  offered  and  accepted  by 
him.  It  was  in  Argyleshire,  among  the  romantio 
mountains  of  the  North,  that  the  poetical  spirit 
increased  in  energy,  and  the  charms  of  verse  took 
entire  possession  of  his  mind.  Many  people  now 
alive  remember  him  there  wandering  alone  by 
the  torrent,  or  over  the  rugged  steeps  of  that  wild 
country,  reciting  the  strains  of  other  poets  akmd, 
or  silently  composing  his  own.  Several  of  his 
pieces  which  he  has  rejected  in  his  coUeeted 
works,  are  handed  about  in  Scotland  in  manu- 
script The  "  Dirge  of  Wallace  **  (given  at  pag« 
64),  which  vnll  not  be  found  in  the  London 
Editions  of  his  works,  is  one  of  these  wild  com- 
positions ;  and  it  is  difficult  to  say  why  he  should 
have  rejected  it,  for  the  poetry  is  truly  noUe. 
It  has  hitherto  appeared  only  in  fhgitive  publi- 
cations and  newspapers. 

From  Argyleshire,  where  his  residence  was 
not  a  protracted  one,  Campbell  removed  to  Edin- 

109 


Vi 


AlEMOm  OF  THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 


burgh.  There  he  was  very  quickly  noticed  for 
his  talents,  and  grew  familiar  with  the  cele- 
brated men  who  at  that  period  ornamented  the 
Scottish  capital  The  friendship  and  kindness 
of  some  of  the  first  men  of  the  age,  could  not 
&il  to  stimulate  a  mind  like  that  of  CampbeU. 
He  became  intimate  with  Dogald  Stuart;  and 
almost  every  leading  professor  of  the  Univer- 
watj  of  Edinburgh  was  his  friend.  While  in 
Edinburgh,  he  brought  out  his  celebrated  "  Pleas- 
ines  of  Hope**  at  the  age  of  twenty-one.  It  is 
not  too  much  to  say  of  this  work,  that  no  poet 
of  this,  or  perhaps  any  other  country,  ever  pro- 
duced, at  so  early  an  age,  a  more  elaborate  and 
finished  perfi>rmance.  For  this  work,  which  for 
twenty  years  produced  to  the  publishers  between 
two  and  three  hundred  pounds  a-year,  the  author 
received  at  first  but  lOi.,  which  was  afterwards 
increased  by  an  additional  sum,  and  the  profits 
accruing  €tom  a  4to  edition  of  his  work.  By  a 
subsequent  act  of  the  legislature,  extending  the 
term  of  copyright,  it  reverted  again  to  the  author ; 
but,  as  might  be  expected,  with  no  proportional 
increase  of  profit  To  criticise  here  a  work  which 
has  become  a  British  classic,  would  be  superfluous. 
CSampbell's  pecuniary  circumstances  were  by  no 
means  liberal  at  this  time,  and  a  pleasant  anecdote 
is  recorded  of  him,  in  allusion  to  the  hardships  of 
an  author's  case  similarly  situated  with  himself; 
he  was  desired  to  give  a  toast  at  a  festive  moment 
when  the  character  of  Napoleon  was  at  its  utmost 
point  of  disesteem  in  England.  He  gave  **  Bo- 
naparte.** The  company  started  with  astonish- 
ment ** Gentlemen,**  said  he,  "here  is  Bonaparte 
in  his  character  of  executioner  of  the  booksell- 
ers.** Palm  the  bookseller  had  just  been  executed 
in  Germany  by  the  orders  of  the  French. 

After  residing  not  quite  three  years  in  Eklin- 
bnrgh,  Campbell  quitted  his  native  country  fi>r 
the  continent  He  sailed  for  Hamburgh,  and 
there  made  many  acquaintances  among  the  more 
enlightened  of  the  society  both  in  that  city  and 
Ahona.  There  were  numerous  Irish  exiles  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Hamburgh  at  that  time,  and 
some  of  them  feU  in  the  way  of  the  poet,  who  afler- 
wards  related  many  curious  anecdotes  of  them. 
There  were  sincere  and  honest  men  among  them, 
who  with  the  energy  of  the  national  character, 
and  an  enthusiasm  for  liberty,  had  plunged  into 
the  desperate  cause  of  the  rebellion  two  years 
before,  and  did  not  despair  of  liberty  and  equality 
in  Ireland  even  then.  Some  of  them  were  in 
private  lift  most  amiable  persons,  and  their  fote 
was  every  way  entitled  to  sympathy.  The  poet, 
from  that  compassionate  feeling  which  is  an 
amiable  characteristic  of  his  nature,  wrote  the 
**  Exile  of  Erin,**  from  the  impression  their  situ- 
ation and  circumstances  made  upon  his  mind. 


It  was  set  to  an  old  Irish  air  of  the  most 
pathos,  and  will  perish  only  with  the 


Campbell  travelled  over  a  great  pert  of  0«- 
many  and  Prussia,  visiting  the  univeraitieB  aad 
acquiring  a  knowledge  of  German  lilantat. 
From  the  walls  of  a  convent  he  oonmiandBd  a 
part  of  the  field  of  Hohenlinden  during  tkil 
sanguinary  conteet,  and  proceeded  aflaiwaiJi 
in  the  track  of  Moreau*s  army  over  the  aeow  of 
combat  This  impressive  sight  prodoeed  tlv 
celebrated  *«Battle  of  Hohenlinden^  an  edt 
which  is  as  original  as  it  is  spiriledt  end  alayi 
by  itself  in  British  Uteratnre.  The  poet  Irib  a 
story  of  the  phlegm  of  a  German  pnetiKwi  il 
this  time,  who  was  driving  him  poet  bj  a  fieei 
where  a  skirmish  of  cavalry  had  hapfMned,  ani 
who  alighted  and  disappeared,  leaving  tiw  car- 
riage and  the  traveller  alone  in  thn^DoU  (for 
the  ground  was  covered  with  snow)  for  a  eon- 
sideraUe  space  of  time.  At  length  he  cum 
back,  and  it  was  found  that  he  had  been  «»> 
plojring  himself  in  cutting  off  the  long  taib  sf 
the  slain  horses,  which  he  cooDy  placed  «b  Ike 
vehicle  and  drove  on  his  route.  GampbeD 
also  in  Ratisbon  when  the  French  and 
treaty  saved  it  from  bombardment— a  moit 
ious  moment 

In  Germany,  Campbell  made  the  fiienddi^sf 
the  two  Schlegeb,  of  many  of  the  moat  aoiad 
literary  and  political  characters,  and  was  fiv- 
tunate  enough  to  pass  an  entire  day  vri^  the 
venerable  Klopstock,  who  died  just  two  yean 
afterwards.  The  proficiency  of  CampbeD  in  the 
German  language  was  rendered  very  oonsidBrabb 
by  this  visit,  and  his  own  indefatigaUe  perse- 
verance in  study.  He  eagerly  read  all  the  vraris 
he  met  with,  some  of  them  upon  very  abetroia 
topics,  and  suffered  no  obstacle  to  intervene  be- 
tween himself  and  his  studies,  wherever  he  migiit 
chance  to  be.  Though  of  a  cheerful  and  Uvdy 
temper  and  disposition,  and  by  no  means  aveise 
from  the  pleasures  which  are  so  attractive  in 
the  morning  of  existence,  they  were  rendered 
subservient  to  the  higher  views  of  the  mind,  and 
were  pursued  for  recreation  only,  nor  suffiared 
to  distract  his  attention  a  moment  from  the  great 
busincM  of  his  life. 

The  travels  of  Campbell  in  Germany  ooeopied 
about  thirteen  months;  when  he  returned  to 
England,  and  for  the  first  time  visited  London. 
He  soon  afterwards  composed  those  two  noble 
marine  odes,  *«  The  Battle  of  the  Baltic,**  and  <«Te 
Mariners  of  England,**  which,  with  his  *^  Hohen- 
linden,**  stand  unrivalled  in  the  English  tongue ; 
and  though,  as  Byron  lamented,  Campbell  has 
written  so  little,  they  are  enough  alone  to  place 
him  unlcM'gotten  in  the  shrine  of  the  muses* 
In  1803  the  poet  married  Miss  Sinclair,  a  lady  of 
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Soottiah  detoent  «nd  considerftble  porsonal  beantj, 

but  of  whom  he  was  deprived  by  death  in  1828. 

His  residence  was  at  Sydenham,  and  the  entire 

MHifhborbood  of  that  pleasant  village  reckoned 

itself  in  the  circle  of  his  friends ;  nor  did  he  quit 

his  nizml  retreat  mitil,  in  1821,  literary  pursuits 

d^m^nd**^  his  residence  in  the  metropolis.  It  was 

at  Sydenham,  in  a  house  looking  towards  the  res- 

erToiTf  thai  the  poet  produced  his  greatest  work, 

*^  Gertrude  of  Wyoming,"  written  in  the  Spen- 

It  is  a  simple  Indian  tale,  but  the 

and  beauty  of  the  tlioughts  and  ex- 

are  scarcely  equalled,  certainly  not  sur- 

in  any  English  poet  Tlie  speech  of  Outa- 

fini  seems  to  have  fhmished  Byron  with  a  hint  for 

the  style  and  form  of  several  of  his  stories.  About 

the  same  time  Campbell  was  appointed  professor 

of  poetry  in  the  Royal  Institution,  where  he  de- 

livaed  lectures,  which  have  since  been  published. 

lisalao  ondertodE  the  editorship  of  selections  from 

I     the  British  poets,  intended  as  specimens  of  each, 

aid  aecompanied  with  critical  remarks,  extend- 

iBf  fo  several  volumes.   These  remarks  show  the 

cnditioo  of  the  author,  but  they  also  proclaim 

thrt  ftatiiKimffn^fft  of  taste  and  singular  sensi- 

timtBB  regarding  all  he  publishes,  which  is  so 

jHi^mgniaMng  a  characteristic  of  this  poet    He 

nfaaa,  and  re-refines,  until  his  sentences  appear 

to  have  lost  connexion  with  each  other,  in  his 

Miiety  to  render  them  as  perfect  as  possible. 

8oaa  after  the  publication  of  his  Selections  he 

igifai  viaitBd  Gennany,  and  spent  some  time  in 

Viaoat  where  he  acquired  a  considerable  know- 

Ugeef  the  Austrian  court  and  its  manners,  and 

donly  observed  that  unrelaxing  despotism  by 

liueh  it  governs.    He  remained  long  at  Bonn, 

his  friend,  A.  W.  Schlegel,  resides,  and 

his  time  in  cultivating  the  intimacy  of 

filsrary  men  there.  Leaving  his  son  under 

ths  eaie  of  a  tutor  in  Bonn  University,  Campbell 

iitiiiMid  to  England  in  1820,  to  undertake  the 

•**>— fc^  of  the  iVeto  Monthly  Magazine^  a  pub- 

which  speedily  came  into  extensive  cir- 

and,  with  BUtchoood^B  Magazine^  which 

the  opposite  side  in  politics,  takes  the 

had  in  English  menstrual  literature.  To  the  New 

Jlmft^  JliiifesiiisCampbeU  has  contributed  little, 

indeed  iw4^f"»g  moro  than  is  before  the  public 

with  hie  name.    He  is  slow,  and  even  idle  in  his 

IttbilB  of  business.    To  fix  his  attention  closely 

ftr  any  considerable  time  to  literary  labor  is  a 

Mnilt  thing,  and  composition  seems  rather  a 

lisk  than  a  pleasnre,  since  the  fire  of  his  youth 

hu  eoolBd.    He  is  fimd  of  the  society  of  his 

friands,  and  (^  the  social  hour;  his  stock  of 

Biecdotee  and  stcNries,  which  is  extensive,  is  oflen 

displayed  on  these  occasions,  but  it  is  humor 


rathbr  than  vnt  with  which  they  are  seasoned. 
Of  all  the  natives  of  Scotland,  however,  he  has 
least  of  the  patoU  of  the  country  in  his  delivery, 
which  is  surprising,  when  it  is  considered  he  was 
above  twenty-one  years  of  age  before  he  quitted 
it,  and  shows  how  accurately  he  must  have  at- 
tuned hi^  ear  to  the  English  pronunciation  early 
in  life.  Besides  his  knowledge  of  the  Latin  and 
Greek  languages,  Campbell  is  a  good  German 
scholar,  has  acquired  a  considerable  knowledge 
of  Hebrew,  and  speaks  French  fluently. 

During  the  residence  of  CampbeU  at  Sydenham, 
there  were  several  individuab  in  that  village  who 
were  fond  of  inviting  literary  men  to  their  tables, 
and  were  conspicuous  for  their  conviviality. 
Numerous  choice  spirits  used  to  meet  together 
there,  and  among  them  was  Campbell.  The 
repartee  and  joke  were  exchanged,  and  many  a 
practical  trick  played  off  which  now  forms  the 
burden  of  an  after-dinner  story  wherever  the 
various  individuals  then  present  are  scattered. 
Many  of  these  have  been  since  distinguished  in 
the  literary  world ;  among  them  were  the  face- 
tious brothers,  the  Smiths,  James  and  Horace, 
Theodore  Hook,  and  others;  but  it  appears 
Campbell  was  behind  none  of  them  in  the  zest 
with  which  he  entered  into  the  pleasantries  of 
the  time,  and  many  on  anecdote  is  recorded  of 
him  on  those  occasions,  to  which  some  biographer 
will  doubtless  do  justice  hereafter. 

In  1824  Campbell  published  his  *«  Theodric,  a 
Domestic  Tale,**  the  least  popular  of  his  works. 
Many  pieces  of  great  merit  came  out  in  the  same 
volume,  among  which  are  the  ^  Lines  to  J.  P. 
Kemble,**  and  those  entitled  the  *«Last  Man.** 
The  fame  of  CampbeU,  however,  must  rest  on 
his  previous  publications,  which,  though  not 
numerous,  are  so  correct,  and  were  so  fastidious- 
ly revised,  that,  while  they  remain  as  standards 
of  purity  in  the  English  tongue,  they  sufficiently 
explain  why  their  author*8  compositions  are  so 
limited  in  number,  **  since  he  who  wrote  so  cor- 
rectly could  not  be  expected  to  write  much.** 

By  his  marriage  Campbell  had  two  sons.  One 
of  them  died  before  attaining  his  twentieth  year; 
the  other  while  at  Bonn,  where,  as  already  ob- 
served, he  was  placed  for  his  education,  exhibit- 
ed symptoms  of  an  erring  mind,  which,  on  his 
return  to  flngland  soon  afterwards,  ripened  into 
mental  derangement  of  the  milder  species.  Thb 
disease,  it  is  probable,  he  inherited  on  his  mother's 
side,  as  on  his  &ther*8  no  symptoms  of  it  had 
ever  been  shown.  After  several  years  passed  in 
this  way,  during  which  the  mental  disease  consid- 
erably relaxed,  so  that  young  Campbell  became 
wholly  inoffensive,  hb  father  received  him  into 
his  house.    The  effects  of  such  a  sight  upon  a 
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miad  of  the  most  exquisite  sensibility,  liktf  the 
poet*s,  may  be  readily  imagined ;  it  was,  at  times, 
a  souroe  of  the  keenest  sufferinfr. 

We  most  now  allude  to  an  eient  in  Campbell's 
Ufe,  which  will  cause  him  the  fratitude  of  mil- 
lions of  unborn  hearts,  and  the  benefits  of  which 
aie  ineaimhWe.  It  is  to  Campbell  that  England 
ewes  the  London  University.  Four  jrears  before 
it  was  made  public,  the  idea  struck  his  mind,  from 
having  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  univer- 
sities  of  Germany,  and  studying  their  regulations. 
He  communicated  it  at  first  to  two  or  three  friends 
only,  until  his  ideas  upon  the  subject  became  ma- 
tnie,  when  they  were  made  public,  and  a  meeting 
upon  the  business  convened  in  London,  which 
Mr.  Campbell  addressed,  and  where  the  establish- 
ment of  such  an  institution  met  the  most  zealous 
support.  Once  in  operation,  the  men  of  the  city, 
headed  by  Mr.  Brougham,  lost  not  a  moment  in 
advancing  the  great  and  usefijd  object  in  view^ — 
The  undertaking  was  divided  into  shares,  which 
were  rapidly  taken.  Mr.  Brougham  took  the  lead- 
ing part,  and  addressed  the  various  meetings  on 
the  subject  Mr.  Campbell,  ill  fitted  for  steady 
exertion,  seems  to  have  left  the  active  arrange- 
menti  to  others  better  qualified  for  them  by  habits 
of  business,  and  contented  himself  with  attend- 
ing  the  committees.  With  a  rapidity  unexampled 
the  London  University  has  been  completed ;  and 
Campbell  has  had  the  satisfiu^on  of  seeing  his 
projected  instrument  of  education  in  fiill  opera- 
tion, in  less  than  three  years  after  he  made  the 
scheme  public. 

In  person,  Campbell  is  below  the  middle  stat- 
ure,  well  made,  but  slender.  His  features  indi- 
eate  great  sensibility,  and  that  fastidiousness  for 
which  he  is  remarkable  in  everything  he  under- 
takes. His  eyes  are  large,  peculiarly  striking,  and 
of  a  deep  blue  color,  his  nose  aquiline,  his  ex- 
pression generally  saturnine.  He  has  long  worn 
a  peruke,  but  the  natural  cohir  of  his  hair  is 
dark.  His  step  is  light,  but  firm ;  and  he  appears 
to  possess  much  more  energy  of  constitution  than 
men  of  fifty-two,  who  have  been  studious  in  their 
habits,  exhibit  in  generaL  His  time  for  study  is 
mostly  during  the  stillness  of  night,  when  he  can 
be  whcdly  abstiacted  firom  external  objects.    He 


exhibits  great  fondness  for  reeondite  siljedi; 
and  will  fireqoently  spend  day*  in  minute  iaiw- 
tigations  into  languages,  which  in  the  nmA  w 
of  no  moment :  but  hb  ever-delighted  tbean  ii 
Greece,  her  arts  and  literature.    There  he  is  d 
home ;  it  was  his  earliest  and  will  probablv  be 
his  latest  study.  There  is  no  branch  of  poetryar 
history  which  has  reached  us  from  the  "modMr 
of  arts**  with  wfaidi  he  is  not  fomiliar.   Bb  bi 
severely  handled  Mitfbrd  for  his  singular  pnse 
of  the  Lacedemonians  at  tho  expense  of  the  AAe- 
nians,  and  his  preference  of  their  barbaroof  wd 
obscene  laws  to  the  legislation  of  the  latter  peo- 
ple.   His  Lectures  on  Greek  Poetry  are  sfaesdj 
before  the  public,  having  appeared  in  psiis  is 
the  New  Monthly  Magazine*    He  also  pobliabed 
** Annals  of  Great  Britain,  from  the  aeoessioB  of 
George  the  Third  to  the  Peace  of  Amiens;"  uA 
b  the  author  of  several  articles  on  Poetry  and 
Belles-Lettres  in  the  Edinbmrgk  Emrydapmim.  b 
addition  to  the  profits  derived  from  these  literary 
bbors,  our  Poet  enjoys  a  pension  frwn  Goiera- 
ment,  supposed  to  have  been  granted  to  him  fat 
writing  political  paragraphs  in  an  evening  papor, 
in  support  of  Lord  Grenville*s  administratba. 

Campbell  was,  as  has  been  befive  observed, 
educated  at  Glasgow,  and  received  the  honor  el 
election  for  Lord  Rector,  three 
notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  the 
and  the  excellent  individuab  who  vrere  piaosi 
against  him ;  among  whom  were  the  late  m*^!'^*' 
Canning  and  Sir  Walter  Scott  The  stndente  e^ 
Glasgow  College  considered  that  the  celebrity  d 
the  poet,  hb  liberal  principles,  his  being  a  kSBam 
townsman,  and  hb  attention  to  their  inlareste 
entitled  him  to  the  preference. 

Finally,  Campbell  has  all  the  characteristics  d 
the  genus  irriiabUe  about  him.  He  b  the  creatnn 
of  impulses,  and  often  does  things  upon  the  spv 
of  the  moment,  which  upon  reflection  he  reeaBi 
He  b  remarkable  for  absence  of  mind ;  b  ehaiita 
fale  and  kind  in  hb  disposition,  but  of  quick  tem 
per:  his  amusemente  are  few,  the  fUend  an 
conversation  only.  Hb  heart  is  perhaps  ooe  d 
the  best  that  beats  in  a  human  bosom ;  it  is,  n 
eflfect,  that  which  should  belong  to  the  poet  d 
I** Gertrude,**  hb  fovorite  personification. 
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IN  TWO  PARTS. 


PART  L 

ANALYSia 

Tbs  Fmhi  opena  with  a  comperiflon  between  the 
bwuljl  of  remote  objects  in  a  landscape,  and  those 
ideal  aeenes  of  felicit3r  which  the  imagination  de- 
Egbfti  Id  ooDtemplate--^e  influence  of  anticipation 
ipoo  dia  other  passions  is  next  delineated*-an  allu- 
ii  BHMie  to  the  well-known  fiction  in  I^igan  tra- 
dist,  when  all  the  guardian  deities  of  man- 
the  world,  Hope  alone  ^-as  left  be- 
oonsolations  of  this  passion  in  situations 
flf  dnger  end  distress — the  seaman  on  his  watch — 
4t  BoUitt  marching  into  battle — allusion  to  the 
■luiuBtiDg  adventures  of  Byron. 

Tbe  inepimtion  of  Hope,  as  it  actuates  the  efibrts  of 
ffoam,  irtiether  in  the  department  of  science,  or  of 
tic  ielidty,  how  intimately  connected 
of  future  happiness — |»ctnre  of  a  mother 
welduiig  her  infimt  when  asleep-— pictures  of  the 
|riMiier»  die  maniac,  and  the  wanderer. 
fVom  the  consolations  of  individual  misery,  a 
ia  made  to  prospects  of  political  improve- 
in  the  future  state  of  society — the  wide  field 
ii  jet  open  for  the  progress  of  humanizing  arts 


■d  tnith  over  despotic  and  barbarous  countries,  by 
feliiirhnly  contrast  of  ideas,  we  arc  led  to  reflect 
tfOQ  die  hud  fiite  of  a  brave  people  recently  con- 
ipicapm in  dieir  struggles  for  independence— -deecrip- 
te  of  the  capture  of  Warsaw,  of  the  last  contest 
of  the  opprwsiors  and  the  oppressed,  and  the  mas- 
man  of  the  Polish  patriots  at  the  bridge  of  Prague — 
iposnophe  to  the  self-interested  enemies  of  human 
iaqxovemeot — the  wrongs  of  Africa — the  barbarous 
paKcj  of  Europeans  in  India — ^prophecy  in  the  Hin- 
doo mythology  of  the  expected  descent  of  the  Deity 
Id  ledrees  the  miseries  of  their  race,  and  to  take 
on  the  violators  of  justice  and  mercy. 


At  sommer  eve,  when  Heaven's  ethereal  bow 
Spans  with  bright  arch  the  glittering  hills  below, 
Why  lo  yon  mountain  turns  the  musing  eye, 
Whoae  lon-hright  fummit  mingles  with  the  dtyf 
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Why  do  those  ciifb  of  shadowy  tint  appear 
More  sweet  than  all  the  landscape  smiling  nearf— 
Tis  distance  lends  enchantment.  |q  the  view, 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  azure  hue. 
Thus,  with  delight  we  linger  to  survey 
The  promised  joys  of  life's  unmeasured  way ; 
Thus,  from  afar,  each  dim-discover*d  scene 
More  pleasing  seems  than  all  the  post  hath  been; 
And  every  form,  that  Fancy  con  repair 
From  dark  oblivion,  glows  divinely  there. 

W^nt  potent  spirit  guides  the  raptured  eye 
To  pierce  the  shades  of  dim  futurity  ? 
Can  Wisdom  lend,  witli  all  her  heavenly  power, 
The  pledge  of  Joy's  anticipated  hour  ? 
Ah,  no !  she  darkly  sees  the  &te  of  man— 
Her  dim  horizon  bounded  to  a  span ; 
Or,  if  she  hold  an  image  to  the  view, 
'T  is  Nature  pictured  too  severely  true. 
With  thee,  sweet  Hope  !  resides  the  heavenly  light. 
That  pours  remotest  rapture  on  the  sight : 
Thine  is  the  charm  of  Life's  bewilder'd  way. 
That  calls  each  slumbering  passion  into  play. 
Waked  by  thy  touch,  I  see  the  sister  band. 
On  tiptoe  watching,  start  at  thy  command, 
And  fly  where'er  thy  mandate  bids  them  steer, 


muavtlized  nations-— from  these  views  of  To  Pleasure's  path,  or  Glory's  bright  career. 
of  society,  and  the  extension  of  liberty 

Prime\'al  Hope,  the  Aonian  Muses  say. 
When  Man  and  Nature  moum'd  iheir  first  decay; 
When  every  form  of  death,  and  every  woe. 
Shot  from  malignant  stars  to  earth  below ; 
When  Murder  bored  her  urm.  and  rampant  War 
Yoked  the  red  dragonj  of  her  iron  car ; 
When  Peace  and  Mercy,  banisli'd  from  the  plain. 
Sprung  on  the  viewless  winds  to  Heaven  again ; 
All,  all  forsook  the  friendless  guilty  mind. 
But  Hope,  the  charmer,  linger'd  still  behind. 

Thus,  while  Elijah's  burning  wheels  piepare 
From  Carrocl's  heights  to  sweep  the  fields  of  air. 
The  prophet's  mantle,  ere  his  flight  began, 
Dropt  on  the  world — a  sacred  gifl  to  man. 

Auspicious  Hope  !  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  lor  every  woe  ,* 
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Won  by  their  twwts,  in  Nature's  languid  hour. 
The  way-worn  pilgrim  aeeks  thy  Mmmer  bower; 
There,  ae  the  wild  bee  munniUB  on  the  wing. 
What  peaceful  dreamt  thy  handmaid  tpirita  bring ! 
What  viewieai  finme  th'  iEolian  organ  play. 
And  sweep  the  furrow'd  lines  of  anxwos  thought 
away! 

Angel  of  fife !  thy  guttering  wings  explore 
Earth's  lonefiest  bounds,  and  Ocean's  wiUesl  shore. 
Lo!  to  the  wintry  winds  the  pilot  yields 
His  bark,  careering  o*er  un&thom'd  fields ; 
Now  on  Atlantic  waves  he  rides  a&r. 
Where  Andes,  giant  of  the  western  star, 
With  meteor-standard  lo  the  winds  unfurl*d. 
Looks  fiom  his  throne  of  clouds  o*er  half  the  worid! 

Now  fitf  he  sweeps,  where  scarce  a  summer  smiles 
On  Behring's  rocks,  or  Greenland's  naked  isles : 
Cold  on  hb  midnight  watch  the  breexes  blow. 
From  wastes  that  slumber  in  eternal  snow ; 
And  waA,  across  the  wave's  tumultuous  roar. 
The  wolfs  long  howl  from  Oonalaska's  shore. 

Pbor  child  <^  danger,  nunling  of  the  storm. 
Sad  are  the  woes  that  wreck  thy  manly  ferm ! 
Rocks,  waves,  and  winds,  the  shatter'd  bark  delay; 
Thy  heart  is  sad,  thy  home  is  fer  away. 

But  Hon  can  here  hor  moonli^t  vigils  keep. 
And  sing  to  charm  the  spirit  of  the  deep  : 
Swift  as  yon  streamer  lights  the  starry  pole. 
Her  visions  warm  the  watdunan's  pensive  soul ; 
His  native  hills  that  rise  in  happier  climes, 
The  grot  that  heard  his  song  o^  other  times. 
His  cottage  home,  his  bark  of  slender  sail, 
riia  glany  lake,  and  broomwood-UosBoro'd  vale. 
Rush  on  his  thought ;  he  sweeps  before  the  wind. 
Treads  the  loved  shore  he  sigh'd  to  leave  behind ; 
Meets  at  each  step  a  friend's  bmiliar  &oe. 
And  flies  at  last  to  Helen's  long  embrace; 
Wipes  from  her  cheek  the  rapture-speaking  tear. 
And  clasps,  with  many  a  sigh,  his  diildren  dear! 
While,  kog  neglected,  but  at  length  caress'd. 
His  feithful  dog  salutes  the  smiling  guest. 
Points  10  the  master's  eyes  (where'er  they  roam) 
His  wistful  fiux,  and  whines  a  welcome  home. 

Friend  of  the  brave!  in  perirs  darkest  hour, 
Intrepid  Virtue  loc^  to  thee  for  power ; 
To  thee  the  heart  iti  tremUing  homage  yields. 
On  stormy  floods,  and  camage-cover'd  fields. 
When  front  to  front  the  bsinp'il  hosts  combine. 
Halt  ere  they  dose,  and  form  the  dreadful  line. 
ynktn  all  is  still  on  Death's  devoted  soil. 
The  march- worn  soldier  mingles  for  the  toil ; 
As  rings  his  glittering  tube,  he  lifts  on  high 
The  dauntlesi  brow,  and  spiriUspeaking  eye, 
Haib  in  his  heart  the  triumf^  yet  to  come. 
And  heaxs  thy  stormy  music  in  the  drum ! 

And  such  thy  strength^nspiring  aid  that  bore 
The  hardy  Byron  to  his  native  shore — (1) 
In  horrid  cfimes,  where  Chiloe's  tempests  sweep 
Tumultnons  murmuis  o'er  the  troubled  deep, 
T  was  his  lo  moum  Misfbrtune's  rudest  shock. 
Scourged  by  the  winds,  and  cradled  on  the  rock. 


To  wake  each  joyless  mom.  and 
The  fenwii'd  hamrts  of  solitary  men; 
Whose  race,  unyielding  aa  their  native 
Know  not  a  trace  of  Nature  but  the  Sum ; 
Tet,  at  thy  call,  the  hardy  tar  pursued, 
Pisle,  but  intrepid,  sad,  but  nnsnbdned. 
Pierced  the  deep  woods,  and  hailing  fi«n  aftr 
The  moon's  pale  planet  and  iht  nordMn  ste; 
Paused  at  eadi  dreary  cry,  unheard  beftra, 
H]renas  in  the  wild,  and  mermaids  on  die 
Till,  led  by  thee  o*er  many  a  clifiT  sublime^ 
He  found  a  warmer  world,  a  milder  diiH^ 
A  home  to  rest,  a  shelter  to  defend. 
Peace  and  repose,  a  Briton  and  a  friend !  (J2) 

Congenial  Hon!  thy  passia 
How  bright,  how  strong,  in  youthls  anmahled  hsi 
On  yon  proud  height,  with  G^iius  hand  in  hand, 
I  see  thee  light,  and  wave  thy  golden  wand. 


**  Go,  child  of  Heav*n !  (thy  winged 
'T  is  thine  to  search  the  bcwmdless  fields  of 
Lo !  Newton,  priest  of  nature,  shines  afer. 
Scans  the  wide  wcwld,  and  numbers  every  star! 
WUt  thou,  with  him,  mysterioos  rites  apply. 
And  watdi  the  shrine  with  woodei4(eaining  eye! 
Yes,  thou  shalt  mark,  widi  msgic  art  profouad. 
The  speed  of  light,  the  circling  march  of 
With  Fruiklin  grssp  the  lightning's  fiery 
Or  yield  the  lyre  of  Heav*n  another  string.  (3) 


''The  Swedish  sage  (4)  admires  in 
EQs  winged  insects,  and  hb  rosy  flowers; 
Calls  fiom  thdr  woodland  haunts  the  savage 
With  sounding  horn,  and  counts  them  on  the 
So  once,  at  Heaven's  command,  the  wand'rets 
To  Eden's  shade,  and  heard  their  various 


**  Far  fiom  the  world,  in  yon  sequester'd  climew 
Slow  pass  the  sons  of  Wisdom,  more  sublime; 
Calm  as  the  fields  of  Heav'n  his  sapient  eye 
The  loved  Athenian  UAs  to  realms  on  high. 
Admiring  Plato,  on  his  spotless  page. 
Stamps  the  bri|^t  dictates  of  the  Father  sage : 
*  Shall  Nature  bound  to  Earth's  diurnal  span 
The  fire  of  God,  th'  immortal  soul  of  man  f 

**  Turn,  child  of  Heav'n,  thy  repture-li|^iten*d  efs 
To  Wisdom's  walks^ — the  sacred  Nine  are  nigh: 
Hark!  from  bright  spires  that  gild  the  Dripliiaa 

height, 
FrcHn  streams  that  wander  in  eternal  light. 
Ranged  on  their  hill,  llarmonia's  daughters  sweD 
The  mingling  tones  of  horn,  and  harp,  and  shell ; 
Deep  from  his  vaults,  the  Loiian  murmurs  flow,  (5) 
.\nd  Pythia's  awful  organ  peals  below. 

*•  Beloved  of  Heav'n !  the  smUing  Muse  shall  died 
Her  moonlight  halo  on  thy  beauteous  head ; 
Shall  swell  thy  heart  to  rapture  unconfined. 
And  breathe  a  holy  madneas  o'er  thy  mind. 
I  see  thee  roam  her  guardian  pow'r  beneath. 
And  talk  with  spirits  on  the  midnigfat  heath ; 
Inquire  of  guilty  wand'rers  whence  they  came. 
Aiid  ask  each  Uood-stain'd  form  his  earthly  name; 
Then  weave  in  rapid  verse  the  deeds  they  tell. 
And  read  the  tnaikHag  worM  the  tales  of  helL 
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**WhflB  Vfloui*  thvooed  in  cloiidi  of  nmy  hne, 
^1iQ0i  from  htr  gpidea  van  the  vetper  dew, 
•And  bide  ftod  men  her  gUmmering  noon  employ, 
'BMted  to  love,  end  walkf  of  tender  joy; 
A  mflder  mood  the  goddem  thall  recall, 
I       And  toft  ae  dew  thy  tonee  of  music  &11 ; 
i^      'While  Beenly*!  deeply*pictured  tmiles  impart 
A  pang  more  dear  than  pleasure  to  the  heart — 
Warm  as  thy  sighs  shall  flow  the  Lesbian  strain. 
And  plead  in  Beauty's  ear,  nor  plead  in  vain. 

"Or  wflt  thoa  Orphean  h3rmns  more  sacred  deem, 
And  steep  thy  song  in  Mercy's  mellow  stream  ? 
Tft  peoaive  dJiops  the  radiant  eye  beguile— 
For  Beanty's  tears  are  lovelier  than  her  smile ; — 
On  Natoie'a  throbbing  anguish  pour  relief? 
And  teach  impassiQn'd  souls  the  joy  of  grief? 

'*TeB;  to  thy  tongue  shall  semph  words  be  given. 
And  power  on  earth  to  plead  the  cause  of  Heaven ; 
The  pnod,  the  cold  untroubled  heart  of  stone. 
That  nerer  muaed  on  sorrow  but  its  own, 
Unlodoi  a  generous  store  at  thy  command. 
Like  Hoieb'a  rocks  beneath  the  prophet's  hand.  (6) 
Hie  liring  lumber  of  his  kindred  earth, 
Chann'd  into  soul,  receives  a  second  birth, 
Feeli  diy  dread  power  another  heart  afibrd. 
Whose  passion-tonch'd  harmonioos  strings  accord 
T^ne  as  the  circling  spheres  to  Nature's  plan ; 
And  man,  die  brother,  lives  the  fiiend  of  man. 


*■  Bkfi^  M  ^  pillar  rose  at  Heaven's  command, 
When  Israel  march'd  along  the  desert  land, 
Blaaed  throng^  ^  night  on  lonely  wilds  a&r. 
And  told  die  path*— a  never-eetting  star: 
8q^  haaTenly  Genius,  in  thy  coufm  divine, 
HoTK  m  dqr  star,  her  light  is  ever  thine." 

RopitSoos  Power!  when  rankling  cares  annoy 
Tlia  sacred  home  of  Hymenean  joy; 
Wban  doom*d  to  Poverty's  seqoester'd  dell, 
The  wedded  pair  of  love  and  virtue  dwell, 
Unpitied  by  die  world,  unknown  to  fiime, 
Hieir  woea,  dieir  wishes,  and  their  hearts  die  same— 
Oh*  fhaie^  prophetic  Hope  !  thy  smile  bestow. 
And  dmae  die  pangs  that  worth  should  never  know — 
HtfBn,  m  die  parent  deals  his  scanty  store 
lb  ftiendless  babes,  and  weeps  to  give  no  more, 
TaOt  dwt  his  manly  race  shall  yet  assuage 
TlMir  ftdier'a  wrongs,  and  shield  his  latter  age. 
What  dioagh  lor  him  no  Hybla  sweets  distil, 
Nor  Uoomy  vines  wave  purple  on  the  hill ; 
TtHf  diet  when  silent  yean  have  pess'd  away, 
Hat  when  his  eye  grows  dim,  his  treoMs  grey, 
'Hieie  busy  hands  a  lovelier  cot  shall  build. 
And  de^  with  fiurer  flowers  his  Uttle  field. 
And  call  from  Heaven  propitious  dews  to  breathe 
Area£an  beauty  on  the  barren  heath ; 
TeD,  dwt  Tdule  Love's  spontaneous  smile  endears 
Tlie  days  of  peace,  the  sabbath  of  his  years. 
Health  shall  prolong  to  many  a  festive  hour 
Tlie  aodal  pleasures  of  his  humble  bower. 

Lo!  at  the  couch  where  infant  beauty  sleeps. 
Her  silent  watdi  the  mournful  mother  keeps ; 
while  the  lovely  babe  unconscious  lies, 
on  her  slumbering  child  with  pensive  eyes, 


And  weaves  a  song  of  melancholy  joy — 

**  Sleep,  image  of  thy  fiuher,  sleep,  my  boy : 

No  lingering  hour  of  sorrow  shall  be  thine ; 

No  sigh  that  rends  thy  father's  heart  and  mine ; 

Bright  as  his  manly  sire  the  son  shall  be 

In  form  and  soul ;  but,  ah !  more  blest  than  be ! 

Thy  fame,  thy  worth,  thy  filial  love,  at  last. 

Shall  soothe  his  aching  heart  for  all  the  past — 

With  many  a  smile  my  solitude  repay. 

And  chase  the  world's  ungenerous  scorn  away. 

"  And  say,  when  summon'd  from  the  world  and 
thee 
I  lay  my  head  beneath  the  willow-tree. 
Wilt  thout  sweet  mourner!  at  my  stone  appear, 
And  soothe  my  parted  8|Mrit  lingering  near? 
Oh,  wilt  thou  come,  at  evening  hour  to  shed 
The  tears  of  Memory  o'er  my  narrow  bed ; 
With  aching  temples  on  thy  hand  reclined. 
Muse  on  the  last  fiuewell  I  leave  behind. 
Breathe  a  deep  sigh  to  winds  that  murmur  low. 
And  think  on  all  my  love,  and  all  my  woe?" 

So  speaks  Aflection,  ere  the  infimt  eye 
Can  look  regard,  or  brighten  in  reply; 
But  when  the  cherub  lip  hath  learnt  to  claim 
A  mother's  ear  by  that  endearing  name ; 
Soon  as  the  plajrful  innocent  can  prove 
A  tear  of  pity,  or  a  smile  of  love, 
Or  cons  his  murmuring  task  beneath  her  care, 
Or  lisps  with  holy  look  his  evening  prayer. 
Or  gazing,  mutely  pensive,  sits  to  hear 
The  mournful  ballad  warbled  in  his  ear ; 
How  fondly  looks  admiring  Hon  the  while 
At  every  artless  tear,  and  every  smile ! 
How  glows  the  joyous  parent  to  descry 
A  guileless  bosom,  true  to  sympathy! 

W^ere  is  the  troubled  heart,  oonsign'd  to  share 
Tumultuous  toils,  or  solitary  care, 
Unblest  by  visionary  thoughts  that  stray 
To  count  the  joys  of  Fortune's  bettor  day! 
Lo,  nature,  life,  and  liberty  relume 
The  dimmed  tenant  of  the  dungeon  gloom, 
A  long-lost  fiiend,  or  hapless  child  restored. 
Smiles  at  his  blazing  hearth  and  social  board ; 
Warm  from  his  heart  the  tears  of  rapture  flow, 
And  virtue  triumphs  o'er  remember'd  woe. 

Chide  not  his  peace,  proud  Reason!  nor  destroy 
The  shadowy  forms  of  uncreated  joy. 
That  urge  the  lingering  tide  of  life,  and  pour 
Spontaneous  slumber  on  his  midnight  hour. 
Hark !  the  wild  maniac  sings,  to  chide  the  gale 
That  wafli  so  slow  Mr  lover's  distant  sail : 
She,  sad  spectatress,  on  the  wintry  shore 
Watch'd  the  rude  surge  his  shroudless  cone  that  bore, 
Knew  the  pale  form,  and,  shrieking  in  amaze, 
Clasp'd  her  cold  hands,  and  fijc'd  her  maddening  gaze  : 
Poor  widow'd  wretch!  'twas  there  she  wept  in  vain, 
Till  Memory  fled  her  agrmizing  brain ; — 
But  Mercy  gave,  to  charm  the  sense  of  woe, 
Ideal  peace,  that  truth  could  ne'er  bestow; 
Warm  on  her  heart  the  joys  of  Fancy  beam. 
And  aimless  Hopk  delights  her  darkest  dream. 

Ofl  when  yon  moon  has  climb'd  the  midnight  sky, 
And  the  lone  sea-lnrd  wakes  its  wildest  cry, 
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Piled  OD  the  iteep,  Imt  blazing  fiigola  bam 
To  hftfl  die  beik  dmt  never  can  return ; 
And  still  the  waits,  bat  scarce  fivbears  to  weep 
That  oooBtant  lore  can  linger  on  the  deep. 

And,  mark  the  wretdi,  whose  wanderings  never 
knew 
The  wofid's  regard,  that  soothes,  Uioagh  half  ontrue. 
Whose  erring  heart  the  lash  of  sorrow  bore, 
Bot  found  not  pity  when  it  err'd  no  more. 
YoD  fneodlen  man,  at  whose  dejected  eye 
Th*  onfeeltng  prood  one  looks— and  passes  by, 
Condemn'd  on  Penury's  barren  path  to  roam, 
Scom'd  by  the  world,  and  left  without  a  horoe-^ 
Even  he,  at  evening,  should  he  dnnce  to  stray 
Down  by  the  hamlet's  hawthorn-scented  way. 
Where,  round  the  oot's  romantic  glade,  are  seen 
The  bloasom'd  bean-field,  and  the  sloping  green. 
Leans  o'er  its  humble  gate,  and  thinks  the  while— 
Oh!  that  for  me  some  home  like  this  would  smile. 
Some  hamlet  shade,  to  yield  my  sickly  form 
Health  in  the  breexe,  and  shelter  in  the  storm ! 
There  should  my  hand  no  stinted  boon  assign 
To  wretched  hearts  with  sorrow  such  as  mine  J— 
That  generous  wish  can  soothe  unpiticd  care. 
And  Hope  half  mingles  with  the  poor  man's  prajrer. 

HopK !  when  I  mourn,  with  sympathizing  mind. 
The  wrongs  of  (ate,  the  woes  of  human  kind* 
Thy  blissful  omens  bid  my  spirit  see 
The  boundless  fields  of  mpture  yet  to  be ; 
I  watch  die  wheels  of  Nature's  mazy  plan. 
And  learn  the  future  by  the  past  of  man. 

Come,  bright  Improvement !  on  the  car  of  Time, 
And  rule  the  spacious  worid  from  clime  to  clime ; 
Thy  handmaid  arts  shall  every  wild  explore. 
Trace  every  wave,  and  culture  every  shore. 
On  E>ie's  banks,  where  tigers  steal  along. 
And  the  dread  Indian  chanti  a  dismal  song. 
Where  human  fiends  (hi  midnight  errands  walk. 
And  bathe  in  brains  the  murderous  tomahawk ; 
There  shall  the  flocks  on  thymy  pasture  stray. 
And  shepherds  dance  at  Summer's  opening  day ; 
Each  wandering  genius  of  the  lonely  glen 
Shall  start  to  view  the  glittering  haunts  of  men. 
And  silence  watch,  on  woodland  heights  around, 
The  village  curlew  as  it  toUs  profound. 

In  Lybian  groves,  where  damned  rites  are  done, 
Hiat  bathe  the  rocks  in  Mood,  and  veil  the  sun. 
Truth  shall  arrest  the  rourd'rous  arm  pro&ne : 
Wild  Obi  flies  (7>— the  veil  is  rent  in  twaiiL 

V^lkere  barbarooa  hordes  on  Scythian  mountains 
roam. 
Truth,  Mercy,  Freedom,  yet  shall  find  a  home; 
Where'er  degraded  Nature  bleeds  and  pines. 
From  Guinea's  coast  to  Sibir's  dreary  mines,  (8) 
Truth  shall  pervade  the  un&tliom'd  darkness  there. 
And  light  the  dreadful  features  of  despair. — 
Hark !  the  stem  captive  spams  his  heavy  load. 
And  asks  the  image  back  that  Heaven  bestow'd ! 
Fierce  in  his  eye  the  fire  of  valor  bums. 
And,  aa  the  slave  departs,  the  man  returns. 

Oh!  aMred  Troth!  thy  triumph  cewed  awfafle. 
And  Hon,  thy  sister,  ceiaaed  with  thee  to  smile. 


When  leagued  Oppfcasion  poured  to  Northen 
Her  whiaker'd  pandoori  anid  her  fieree 
Waved  her  dread  standard  to  the  breeae  of 
Peal'd  her  loud  drum,  and  twang'd  hw 
Tumultuous  horror  brooded  o'er  her  van. 
Presaging  wrath  to  Poland    and  to  man! (^ 

Warsaw's  last  champion  fion  her  heig^ 
Wide  o'er  the  fields,  a  waste  of  rain  hud/^ 
Oh!  Heaven!  he  cried,  my  bleeding  ooantiy  savik* 
Is  there  no  hand  on  high  to  shield  die  brave  ? 
Yet,  though  destruction  sweep  these  lovely 
Rise,  fellow-men !  our  country  jret  remains ! 
By  that  dread  name,  we  wave  the  sword  oo 
Ajxi  swear  for  her  to  live ! — with  her  to  die ! 


He  said,  and  oo  the  rampart-heights  anrny'd 
His  trusty  wtmio^^  few,  but  undismay'd ; 
Firm-paced  and  slow,  a  horrid  front  they  fonv 
Still  as  the  breeze,  but  dreadful  as  the  stonn ; 
Low  murmuring  sounds  along  thdr  bannen  tf. 
Revenge,  or  death, — the  watch-word  and  reply; 
Then  peal'd  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  dmnn. 
And  the  lood  tocain  toll'd  thieir  last  alaraB^— 


In  vain,  alas !  in  vain,  ye  gaUant  few ! 
From  rank  to  rank  your  voUey'd  thunder  flew 
Oh,  Moodiest  picture  in  the  book  of  Timet 
Sarmatia  fell,  unwept,  without  a  crime ; 
Found  not  a  generous  friend,  a  pitjring  foe. 
Strength  in  her  arms,  nor  mercy  in  her  woe ! 
Dropp'd  from  her  nerveless  grasp  the  shatSer'd 
Closed  her  bright  eye,  and  curb'd  her  hi^ 
Hope,  for  a  season,  bade  t)ie  world  fereweU, 
And  Freedom  shriek'd — as  Koscaosko  fell! 


The  sun  went  down,  nor  ceased  the  carnage  dkHC 
Tumultuous  murder  shook  the  midiugfat  air — 
On  Prague's  proud  arch  the  fires  of  ruin  gkiw. 
His  blood^dyed  waters  murmuring  €u  below; 
The  storm  prevails,  the  rampart  yields  awqr. 
Bursts  the  wild  cry  of  horror  and  dismay! 
Hark !  as  the  smouldering  piles  with  thunder  fell, 
A  thousand  shrieks  for  hopeless  mercy  call ! 
Earth  sbodt — red  meteors  flash'd  along  the  tkf. 
And  conscious  Nature  shudder'd  at  the  cry ! 

Oh !  righteous  Heaven !  ere  Freedom  fbond  a  grave. 
Why  slept  the  sw^ord,  omnipotent  to  save  f 
Where  was  thine  arm,  O  vengeance !  where  thy  rod 
That  smote  the  foes  of  Zion  and  of  God ; 
That  crudi'd  proud  Ammon,  when  his  iron  car 
Was  )'oked  in  wrath,  and  thunder'd  fiom  afiff 
Where  was  the  storm  that  slumber'd  till  the  boat 
Of  blood<«tain'd  Pharaoh  left  their  trembling  ooaat; 
Then  bade  the  deep  and  wild  commotion  flow. 
And  heaved  an  ocean  on  their  march  below  t 

Departed  spirits  of  the  mighty  dead ! 
Te  that  at  Marathon  and  Leuctra  bled ! 
Friends  of  the  world !  restore  your  swords  to  man* 
Fight  in  his  sacred  cause,  and  lead  the  van ! 
Yet  for  Sarmatia's  tears  of  blood  atone. 
And  make  her  arm  puissant  as  your  own ! 
Oh!  once  again  to  Freedom's  cause  return 
iThe  patriot  Tell— 4he  Bruce  of  Bannockbum ! 
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J  piaiid  lords,  unpitied  land!  shall  see 
hath  yet  a  soul^-^and  dare  be  free ! 
lUe,  along  thy  saddening  plains, 
SB  night  of  Desolation  reigns ; 
11  restore  the  light  by  Nature  given, 
E*rometheu8,  bring  the  fire  of  Ueaven ! 
le  dust  Oppression  shall  be  hurl'd, 
her  nature,  wither'd  from  the  world ! 

the  rising  room  invidious  mark, 

the  light — because  jrour  deeds  are  dark ; 

:panding  truth  invidious  view, 

,  or  wish,  the  song  of  Hope  untrue ; 

nir  little  hands  prraume  to  span 

1  of  Genius,  and  the  powers  of  man ; 

e  watch,  at  Pride's  unhallow'd  shrine, 

OS,  newly  slain,  and  thus  divine : — 

dl  thy  triumph.  Genius,  cease ;  and  here 

eoce.  Virtue,  close  ywa  short  career." 

!  in  vain  ye  trace  the  wizard  ring ; 
t  limit  Mind's  unwearied  spring : 
a  ye  lull  the  winged  winds  asleep, 
I  rolling  world,  or  chain  the  deep  ? 
wild  wave  contemns  your  sceptred  hand : 
>t  back  when  Canute  gave  command ! 

an  thy  doom  no  brighter  soul  allow  7 
thou  live  a  blot  on  Nature's  brow? 
'*8  polluted  banner  ne'er  be  fiiri'd  ? 
tea  and  tyrants  cease  but  with  the  world  ? 
)  thy  triumphs,  sacred  Truth,  belied  ? 
hadi  Plato  lived-— or  Sidney  died  7 

adorers  of  departed  fame, 
D  at  Scipio's  worth,  or  Tully's  name ! 
1  fimded  vision,  can  admire 
1  of  Brutus,  and  the  Theban  lyre ! 
Iiistoric  ardor,  who  adore 
dc  haunt,  and  well-remember'd  shore, 
dor  tuned,  amid  her  chosen  throng, 
dan  trumpet  and  the  Spartan  song : 
iring  thence,  behold  the  later  charms 
id's  glory,  and  Helvetia's  arms ! 
n  fire  in  Hampden's  bosom  swell, 
ind  freedom  in  the  shaft  of  Tell ! 
od  zealots  to  the  worth  of  yore, 
ir  left  the  world — to  live  no  more? 
ihall  Brutus  bid  a  tyrant  die, 
ly  smile  with  vengeance  in  his  eye  7 
no  more,  when  sufiering  Freedom  calls, 
r  Fate,  and  triumph  as  he  falls ; 
disdoee,  through  peril  and  alarm, 
1  that  slumbers  in  a  peasant's  arm  7 

1  that  generous  cause,  for  ever  stnnig, 

ot's  virtue  and  the  poet's  song, 

le  tide  of  ages  rolls  away, 

rm  the  world,  imooDsdous  of  decay ! 

bere  are  hearts,  prophetic  Hope  may  trust, 
aber  yet  in  uncreated  dust, 
lo  fire  th'  adoring  sons  of  earth 
ry  diarm  of  wisdom  and  of  worth ; 
lo  U^^  with  intellectual  day, 
J  ^sdieels  of  Nature  as  they  play, 


Or,  warm  with  Fancy's  energy,  to  glow. 
And  rival  all  but  Shakspeare's  name  below ! 

And  say,  supernal  Powers!  who  deeply  scan 
Heaven's  dark  decrees,  unfathom'd  yet  by  nun. 
When  shall  the  world  call  down,  to  cleanse  her  iliame, 
That  embryo  spirit,  yet  without  a  name,— 
That  friend  of  Nature,  whose  avenging  handa 
Shall  burst  the  Lybian's  adamantine  bands  f 
Who,  sternly  marking  on  his  native  soil 
The  blood,  the  tears,  the  anguish  and  the  toil, 
Shall  bid  each  righteous  heart  exult,  to  see 
Peace  to  the  slave,  and  vengeance  on  the  free ! 

Yet,  yet,  degraded  men !  th'  expected  day 
That  breaks  your  bitter  cup,  is  far  away ; 
Trade,  wealth,  and  fashion,  ask  you  still  to  bleed, 
And  holy  men  give  Scripture  for  the  deed ; 
Scourged,  and  debased,  no  Briton  stoops  to  save 
A  wretch,  a  coward ;  yes,  because  a  dave ! 

Eternal  Nature !  when  thy  giant  hand 
Had  heaved  the  floods,  and  fix'd  the  trembling  land. 
When  life  sprung  starting  at  thy  plastic  call, 
flndless  her  forms,  and  man  the  lord  of  all! 
Say,  was  that  lordly  form  inspired  by  thee. 
To  wear  eternal  chains  and  bow  the  knee  7 
Was  man  ordain'd  the  slave  of  man  to  toil. 
Yoked  with  the  brutes,  and  fetter'd  to  the  soil; 
Weigh'd  in  a  tyrant's  balance  with  his  gold  7 
No ! — Natiure  stamp'd  us  in  a  heavenly  mould ! 
She  bade  no  wretch  his  thankless  labor  urge. 
Nor,  trembling,  take  the  pittance  and  the  scourge ! 
No  homeless  Lybian,  on  the  stormy  deep. 
To  call  upon  l:ds  country's  name,  and  weep ! 

Lo !  once  in  triumph,  on  his  boundless  plain. 
The  quiver'd  chief  of  Congo  loved  to  reign ; 
With  fires  proportion'd  to  his  native  sky. 
Strength  in  his  arm,  and  lightning  in  his  eye ; 
Scour'd  with  wild  feet  his  sun-illumined  zone. 
The  spear,  the  lion,  and  the  woods,  his  own ! 
Or  led  the  combat,  bold  without  a  plan, 
An  artless  savage,  but  a  fearless  man ! 

The  plunderer  came ! — alas !  no  glory  smiles 
For  Congo's  chief  on  yonder  Indian  isles ; 
For  ever  fall'n !  no  son  of  nature  now. 
With  freedom  charter'd  on  his  manly  brow ! 
Faint,  bleeding,  bound,  he  weeps  the  night  away. 
And  when  the  sea-wind  wafb  the  dewleas  day, 
Starts,  with  a  bunting  heart,  for  ever  more 
To  curse  the  stm  that  lights  their  guilty  shore ! 

The  shrill  horn  blew ;  (10)  at  that  alarom  knell 
His  guardian  angel  took  a  last  farewell ! 
That  funeral  dirge  to  darkness  hath  retign'd 
The  fiery  grandeur  of  a  generous  mind ! 
Poor  fetter'd  man !  I  hear  thee  whispering  low 
Unhallow'd  vows  to  Guilt,  the  child  of  Woe ! 
Friendless  thy  heart ;  and  canst  thou  harbor  there 
A  wish  but  death — a  passion  but  despair  7 

The  widow'd  Indian,  when  her  lord  expires. 
Mounts  the  dread  pile,  and  braves  the  funeral  fires ! 
So  &Us  the  heart  at  Thraldom's  bitter  sigh! 
ISo  Virtue  dies,  the  apoiise  of  liberty ! 
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But  not  to  hftm*M  banco  diniM  tkMM^ 
T»  Choi,  or  die  wild  Sberian  aone, 
Beloog  die  wietcbed  heart  and  Iwsgaid  eye. 
Degndad  worth,  and  poor  mirfartmie's  o^l — 
Te  oiieot  raahne,  where  Gangee'  waten  ran ! 
Fndifieiieldi!  dnminkineof  die  ran! 
How  kM^  your  tribee  have  trembled  and  obey*d! 
How  \at^  was  Tunoor's  iron  sceptre  swayU  (11) 
Whose  maishall'd  hosts,  the  Uods  of  the  plain. 
From  S^diia's  northern  mountains  to  the  main. 
Raged  o'er  your  plonder'd  shiines  and  altais  bare, 
Widi  blazing  torch  and  goiy  dmeter^— 
fltonn'd  with  the  cries  of  death  each  gentle  gale. 
And  bathed  in  blood  the  veidore  of  the  vale! 
Tet  ooold  no  pangs  the  immortal  spirit  tame. 
When  Brama*s  diildren  perished  for  his  name ; 
Tlie  martyr  smiled  beneath  avenging  power. 
And  braved  the  tynni  in  his  lortnring  hour! 

When  Europe  sought  your  sulgect  realms  to  gain, 
AimI  stretch'd  her  giant  sceptre  o'er  the  main. 
Taught  her  proud  barks  the  winding  way  to  shape. 
And  braved  die  stormy  spirit  of  the  Cape ;(12) 
Children  of  Brama!  then  was  Mercy  nigh 
To  wash  the  stain  of  blood  s  eternal  dye  f 
Did  Peace  descend,  to  triumph  and  to  save, 
When  fieebom  Britons  crasi'd  the  Indian  wave  f 
Ah,  no! — to  mora  than  Rome's  ambition  true. 
The  nurse  of  Freedom  gave  it  not  to  you! 
She  the  bold  routo  of  Europe's  guilt  began. 
And,  in  the  march  of  nations,  led  the  van! 

Ridi  in  the  gems  of  India's  gaudy  aone. 
And  plunder  piled  from  kingdoms  not  their  own, 
Degenerato  trade !  thy  minions  could  despise 
The  heart>bom  angnMih  of  a  thousand  cries ; 
Could  lock,  with  impious  hands,  their  teeming  store, 
While  frmish'd  natiom  died  along  die  shore :  (13) 
Could  mock  the  groans  of  fellow'men,  and  bear 
The  cuise  of  kuigdoms  peopled  with  despair ; 
Could  stamp  disgrace  on  man's  polluted  name. 
And  barter,  with  their  gold,  eternal  shame ! 

But  hark!  as  bow'd  to  earth  the  Bramin  kneels. 
From  heavenly  climes  propitious  diunder  peals ; 
Of  India's  frto  her  guardian  spiriti  tell. 
Prophetic  murmurs  breathing  on  the  shell. 
And  solemn  sounds,  that  awe  the  list'ning  mind. 
Roll  on  the  azure  paths  of  every  wind. 


**  Foes  of  mankind!  (her  guardian  spiriti  aayO 
Revolving  ages  bring  the  bitter  day. 
When  Heaven's  unerring  arm  shall  fidl  on  you. 
And  blood  for  blood  these  Indian  plains  bedew ; 
Nine  times  have  Brama 's  wheels  of  lightning  hurl'd 
His  awiul  presence  o'er  the  alarmed  world ;  (14) 
Nine  times  hath  Guilt,  through  aU  his  giant  fiame. 
Convulsive  trembled,  as  the  Mighty  came ; 
Nine  limes  hath  sufibring  Mercy  spared  in  vain— 
But  Heaven  shall  burrt  her  starry  gates  again! 
He  comes !  dread  Brama  shakes  the  sunless  sky 
With  murmuring  wrath,  and  thunders  from  on  hi^ 
Heaven's  fiery  horse,  beneath  his  warrior  form, 
Fiws  the  light  clouds,  and  gallops  on  the  storm! 
Wide  waves  his  flickering  sword ;  his  bright 

glow 
like  summer  suns,  and  light  the  worM  below ! 


Earth,  and  her  trembling  isles  in 
Are  shook;  and  Nature  rocks  bonsalh 


**  To  pour  redrem  on  India's 
The  oppf  casor  to  dethrone,  the  prood  to 
To  diase  dcstructian  fiom  her  plundered  shore 
With  arts  and  arms  that  triumph'd  onoe  beftN; 
The  tenth  Avatar  comes !  at  Heaven's 
Shall  Seiiswattee  wave  her  hallow'd  vrand ! 
And  Camdeo  bright,  and  Ganeaa  sublime,  (1^ 
Shall  blem  with  joy  their  own  propitions 
Come,  Heavenly  Powers !  primeval  peace 
Love ! — Mercy ! — ^Wisdom ! — rule  for 


i*ibid.       I 

kwrnal!    ^ 


i 


PART  XL 

ANALTSI& 

Apostrophe  to  the  power  of  Love— ill 
connexioa  widi  generous  and  social  seiailslily 
allusion  to  that  beautiful  passage  in  the  liegBwiiig  d 
the  book  of  Genesis,  which  represents  the 
of  Paradise  itself  incomplete,  tOl  Love  was 
added  to  its  other  blessings— the  dreams  of  fiitur 
felicity  ^idiich  a  lively  imaginatkai  is  mfiL  to 
when  K^  is  animated  by  refined 
diqxntian  to  combine,  in  one  imaginary  aocne  o 
reridence,  all  that  is  pleasing  in  our  estimate  of  hs| 
piness,  OMupared  to  the  skill  of  the  great  artist  wk 
personified  perfect  beauty,  in  the  picture  of  Venus,  l> 
an  assemblage  of  the  most  beautilnl  featuiea  ft 
oouM  find— a  summer  and  winter  evening  deseribe 
ss  they  may  be  supposed  to  arise  in  the  mind  of  «■ 
who  wishes,  with  enthusiasm,  Sx  die  unkm  of  fiico 
ship  and  retirement. 

Hope  and  Imagination  inseparaUe  agents— evi 
in  those  contemplative  moments  when  our  imagiB 
tkm  wanden  beyond  the  boundaries  of  this  wad 
our  minds  are  not  unattended  with  an  impmsit 
that  we  shall  some  day  have  a  wider  and  dirtin 
prospect  of  the  universe,  instead  of  the  partial  glimp 
we  now  eiyoy. 

The  last  and  most  sublime  influence  of  Hope  is  ti 
concluding  topic  of  the  poem — the  predominance* 
a  belief  in  a  future  state  over  the  terrore  attenda 
on  diasdution — the  banefiil  influoice  of  that  sof 
tical  phikoophy  which  bars  us  from  such  comforts* 
allosioa  to  the  fiite  of  a  suicide— episode  of  Conn 
and  Ellinore— conclusion. 


In  joyous  youth,  what  soul  hath  never  known 
'Riought,  feeing,  taste,  harmonioos  to  its  own  F 
Who  hath  not  paused  while  Beauty's  pensive  eye 
Ask'd  fiom  his  heart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  f 
Who  hath  not  own'd,  widi  rapture-smitten  frame. 
The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name  ? 

There  be,  perhaps,  who  barren  hearts  avow. 
Cold  as  the  rocks  on  Torneo's  hoary  brow ! 
There  be,  whose  loveless  wisdom  never  fiul'd. 
In  self-adoring  pride  securely  mail'd . — 
But,  triumph  not,  ye  peace-enamour'd  few ! 
Fire,  Nature,  Genius,  never  dwelt  widi  you ! 
For  yon  no  foncy  consecrates  the  scene 
WhMe  rapture  utter'd  vovtn,  and  wept  between , 
T  is  yours,  unmoved,  to  sever  and  to  meet ; 
No  pledge  is  sacred,  and  no  home  is  sweet ! 
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Who  diat  would  bA  a  heart  to  dnUneM  wed, 
Hie  waveleai  calm,  the  dumber  of  the  dead  t 
No;  the  wild  bli»  of  Nature  needs  alloy, 
And  fear  and  eonrow  fim  the  fire  of  joy ! 
And  taj,  without  our  hopee,  without  our  fean, 
Wdhoot  the  home  that  jiighted  love  endeart, 
Widwat  the  imile  from  partial  beauty  won, 
(k\  what  were  man  t — a  world  without  a  tun. 

Tin  Hymen  brought  hii  love-delighted  hour, 
Itoe  dwelt  no  joy  in  Eden*8  rosy  bower ! 
b  Tain  the  viewless  seraph  lingering  there, 
Atrtany  midnight  charm'd  the  silent  air; 
In  vain  the  wild-bird  caroll'd  on  the  steep. 
TV)  bail  the  sun,  slow  wheeling  from  the  deep ; 
In  vain,  lo  soothe  the  solitary  shade, 
A£risl  notes  in  mingling  measure  play'd ; 
The  summer  wind  that  shook  the  spangled  tree, 
Tlie  wfaiapering  wave,  the  murmur  of  the  bee ; — 
Sdll  slowly  pass'd  the  melancholy  day, 
And  still  die  stranger  wist  not  where  to  stmy. 
Hie  worid  was  sad ! — die  garden  was  a  wild ; 
And  man,  the  hermit,  sigh'd — till  woman  smiled ! 

IVne,  die  tad  power  to  generous  hearts  may  bring 
MiiioDB  angwiah  on  his  fiery  wing ; 
Bur'd  fiom  delight  by  fiite's  untimely  hand, 
Bjf  WBaltfalett  lot,  or  pitiless  command ; 
O^dooB'd  to  gaze  on  beauties  that  adorn 
Tbt  anile  of  triumph,  or  the  frown  of  scorn ; 
Wh3e  Bfonoiy  watches  o'er  the  sad  review, 
or  joys  diat  faded  like  the  morning  dew; 
Feaoe  may  depart — and  life  and  nature  seem 
A  fauren  path,  a  wildness,  and  a  dream ! 

Bat  can  die  noble  mind  for  ever  brood. 
The  wining  victim  of  a  weary  mood. 
On  heardets  cares  that  squander  life  a\%'ay. 
And  cioud  young  Genius  brightening  into  day  ? — 
Show  to  the  coward  thought  that  e*er  betray'd 
Tlie  noon  of  manhood  to  a  myrtle  shade ! — (16) 
If  HoR*!  creative  spirit  cannot  raise 
^  Imphy  sacred  to  thy  future  days, 
8eom  Ae  dull  crowd  that  haunt  the  gloomy  shrine, 
or  faspelett  love  to  murmur  and  repine ! 
^  ihould  a  sigh  of  milder  mood  express 
Tlqr  heart-warm  wishes,  true  to  happiness, 
^nlA  Heaven's  fair  harlnnger  delight  to  pour 
Ber  blissful  visions  on  thy  pensive  hour, 
No  tear  to  blot  thy  memory's  pictured  page. 
No  fean  but  such  as  fiuicy  can  assuage : 
IV)!]^  thy  wild  heart  some  hapless  hour  may  ml<«i 
IV  peaceful  tenor  of  unvaried  bliss 
(For  kn-e  pursues  an  everdevious  race. 
True  to  the  winding  lineaments  of  grace) ; 
Vet  stfll  may  Hope  her  talisman  employ 
To  match  from  Heaven  anticipated  joy. 
And  all  her  kindred  energies  impart 
That  bum  the  brightest  in  the  purest  heart 

When  first  the  Rhodian's  mimic  art  array'd 
Hie  queen  of  Beauty  in  her  Cjrprian  shade. 
Hie  happy  matter  mingled  on  his  piece 
£acfa  look  that  charm'd  him  in  the  &ir  of  Greece. 
TV>  &altleti  Nature  true,  he  stole  a  grace 
FroB  every  fioer  ibim  and  sweeter  £kce ; 


And  as  he  aqjoum'd  od  the  JEgean  idea, 
Woo'd  all  dieir  love,  and  treaturtd  aU  their  nmlet; 
Then  glow'd  the  tints,  pure,  precioot,  and  refined^ 
And  mortal  chaimtseem'd  heavenly,  when  oomfainedf 
Love  on  the  picture  tmiled !  Eipretsion  poor'd 
Her  mingling  spirit  there— and  Greece  adoied ! 

So  thy  fair  hand,  enamour'd  Fancy !  gleans 
The  treasured  pictures  of  a  thousand  scenes ; 
Thy  pencil  traces  go  the  Jover's  thought 
Some  cottage-home,  from  towns  and  toil  remote. 
Where  love  and  lore  may  claim  alternate  hours, 
With  Peace  embosom'd  in  Idalian  bowers ! 
Remote  from  busy  Life's  bewilder'd  way, 
O'er  all  his  heart  shall  Taste  and  Beauty  sway ! 
Free  on  the  suimy  slope,  or  winding  shore, 
Widi  hermit  steps  to  wander  and  adore ! 
There  shall  he  love,  when  genial  mom  appears. 
Like  pensive  Beauty  smiling  in  her  tears. 
To  wotch  the  brightening  roses  of  the  sky. 
And  muse  on  Nature  with  a  Poet's  eye ! — 
And  when  the  sun's  last  splendor  lights  the  deep. 
The  woods  and  waves,  and  murmuring  winds  asleep. 
When  &iry  harps  th'  Hesperian  planet  hail. 
And  the  lone  cuckoo  sighis  along  the  vale. 
His  path  shall  be  where  streamy  mountains  twell 
Their  shadowy  grandeur  o'er  the  narrow  dell. 
Where  mouldering  piles  and  forests  intervene, 
Mingling  with  darker  tints  the  li\'ing  green ; 
No  circling  hills  his  ravish'd  eye  to  bound. 
Heaven,  Earth,  and  Ocean,  blazing  all  around. 

The  moon  is  up— the  watch*tower  dimly  bums— 
And  down  the  vale  his  sober  step  returns ; 
But  pauses  ofl,  as  winding  rocks  convey 
The  still  sweet  fall  of  music  ftr  away ; 
And  oft  he  lingers  from  his  home  awhile 
To  watch  the  dying  notes  !—<md  start,  and  smile ! 

Let  Winter  come !  let  polar  spirits  sweep 
The  darkening  world,  and  tempest-troubled  deep! 
Though  boundless  snows  the  wither'd  heath  deform. 
And  the  dim  sun  scarce  wanders  through  the  storm, 
Yet  shall  the  smile  of  social  love  repay, 
With  mental  light,  the  melancholy  day ! 
And,  when  its  short  and  sullen  noon  is  o'er. 
The  ico-chain'd  'M'aters  slumbering  on  the  shore. 
How  bright  the  fiigots  in  his  little  hall 
Blaze  on  the  hearth,  and  warm  the  pictured  wall! 

How  blest  he  names,  in  Love's  familiar  tone. 
The  kind,  &ir  friend,  1^  Nature  mork'd  his  own ; 
And,  in  the  waveless  mirror  of  his  mind. 
Views  the  fleet  years  of  pleasure  left  behind. 
Since  Anna's  empire  o'er  his  heart  began ! 
Since  first  he  call'd  her  his  before  the  holy  man ! 

Trim  the  gay  taper  in  his  rustic  dome. 
And  light  the  wintry  paradise  of  home ; 
And  let  the  half-uncurtain'd  window  hail 
Some  way-worn  man  benighted  in  the  vale ! 
Now,  while  the  moaning  night-wind  rages  hi^ 
As  sweep  the  shot«tars  down  the  troubled  sky, 
While  fiery  hosts  in  Heaven's  wide  circle  play. 
And  bathe  in  lurid  light  the  milky-way. 
Safe  from  the  storm,  the  meteor,  and  the  diower. 
Some  pleating  page  shall  charm  the  solemn  hour— - 
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VfiOk  pttfaot  abdl  cnmniind,  with  wit  beguile, 
A  feneitMu  tear  of  angnMh.  or  a  amile^ 
Tliy  woes.  Anon !  (17)  and  thy  nmple  tale, 
(fet  all  the  heart  shall  triumph  and  prevail ! 
Charm'd  as  they  read  the  Terse  too  sadly  true. 
How  gallant  Albert,  and  his  weaiy  crew, 
Heaved  all  their  guns,  their  foundering  bark  to  save. 
And  toil'd — and  shriek'd    and  perish'd  od  the  wave! 

Yes,  at  the  dead  of  night,  by  Lonna's  steepti 
Hie  seaman's  cry  was  heard  along  the  deep; 
There,  oo  his  funeral  waters,  dark  and  wild. 
The  dying  &dier  bleM  his  darling  child ! 
Oh !  Mercy,  shield  her  innocence,  he  cried. 
Spent  OD  die  prayer  his  bursting  heart,  and  died ! 

Or  they  will  Icam  how  generous  worth  sublimes 
The  robber  Moor,  (18)  and  pleads  for  all  his  crimes ! 
How  poor  Amelia  kiss'd.  with  many  a  tear. 
His  hand  blood<«tain'd,  but  ever,  ever  dear! 
Hung  on  the  tortured  bosom  of  her  lord. 
And  wept  and  pray'd  perdition  from  his  sword ! 
Not  sought  in  vain!  at  that  heart-piercing  ciy 
The  strings  of  Nature  crack'd  with  agony ! 
He,  with  delirious  laugh,  the  dagger  hurl'd. 
And  burst  the  ties  that  bound  him  to  the  wwld ! 

Turn  from  his  dying  words,  that  smite  with  steel 
The  shuddering  thoughts,  or  wind  them  on  the  wheels 
Turn  to  the  gentler  melodies  that  suit 
Thalia's  harp,  or  Pan's  Arcadian  lute : 
Or,  down  the  stream  of  Truth's  historic  page. 
From  clime  to  clime  descend,  from  age  lo  age ! 

Yet  there,  periiaps,  may  daricer  scenes  obtrude 
Than  Fancy  fashions  in  her  wildest  mood ; 
There  shall  he  pause  with  horrent  brow,  to  rate 
What  millicHis  died — that  Cssar  might  be  great !( 19) 
Or  learn  the  fote  that  bleeding  thousands  boro, 
March'd   by   their  Charles   to  Dnieper's  su-am]^ 

shore ;  (20) 
Faint  in  hts  wounds,  and  shivering  in  the  blast. 
The  Swedish  soldier  sunk— and  groan'd  his  last ! 
File  afler  file  the  stormy  showers  benumb, 
Freeze  every  standard-dieet,  and  hush  the  dnun ! 
Horseman  and  horse  confess'd  the  bitter  pang. 
And  arms  and  warriors  fell  vtith  hollow  clang ! 
Yet,  ere  he  sunk  in  Nature's  last  repose. 
Ere  life's  warm  torrent  to  the  fountain  froze. 
The  d}'ing  man  to  Sweden  tum'd  his  eye. 
Thought  of  his  hame^  and  closed  it  with  a  sigh ! 
Imperial  Pride  look'd  sullen  on  his  plight, 
Aiid  Charies  beheld — nor  shudder'd  at  the  sight ! 

Above,  below,  in  Ocean,  Elarth.  and  Sky, 
Thy  foiry  worids.  Imagination,  lie. 
And  Hope  attends,  companion  of  die  way. 
Thy  dream  by  night,  thy  visions  of  the  day ! 
In  ymder  pensile  orb,  and  every  Sf^re 
That  gems  the  starry  girdle  of  the  year; 
In  thoae  unmeasured  worlds,  she  bids  thee  tell. 
Pure  from  their  God.  created  millions  dwell, 
Whose  names  and  natures,  unreveal'd  below. 
We  3ret  shall  learn,  and  u-onder  as  we  know ; 
For,  as  lona's  saint,  (21)  a  giant  form. 
Throned  on  her  towers,  conversing  widi  the  storm 
(When  o'er  each  Runic  altar,  weed-entwined. 


Tbm  vetper^kek  tolls  moumfol  to  tbs  wiad)^ 
Counti  every  wave-worn  isle,  and  mfwmlm  km. 
From  Kilda  to  the  green  lema'a  shore ; 
So,  when  thy  pure  and  renovated  mind 
This  perishaUe  dust  hath  left  behind. 
Thy  seraph  eye  shall  count  the  starry  tnin, 
like  distant  isles  embosom'd  in  the  main ; 
Rapt  to  the  shrine  where  motion  first  be^n. 
And  light  and  life  in  miiyling  torrent  ran ; 
From  whence  each  bright  rotundity  wis  hml'^ 
The  thnme  of  God — the  centre  of  the  worid! 

Oh !  vainly  wise,  the  moral  muse  hath  song 
That  suasive  Hope  hath  but  a  Syren  tongne ! 
True ;  she  may  sport  with  Ufe's  untutor'd  day. 
Nor  heed  the  solace  of  its  last  decay. 
The  guileless  heart  her  happy  mansinn  spom. 
And  part,  like  Ajut — never  to  return !  (22) 


But  yet,  methinks,  when  Wisdom  shall 
The  grief  and  passions  of  our  greener  age. 
Though  dull  the  close  of  life,  and  for  awvy 
Each  flower  that  hail'd  the  dawning  of  the  dsy; 
Yet  o'er  her  lovely  hopes,  that  once  were  dear. 
The  time-taught  spirit,  pensive,  not  severe. 
With  milder  griefs  her  aged  eye  shall  fill. 
And  weep  their  falsehood,  though  she  love  ihemibBI 

Thus,  with  forgiving  tears,  and  reconcfled. 
The  king  of  Judah  moum'd  his  rebel  child! 
Musing  on  da}-s,  when  yet  the  guiltless  boy 
Smiled  on  his  sire,  and  fill'd  his  heart  with  joy! 
My  Absalom!  the  voice  of  Nature  cried : 
Ctti !  that  for  thee  thy  father  could  have  died ! 
For  bloody  vma  the  deed,  and  rashly  done. 
Thai  slew  my  Absalom ! — my  scm ! — my  son ! 

Un&ding  Hope  !  when  life's  last  embers  bum. 
When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return ! 
Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awful  hoar ; 
Oh !  then,  thy  kingdom  comes !  immcHtal  Power! 
What  though  each  spark  of  earth-bom  rapture  fly 
The  quivering  lip,  pale  cheek,  and  closing  eye ! 
Bright  to  the  soul  thy  seraph  hands  convey 
The  morning  dream  of  life's  eternal  day — 
Then,  then,  the  triumph  and  the  trance  begin. 
And  all  the  {dusnix  spirit  bums  within ! 

Oh !  deep-enchanting  prelude  to  repose. 
The  dau*n  of  bliss,  the  twilight  of  our  woes! 
Yet  half  I  hear  the  panting  spirit  sigh. 
It  is  a  dread  and  a^iful  thing  to  die ! 
Mysterious  worlds,  untravell'd  by  the  sun. 
Where  Time's  far-v^-andering  tide  has  never  ran. 
From  your  unfiithom'd  shades,  and  viewless  spherei 
A  warning  comes,  unheard  by  other  ears. 
'Tis  Heaven's  commanding  trumpet,  long  and  kwc 
Like  Sinai's  thunder,  pealing  from  the  cloud ! 
Wliile  Nature  hears,  with  terrornningled  trust. 
The  shock  that  hurls  her  fabric  to  the  dust ; 
And.  like  the  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he  tiod 
The  roaring  veuves,  and  call'd  upon  his  God, 
With  mortal  terrors  clouds  immc»rtal  bliss. 
And  shrieks,  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyss ! 

Daughter  of  Faith !  awake,  arise,  illume 
The  dread  unknown,  the  chaos  of  the  tomb ; 
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MdK  and  dapel,  ye  ■pectre-doobti,  that  roll 
rimiMMiian  diirkmwi  oo  the  paiting  loiil ! 
Fly,  IUlo  the  moon^ed  herald  of  dinnay, 
Chaaed  on  hia  nighMeed  by  the  itar  of  day! 
"Hie  ttrife  ia  o'er — ^the  pangi  of  Nature  cloie, 
And  lile'a  laat  rapture  triumphs  o'er  her  woes, 
Hark !  as  the  tpirit  eyee,  wiUi  eagle  gaze, 
The  HOOD  of  j^aven  undasded  by  the  blaze, 
On  heaTeoly  winda  that  waft  her  to  the  iky, 
Fkat  the  aweet  tonea  of  ■tar^bom  melody; 
WOd  aa  that  haUoVd  anthem  sent  to  hail 
Bethlehem*!  diepherda  in  the  lonely  vale, 
When  Jordan  huah'd  his  waves,  and  midnij^t  still 
Watch'd  on  the  holy  towers  of  Zkxi  hill ! 

Soul  of  the  just!  companion  of  the  dead! 
Where  ia  thy  home,  and  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
BadL  to  ita  heavenly  source  thy  being  goes. 
Swift  aa  die  comet  wheels  to  whence  he  rose ; 
Doom*d  on  his  airy  path  awhile  to  bum, 
And  doQin*d,  like  thee,  to  travel,  and  return^ — 
Hark !  from  the  world's  exploding  centre  driven. 
With  Bounds  that  shook  the  firnuunent  of  Heaven, 
Careers  the  fiery  giant,  ftst  and  fiu". 
On  bickering  wheels,  and  adamantine  car ; 
From  planet  whirl'd  to  planet  more  remote. 
He  visits  realms  beyond  the  reach  of  thought; 
Rit  wheeling  homeward,  when  his  course  is  run, 
Curfaa  die  red  3^ke,  and  mingles  with  the  sun ! 
So  hath  the  traveller  of  earth  unfurl'd 
Her  tremUing  wings,  emerging  ftom  the  world ; 
And  o*er  the  path  by  mortal  never  trod, 
Sprang  to  her  source,  the  bosom  of  her  God ! 

Oh!  lives  there.  Heaven !  beneath  thy  dread  expanse, 
Obe  hopeless^  dark  idolater  of  Chance, 
Cootent  to  ieed«  with  pleasures  unrefined. 
The  lukewarm  passions  of  a  lowly  mind ; 
Who^  mouldering  earthward,  'reft  of  every  trust, 
Id  joyieai  union  wedded  to  the  dust, 
Conld  all  his  parting  eneigy  dismiss. 
And  call  this  barren  world  sufficient  bliss  t — 
There  live,  alas !  of  heaven-directed  mien. 
Of  ddtmed  soul,  and  sapient  eye  serene. 
Who  hail  thee,  Man !  the  pilgrim  of  a  day, 
Sponae  of  the  worm,  and  brother  of  the  olay, 
fiail  aa  the  leaf  in  Autumn's  yellow  bower. 
Dost  in  the  wind,  or  dew  upon  the  flower; 
A  fiModlesB  slave,  a  child  without  a  sire, 
Whon  mortal  life,  and  momentary  fire, 
lights  to  the  grave  his  chance-created  form, 
Aa  oceaU'Wrecks  illuminate  die  storm ; 
And,  when  the  gun's  tremendous  flash  is  o'er, 
To  night  and  silence  sink  for  evermore ! — 

Are  iheae  die  pompous  tidings  ye  proclaim, 
Li^ts  of  the  world,  and  demi-gods  ckT  Fame  f 
If  diis  yoar  triumph — ^this  jrour  proud  ap]dause, 
Chihlren  of  Truth,  and  chunpions  of  her  cause? 
For  thia  has  Science  search'd,  on  weary  wing, 
shore  and  sea — each  mute  and  living  thing ! 


Laonch'd  with  Iberia's  pilot  from  the  steep, 
To  worlds  unknown,  and  isles  beyond  the  deep  f 
Or  round  the  cope  her  living  chariot  driven. 
And  wheol'd  in  triumph  through  the  signs  of  Heaven  f 
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Oh !  star-eyed  Science,  hast  thou  wander'd  there, 
To  waft  us  home  the  message  of  deapairf 
Then  bind  the  pahn,  thy  sage's  brow  to  suit. 
Of  Masted  leaf,  and  death-distilling  fivit ! 
Ah  me !  the  laurell'd  wreath  that  Murder  rears, 
Blood-nurBed,  and  water'd  by  the  widow's  tears. 
Seems  not  so  fiml,  so  tainted,  and  so  dread, 
As  waves  the  night-shade  round  the  sceptic  head. 
What  is  the  bigot's  torch,  the  tyrant's  chain  f 
I  smile  on  death,  if  Heaven-ward  Hope  remain ! 
But,  if  the  waning  winds  of  Nature's  strife 
Be  all  the  &ithless  charter  of  my  life, 
If  Chance  awaked,  inexorable  power. 
This  frail  and  feverish  being  of  an  hour ; 
Doom'd  o'er  the  world's  precarious  scene  to  sweep. 
Swift  as  the  tempest  travels  cm  the  deep. 
To  know  Delight  but  by  her  parting  smile. 
And  toil,  and  wish,  and  weep  a  little  while ; 
Then  melt,  ye  elements,  that  fbrm'd  in  vain 
This  troubled  pulse,  and  visionary  brain ! 
Fade,  ye  wild  flowers,  memorials  of  ray  dooin. 
And  sink,  ye  stars,  that  light  me  to  the  tomb ! 
Truth,  ever  lovely^ — sinpe  the  world  began. 
The  foe  of  tyrants,  and  the  friend  of  man* — 
How  can  thy  words  from  balmy  slumber  start 
Reposing  Virtue,  pillow'd  on  the  heart ! 
Yet,  if  thy  voice  the  note  of  thunder  roll'd, 
And  that  were  true  which  Nature  never  told. 
Let  Wisdom  smile  not  on  her  conquer'd  field ; 
No  rapture  dawns,  no  treasure  is  reveal'd ! 
Oh!  let  her  read,  nor  loudly,  nor  elate. 
The  doom  that  bars  us  from  a  better  fate ; 
But,  sad  as  angels  for  the  good  man's  pin, 
Weep  to  record,  and  blush  to  give  it  in ! 

And  well  may  Doubt,  the  mother  of  Dismay, 
Pause  at  her  martyr's  tomb,  and  read  the  lay, 
Down  by  the  wilds  of  yon  deserted  vale. 
It  darkly  hints  a  melancholy  tale ! 
There,  as  the  homelesa  madman  sits  alcmei 
In  hollow  winds  he  hears  a  spirit  moan ! 
And  there,  they  say,  a  wizard  orgie  crowds. 
When  the  Moon  lights  her  watch-tower  in  the  clouds. 
Poor  lost  Alonzo!  Fate's  neglected  child! 
Mild  be  the  doom  of  Heaven— as  thou  wert  mild ! 
For  oh !  thy  heart  in  holy  mould  was  cast, 
And  all  thy  deeds  were  blameless,  but  the  lost 
Poor  lost  Alonzo!  still  I  seem  to  hear 
The  clod  that  struck  thy  hollow-sounding  Iner ! 
When  Friendship  paid,  in  speechless  sorrow  drown'd. 
Thy  midnight  rites,  but  not  on  hallow'd  ground ! 

Cease,  every  joy,  to  glimmer  on  my  mind. 
But  leave— oh !  leave  the  light  of  Hope  behind ! 
What  though  my  winged  houra  of  bliss  have  been. 
Like  angel-visits,  few  and  far  between. 
Her  musing  mood  shall  every  pang  appease. 
And  charm — when  pleasures  lose  the  power  to  please! 
Yes,  let  each  rapture,  dear  to  Nature,  flee : 
Close  not  the  light  of  Fortune's  stormy  sea — 
Mirth,  Music,  Friendship,  Love's  propitious  smil^ 
Chase  every  care,  and  charm  a  little  while, 
Ecstatic  throbs  the  fluttering  heart  empJoy,      ^^^ 
And  all  her  strings  are  harmonized  to  joyJ —  ^f 
But  why  80  short  is  Love's  delighted  hour  f 
Why  6de8  the  dew  on  Beauty's  sweetest  flower  t 
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Wfaj  em  no  hymned  diaim  of  mianc  he*] 
The  tleepleM  woes  impMnon*d  tpiiita  ieel  f 
Can  Fonqr**  fiury  hands  no  veil  create. 
To  hide  ^e  aad  realities  of  fiite  ? 

No!  not  the  quaint  remark,  the  sapient  rale. 
Nor  all  the  pride  of  Wisdom's  worldly  school. 
Have  power  to  soothe,  unaided  and  alone. 
The  heart  that  vibrates  to  a  feeling  tone ! 
When  Hepdame  Nature  every  bliss  recalls. 
Fleet  as  the  meteor  o'er  the  desert  falls ; 
When,  'reft  of  all,  yon  widow'd  sire  appeals 
A  lonely  hermit  in  the  vale  of  years ; 
Say,  can  the  world  one  joyous  Uiou^t  bestow 
To  Fiiendshipi  weeping  at  the  couch  of  Woef 
No !  hut  a  brighter  soothes  the  last  adieu^ — 
Souls  of  impaanon'd  mould,  she  speaks  to  you  ! 
Weep  not,  she  says,  at  Nature's  transient  pain, 
CoogMual  spirits  part  to  meet  again ! 

What  plaintive  sobs  thy  filial  spirit  drew, 
What  scxTOw  choked  diy  long  and  last  adieu ! 
Daughter  of  Conrad !  when  he  heard  his  knell. 
And  bade  his  country  and  his  child  fivewell ! 
Doom'd  the  long  isles  of  Sydney<oove  to  see. 
The  martyr  of  his  crimes,  but  true  to  thee  ? 
Thrice  the  sad  fiither  tore  thee  from  his  heart. 
And  thrice  return'd,  to  bless  thee,  and  to  part ; 
Huice  from  his  trembling  lips  he  murmuPd  low 
Tlie  plaint  that  own'd  unutterable  wx)e ; 
Till  Faith,  prevailing  o'er  his  sullen  doom. 
As  bursts  the  mom  go  night's  unfiuhom'd  gloom. 
Lured  his  dim  eye  to  deathless  hopes  suUime, 
Beyond  the  realms  of  Nature  and  of  Time ! 

**  And  weep  not  thus,"  he  cried,  **  young  Ellen(»e, 
My  bosom  Ueeds,  but  soon  shall  bleed  no  more ! 
Short  shall  this  half-extinguish 'd  spirit  bum. 
And  soon  these  limbs  to  kindred  dust  return ! 
But  not,  my  child,  with  life's  precarious  fire. 
The  immortal  ties  of  nature  shall  expire ; 
These  shall  resist  the  triumph  of  decay, 
When  time  is  o'er,  and  worlds  have  paned  away! 
Cold  in  the  ^ust  |his  perish'd  heart  may  lie. 
But  that  whidi  warm'd  it  once  shall  never  die ; 
That  spark  unburied  in  its  mortal  frame 
With  living  light,  eternal,  and  the  same. 
Shall  beam  on  Joy's  interminable  years, 
Unveil'd  by  darkness — unassuaged  by  tears ! 

**  Yet  on  the  barren  shore  and  stormy  deep, 
One  tedious  watch  is  Conrad  doom'd  to  weep ; 
But  when  I  gain  the  home  without  a  friend, 
^     And  press  the  uneasy  couch  where  nime  attend. 
This  last  embrace,  still  cherish'd  in  my  heart. 
Shall  calm  the  struggling  sfurit  ere  it  part ! 
Thy  darling  form  shall  seem  to  hover  ni^ 
And  hush  the  groan  of  life's  last  agony! 

**  Farewell !  when  strangers  lift  thy  father's  bier, 
Aad  Jiace  my  nameless  stone  without  a  tear ; 
lHhm  each  returning  pledge  hath  told  my  child 
V  Tht  Conrad's  tomb  is  on  the  desert  piled ; 

A|dwhen  the  dream  of  troubled  Fancy  sees 
.  ^|B^ly  nmk  graas  waving  in  the  breeze ; 
wV^thoi  will  soothe  thy  grieC  when  mine  is  o'er  t 
Who.  will  protect  thee,  helpless  Ellenore? 


Shall  secivt  aoenes  Uiy  filial 
Scom'd  by  the  wtirid,  to  factious  guilt  aOiedf 
Ah!  no:  methinks  the  generous  and  the  good 
Will  woo  diee  from  the  shades  of  solitiide ! 
0*er  friendless  grief  compassion  shall  awaka^ 
And  smile  on  innocence,  fcr  Mercy's  sakaf* 

Inspiring  thooght  of  rapture  yet  to  be^ 
The  tears  of  Love  were  hopeless,  hot  ftr 
If  in  that  frame  no  deathless  spirit  dw«U, 
If  that  fiunt  murmur  be  the  last  faieweU, 
If  Fate  unite  the  &ithful  but  to  part. 
Why  is  their  memory  sacred  to  the  heaotf 
Why  does  the  brodier  of  my  childhood  aai 
Re^ofed  awhile  in  every  pleasing  dream  f 
Why  do  I  joy  die  kmely  spot  to  view. 
By  artless  friendship  bless'd  when  life  wm 

Eternal  Hon !  when  yonder  spheres  anUiwie 
Peal'd  tl^eir  first  notes  to  sound  the  march  of  limb, 
Thy  joyous  youth  began — but  not  lo  fede 
When  all  the  sister  planets  have  decay'd ; 
When  wrapt  in  fire  the  realms  of  ether  |^ow. 
And  Heaven's  last  thunder  shakes  the  world  hsbw; 
Thou,  undismay'd.  shalt  o'er  the  ruins  amile. 
And  light  thy  torch  at  Nature's  (oneral  pile ! 


NOTEa 


Note  1,  page  2,  ooL  1 

And  Mich  thy  ■traoftb-iaspmnff  sad  Ikat  bofs 
The  hsidj  Byron  to  hit  nativs  ahoie. 

The  following  picture  of  his  own  distreas,  given 
by  Byron  in  his  simple  and  interesting  nairative. 
justifies  the  description  in  page  2. 

Afler  relating  the  barbarity  of  the  Indian  cacique 
to  his  child,  he  proceeds  thus  .■ — **  A  day  or  two  aft», 
we  put  to  sea  again,  and  crossed  the  great  bay  I  men- 
tioned we  had  been  at  the  bottom  of  when  we  first 
hauled  away  to  the  westward.  The  land  here  was 
very  low  and  sandy,  and  something  like  the  mouth 
of  a  river  which  discharged  itKlf  into  the  sea,  and 
whicii  had  been  taken  no  notice  of  by  us  before,  ss 
it  was  so  shallow  that  the  Indians  were  obliged  to 
take  everything  out  of  their  canoes,  and  carry  theni 
over  land.  We  rowed  up  the  river  four  or  five  leagoes. 
and  then  took  into  a  branch  of  it  that  ran  first  to  the 
eastward,  and  then  to  the  northward :  here  it  became 
much  narrower,  and  the  stream  excessively  rapid,  so 
that  we  gained  but  little  way,  though  we  wrought 
very  hard.  At  night  we  landed  upon  its  banks,  and 
had  a  most  uncomfortable  lodging,  it  being  a  perfect 
swamp,  and  we  had  nothing  to  cover  us,  though  it  rain- 
ed excessively.  The  Indians  were  little  better  oflTthan 
we,  as  there  was  no  wood  here  to  make  their  wigwams; 
so  that  all  they  could  do  was  to  prop  up  the  bark, 
which  they  carry  in  the  bottom  of  their  canoee,  and 
shelter  themselves  as  well  as  ihey  could  to  the  leeward 
of  it.  Knowing  the  difficulties  tfiey  had  to  encounter 
here,  diey  had  provided  ihemselves  with  some  seal ; 
but  we  had  not  a  morsel  to  eat,  after  the  heavy  &- 
tigues  of  the  day,  excepting  a  sort  of  root  we  saw  Uie 
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IndiuM  make  nw  of»  which  wu  Tery  disagreeable  to 
the  taste.  We  labored  all  next  day  against  the  atream, 
and  &red  aa  we  had  done  the  day  before.  The  next 
day  bcDOght  os  to  the  carrying-place.  Here  was  plenty 
of  wood,  but  nodiing  to  be  got  for  sustenance.  We 
passed  this  night,  as  we  had  frequently  done,  under  a 
tree  {  but  what  we  suffered  at  this  time  is  not  easy  to 
be  expressed.  I  had  been  three  da>'s  at  the  oar  with- 
out any  kind  of  nourishment  except  the  wretched 
root  above  mentioned.  I  had  no  shirt,  for  it  had  rot- 
ted off  by  bits.  All  my  clothes  consisted  of  a  short 
grieko  (something  like  a  bearskin),  a  piece  of  red 
clodi  which  had  once  been  a  waistcoat,  and  a  ragged 
pair  of  trowseiB,  without  shoes  or  stockings." 

Note  2,  page  2,  col.  2. 
'S  Britoo  and  s  fnend. 


Don  Patricio  Gedd,  a  Scotch  physician  in  one  of 
the  Spanish  settlements,  hospitably  relieved  B3rron 
and  his  wretched  associates,  of  which  the  commodore 
speaks  in  die  warmest  terms  of  gratitude. 

Note  3,  page  2,  col.  2. 

Or  jrield  ths  lyrs  of  Heaven  another  rtrinf . 

The  seven  strings  of  Apollo's  harp  were  the  sym- 
bolical representation  of  the  seven  planets.  Hersch- 
eB,  by  diMovering  an  eighth,  might  be  said  to  add 
aaothsr  airing  to  the  instrument 

Note  4,  page  2,  col.  2. 

The  Swedish  lage. 
linnsBOS. 

Note  5,  page  2,  coL  2. 
Hasp  Aon  his  vaahs,  the  Loxian  mnraran  flow. 
Lonaa  is  liie  name  frequently  given  to  Apollo  by 
Greek  writers ;  it  is  met  with  more  than  once  in  the 
Cho^iliQnB  of  iEschylus. 

Note  6,  page  3,  col.  1. 

Ualoeks  a  feoeroai  ilore  at  thf  eomoMad, 
Like  Hovsb*t  rocks  beneath  the  prophet's  hand. 

Sea  Eiodas*  chap,  zvii,  3,  5,  6. 

Note  7,  page  4,  col.  1. 
WiU  Obi  flies. 
AsMOf  the  negroes  of  the  West  Indies,  Obi,  or 
Olsah*  IB  die  name  of  a  magical  power,  which  is  be- 
lisvid  fajr  them  to  afiect  the  object  of  its  malignity 
widi  ^Bsnal  calamities.  Such  a  belief  must  undoubt* 
tStf  have  been  deduced  from  the  superstitious  my- 
Mbgf  of  their  kinsmen  on  the  coast  of  Africa.  I 
hcf,  tberafive,  personified  Obi  as  die  evil  spirit  of 
Iks  African,  althcm^  the  history  of  the  African  tribes 
Ifae  evil  spirits  of  their  religious  creed  by  a 


Note  8,  page  A,  ool.  1. 
Rbir*B  dreary  nunes. 
Ifr.  Bain,  of  Antermony,  in  his  Travels  through 
Sbwia,  infonBB  us  that  ^e  name  of  the  country  is 
utenallj  pmiounoed  Sibir  by  the  ~ 


Note  9.  page  4,  ool.  2. 

wrath  to  Poland — and  to  man ! 

Hm  lustotj  of  the  partition  of  Poland,  of  the  mas- 

men  m  die  aobnrbs  of  Warsaw,  and  on  the  bridge 

of  nagne*  die  triumphant  entry  of  Sowarrow  into 

Iks  PoUsh  capital,  and  the  insult  oflered  to  human 


nature  by  the  blasphemous  thanks  ofiered  up  to 
Heaven,  for  victories  obtained  over  men  fighting  in 
the  sacred  cause  of  liberty,  by  murderers  and  oppress 
ors,  arc  events  generally  known. 

Note  10,  page  5,  col.  2. 
The  shrill  horn  blew. 
The  negroes  in  the  West  Indies  are  summoned  to 
their  morning  work  by  a  shell  or  horn. 

Note  11,  page  6,  col.  1. 
How  loDf  was  Timour*a  iron  sceptre  iwaj^d  1 

To  elucidate  this  passage,  I  shall  su1:goin  a  quota- 
tion from  the  preface  to  Letters  from  a  Huuioo  Rctfoht 
a  work  of  elegance  and  celebrity. 

"  The  impoHtor  of  Mecca  had  established,  aa  one 
of  the  principles  of  his  doctrine,  the  merit  of  extend- 
ing it,  either  by  persuasion  or  the  sword,  to  all  parts 
of  the  earth.  How  steadily  this  injunction  was  ad- 
hered to  by  his  followers,  and  with  what  success  it 
was  pursued,  is  well  known  to  all  who  are  in  the 
least  conversant  in  history. 

"  The  same  overwhelming  torrent  which  had  in- 
undated the  greater  part  of  Africa,  burst  its  way 
into  the  very  heart  of  Europe,  and  covering  many 
kingdoms  of  Asia  with  unbounded  desolation,  direct- 
ed its  baneful  course  to  the  flourishing  provinces 
of  Hindostan.  Here  these  fierce  and  hardy  adven- 
turers, whose  only  improvement  had  been  in  the 
science  of  destruction,  who  added  the  fury  of  fimati- 
cism  to  the  ravages  of  war,  found  the  greet  end  of 
their  conquest  opposed,  by  objects  which  neither  the 
ardor  of  their  persevering  zeal,  nor  savage  barbarity, 
could  surmount  Multitudes  were  mcrificed  by  the 
cruel  hand  of  religious  persecution,  and  whole  coun- 
tries were  deluged  in  blood,  in  the  vain  hope,  that 
by  the  destruction  of  a  part,  the  remainder  might  be 
persuaded,  or  terrified,  into  the  profession  of  Mohom- 
edism.  But  all  these  sanguinary  effbrta  were  inefileo- 
tual ;  and  at  length,  being  fully  convinced,  that  though 
they  might  extirpate,  they  could  never  hope  to  con- 
vert, any  number  of  the  Hindoos,  they  relinquished 
the  impracticable  idea  with  which  they  had  entered 
upon  their  career  of  conquest,  and  contented  them- 
selves with  the  acquirement  of  the  civil  dominion 
and  almost  universal  empire  of  Hindostan." — Letter* 
from  a  Hindoo  Rajah,  by  Eliza  Hamilton. 

Note  12,  page  6,  col.  1. 

And  brared  the  itormr  ipirit  of  the  Cspe. 

See  the  description  of  the  Cape  of  Good  Ebpe, 
translated  from  Camuens,  by  Mickle. 

Note  13,  page  6,  col.  1. 
While  famish *d  nations  died  alone  the  diore. 

The  following  account  of  British  conduct,  and  its 
consequences,  in  Bengal,  will  afiford  a  suflicient  idea 
of  the  fact  alluded  to  in  this  passage. 

After  describing  the  monopoly  of  salt,  betel-nilt,«iid 
tobacco,  the  historian  proceeds  thus: — ** Money,. in 
this  current,  came  but  by  drops;  it  could  not  quench 
the  thirst  of  those  who  waited  in  India  to  receive  it 
An  expedient,  such  as  it  was,  remained  to  ^lUt^B* 
its  pace.  The  natives  could  live  wilh  little  salt,*1J8l 
could  not  want  food.  Some  of  the  agents  saw  them- 
selves well  situated  for  collecting  the  rice  into  stores; 
they  did  sa    They  knew  the  Gentooe  would  rather 
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die  Ihui  vkdate  iha  principU*  of  tt»tr  rcligno  by 
ealii^  Bab.  The  alienuliTe  would  ilicHton  be  bs- 
»WMn  giting  wtun  ihejr  faad.  or  dyinf.  The  inhshii- 
■nu  luiik ; — ihry  Out  culiivaWd  lb»  laod.  and  mv 
Uic  harvMI  at  ilie  diiiuHl  of  allien,  plmled  in  doubl 
■  iCMd^  aaned.  Tbro  thi  mDiK^y  «-«■  euier 
MMMgwl  littnrM  eiiBoed.  ta  mae  dBtricli  Ihe 
^^nid  I)Tii«  Id)  tbc  Wmoflbairniuiienitiadead 

fa  (b  &K  Adk*.  page  143. 

Nore  14,  page  6,  coL  1. 

Njb«  tina  tKv*  BmiiM'i  whedi  of  hf bdmc  hvrrj 

[S>  inftll  PRHH*  o'B  >!■  lIuiB^  WOfU. 

Among  Ihe  niblime  ficnaiu  of  Ifac  Hindao  mylhal- 
ogf .  il  ■  doe  arlicle  of  belieC  Ihal  tho  Deiiy  Bni~ 
hai  dnccodRl  nine  tini«a  upon  dm  wotid  in  nn 
liiniiii.  and  thai  he  ia  yei  lo  appear  a  lenth  time, 
the  figure  of  a  nnrrior  uponB  nhiie  honp,  lo  cut 
K)1  iDcorrigible  c^nden.  AvsUt  M  ihe  wonl  UMd  id 


Tian  16.  page  7,  col.  1. 


Falconer,  ia  hia  poem  7^  Sti/nnrfck.  iproki  of 
kit—^if  ijy  iiig  riaoie  of  Arion-  Sco  Falco\er'4  SI^ 


Sou  IS.  page  B,  ooL  1. 
TUnI 


See  ScaiLLZi'a  tTaged;^  of  2^  RaUtn,we 
Note  19,  p^e  8.  eoL  1. 

Wkal  adteaa  dad-Alt  Ctai  oUflc  ki  CM 
Hki  carnage  oceaoaoed  hy  ib 
ID  Dtaallf  eMinaled 

Nole  So,  page  8.  eel  L 
Or  lain  lh>  ftia  tkti  hkwtiaf  ih«»h  don, 

''InthJ*e(Deiiiiiy"(n)i  <he  tiognLphet  oTCtarta 
XII.  of  SircdcQ,  ipcfiking  orbii  ndbtary  •)   ' 
ib™  Iho  benle  of  Puluma),  ■•  ' 
of  1709,  » 

port  of  Eunpe  than  in  France,  dc 
his  EroDta;  ferChorlee  nwdval  to  hi 
V  he  had  dcoe  Iua  ei 
lot^E  marcbea  daring  this  mortal  cold.  It  ivaa  in  flo* 
of  tbeae  marchn  llial  two  ihomaod  nwD  fell  dom 
dead  with  cold  befiire  bia  ejt*." 

Note  ai.  paga  8,  od.  1. 

ulgaa-iaaioL 

The  natitea  of  (he  ialand  oflooa  bata  Bno(Biiiia 
that  on  certain  eietung*  STcnr  year  tfas  nudny 
aaint  Coliunba  B  aeen  on  the  lopof  Ibeebur^ifirta 
monting  the  lurrounding  ">".^  to  aee  thai  iLrf 
bare  ml  b»n  aunk  b;  the  power  of  KiUfacnft. 

Kate  33.  page  8,  coL  9. 

See  Iha  hiilory  of  AJUT  UP  AlmtlKUUT,  in  Tl> 


CitvtvuiK  ot  Wsominff. 

IN  THREE  PARTS. 


Menaf  the  papular  hMteriv  of  England,  at  wcH 
aa  of  Iha  Aneriean  war,  give  an  auihciitic  account 
ef  die  deaolaiiao  of  Wyaming,  in  Penntyltuiia.  which 
took  place  in  1778,  by  an  incuraion  of  (he  h>" 
Hie  Seenery  and  Incidenla  of  the  folloHing  Poem 
'      "    '  The  tabmouiea 

ir  in  deacnbing  tba 
e  of  Ihe  bappieal  apoli  of  boa 

Ilia  Inluilatania.  ibe  beauty  of  dw  coonDy,  and  tbe 
lamnaiit  &(tilit|ror  Ihe  toil  and  cliiBale.   In  an 


Allhoogb  the  wild-flower  on  ihy  m 
And  nnflea  booea,  a  and  rememhr  ^ 

Of  what  tby  gentle  people  did  beUI ; 
Vet  tbou  wen  once  tbe  loveli**!  land  of  all 
That  aee  the  Atbuitic  wave  Ihoir  num  reatore. 
d!  may  1  Ihy  kal  delighn  recall, 
diy  Gertrude  in  her  bowen  of  yon. 
M^  was  die  biveof  Pennaylnoia'advi 
It 

Deligfal&l  Wyeoiiiig!  bnwatb  thgr  akiea, 
Tbe  hapjiy  Aepbeid  awaina  had  nongfat  to  do 
But  feed  tbair  Bdc^  on  green  decliTitica, 

rcbance  thy  lake  with  Ugfat  (snoe, 
(ill  eieoing'*  aweeter  [aitima  grew, 
With  timhed,  when  beoeUb  the  fcveita  bnwn. 
nrlDTaly  Haidaai  mold  dw  d«Ks  mew, 
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And  ajre  tbotfiB  sminy  mnwntaixw  halfway  down 
Wonld  ecbo  fiigelet  fiom  Mme  romantic  towm 

m. 

Then,  when  of  Kodian  hills  die  daylight  take* 
Hit  lesTe,  how  might  yon  the  flamuogo  lee 
Dapoffting  like  a  meteor  on  the  Iake»— 
And  play^  aqninel  oo  his  nntgrown  tree : 
And  every  aoimd  of  life  was  lull  of  glee. 
From  many  modi-bud's  song,  (1)  or  hum  of  men ; 
While  heaik'ning^  fearing  nought  their  revelry, 
The  wild  deer  arch'd  his  neck  fiom  glades,  and  then, 
Unhannted,  aooi^  his  woods  and  wildeness  again. 

IV. 

And  Bcazoe  had  Wyoming  of  war  or  crime 
Heard,  but  in  transatlantic  story  rung. 
For  here  the  enle  met  fiom  ev'ry  clime, 
And  spoke  in  fiiendship  ev'ry  distant  tongue : 
Men  fiom  the  Uood  of  warring  Europe  sprung, 
Were  bat  divided  by  the  running  brook; 
And  happy  where  no  Rheniih  trumpet  sung. 
On  plaine  no  sieging  mine's  volcano  shook. 
The  blue-eyed  German  changed  his  sword  to  prun- 
ing-hook. 

V. 
Nor  fer  some  Andalusian  saraband 
Woold  sound  to  many  a  native  roundelay- 
Bat  who  IB  he  that  yet  a  dearer  land 
Bemembeis,  over  hills  and  &r  away! 
Gnen  Albia !  >  what  though  he  no  more  survey 
Thy  ships  at  anchor  on  the  quiet  shore, 
T\xf  peUocha*  rolling  fiom  the  mountain  bay. 
Thy  lone  sepulchral  cairn  upon  the  moor, 
And  distant  isles  that  hear  the  loud  Corbrechtan 

xoar!'(3) 

VI. 
Alai!  poor  Caledonia's  mountaineer, 
IW  want's  stem  edict  e'er,  and  feudal  grief, 
Had  forced  him  fiom  a  home  he  loved  so  dear! 
Yet  firand  he  here  a  home,  and  glad  relief^ 
And  plied  the  beverage  fiom  his  own  feir  sheaf, 
That  fired  his  Highland  Uood  with  mickle  glee  : 
And  Fjigland  sent  her  men,  of  men  the  chief) 
Who  ta^i^  those  sires  of  Empire  yet  to  be, 
Td  plant  the  tree  of  lifey  to  plant  feir  Freedom's 

tree! 

VE. 
floe  was  not  mingled  in  the  city's  pomp 
Of  life's  extremes  the  grandeur  and  the  gloom ; 
Judgment  awt^e  not  here  her  dismal  trump. 
Nor  seal'd  in  bkwd  a  fellow-creature's  doom 
Nor  moom'd  the  captive  in  a  living  tomb. 
Om  venemble  man,  beloved  of  all, 
Soflieed,  where  innocence  was  yet  in  Uoom, 
To  sway  the  strife,  that  seldom  might  befell : 
And  Albert  vi^as  their  judge  in  patriarchal  haU. 

vni. 

How  reverend  was  the  look,  serenely  aged. 
He  bore,  this  gentle  Pcnnsylvanian  sire. 
Where  aU  but  kindly  fervon  were  assuaged, 
Undimm'd  by  weakness'  shade,  or  turbid  ire! 


1  Hrcthil.         S  The  Gaelic  appallation  for  the  poipoiw. 
3  Ths  peat  whtripool  of  the  Western  Uebridei . 
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And  though,  amidst  the  cahn  of  thought  entire. 
Some  high  and  haughty  featutes  mid^t  betmy 
A  soul  impetuous  once,  't  was  earthly  fere 
That  fled  composure's  intellectual  ray. 
As  iEtna's  fires  grow  dim  before  the  rising  day. 

I  boast  no  song  in  magic  wonders  rife, 

But  yet,  oh.  Nature!  is  there  nought  to  |*JaB, 

Familiar  in  thy  bosom  scenes  of  life? 

And  dwells  in  daylight  t^udi's  salubrious  skies 

No  form  with  which  the  soul  may  sympathise? 

Young,  innocent,  on  whose  sweet  finehead  mild 

The  parted  ringlet  shone  in  simplest  guise. 

An  inmate  in  tihe  home  of  Albert  smiled. 

Or  blest  his  noonday  walk—- she  was  his  only  diild. 

X. 

The  rose  of  England  bloom'd  on  Gertrude's  cheiek — 
What  though  these  shades  had  seen  her  birth,  her  sire 
A  Briton's  independence  taught  to  seek 
Far  western  worlds ;  and  there  his  household  fire 
The  light  of  social  love  did  long  inspire 
And  many  a  halcyon  day  he  lived  to  see 
Unbroken  but  by  one  mkfortune  dire, 
When  fete  had  reft  his  mutual  heart — ^but  she 
Was  gone — and  Gertrude  dimb'd  a  widow'd  fether's 
knee. 

XI. 
A  loved  bequest, — and  I  may  half  im] 
To  them  that  feel  the  strong  paternal  tie. 
How  like  a  new  existence  to  his  heart 
That  living  flower  uprose  beneath  his  eye, 
Dear  as  she  was  finm  cherub  infimcy. 
From  houro  when  she  would  rotmd  his  garden  play. 
To  time  when  as  the  ripening  years  went  by. 
Her  lovely  mind  could  culture  well  repay. 
And  more  engaging  grew,  fiom  pleasing  day  to  day. 

xn. 

I  may  not  paint  those  thousand  in&nt  charms ; 
(Unconscious  fesdnation,  undesign'd  .*) 
The  orison  repeated  in  his  arms. 
For  God  to  bless  her  sire  and  all  mankind ; 
The  book,  the  bosom  on  his  knee  reclined. 
Or  how  sweet  feiry-Iore  he  heard  her  con, 
(The  playmate  ere  the  teacher  of  her  mind) : 
All  unoompanion'd  else  her  heart  had  gone, 
Till  now,  in  Gertrude's  eyes,  their  ninth  blue  Slimmer 
shone. 

xm. 

And  summer  was  the  tide,  and  sweet  the  hour. 
When  sire  and  daughter  saw,  vrith  fleet  descent. 
An  Indian  fiom  his  bark  approach  their  bower, 
(X  buskin'd  limb,  and  swsjihy  lineament,  (3) 
The  red  wild  feathera  on  his  brow  vrere  Uent, 
And  bracelets  bound  the  arm  that  help'd  to  Ught 
A  boy,  who  seem'd,  as  he  beside  him  went, 
Of  Christian  vesture,  and  complexion  bright. 
Led  by  his  dusky  guide,  like  morning  brought  by 
night. 

XIV. 
Tet  pensive  seem'd  the  boy  for  one  so  young — 
The  dimple  fifom  his  polish'd  cheek  had  fled ; 
When,  leaning  on  his  forest-bow  unstrung, 
Th'  Oneyda  warrior  to  the  v^axtot  vuii. 
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And  kid  hii  hand  upoo  the  stripling's  head, 
"Peaoe  be  to  thee!  my  wovdt  this  belt  approve;  (4) 
mie  padH  of  peace  my  steps  have  hither  led :  (5) 
Tliis  Utile  nunling,  take  him  to  thy  love» 
And  shield  the  bin!  onfledged,  since  gone  the  paraot 
dove. 

XV. 

•Christian!  I  am  the  foeman  of  thy  Ibe; 

Oar  wampum  league  thy  brethren  did  embrace:  (6) 

Upon  the  Michigan,  three  moons  ago. 

We  laonch'd  our  piiQgnes  for  the  bison  chase. 

And  with  the  Hurons  planted  for  a  space. 

With  tme  and  foithful  hands,  the  olive-etalk ; 

But  snakes  are  in  the  bosoms  of  their  race. 

And  though  they  held  widi  us  a  friendly  talk. 

The  hoUow  peace-tree  fell  beneath  their  tomahawk! 

XVI. 
**  It  was  encamping  on  the  lake's  for  port, 
A  cry  of  Areoiiski  *  broke  our  sleep, 
Where  storm*d  an  ambush'd  foe  thy  nation's  fort, 
And  rapid,  rapid  whoops  came  o'er  the  deep! 
Bat  long  thy  country's  warnngn  on  the  steep 
Appear'd  through  ghastly  intenrmls  of  light. 
And  deathfully  their  thimders  seem'd  to  sweeps 
Till  utter  darkness  swallow'd  up  the  sight. 
As  if  a  shower  of  blood  had  qocuach'd  the  6ery  fight! 

xvn. 

**  It  slept— it  rose  again— on  high  their  tower 

Sprung  upwards  like  a  torch  to  light  the  skies, 

llien  down  again  it  rain'd  an  ember  shower. 

And  louder  lamentations  heard  we  rise : 

As  when  the  evil  Manitou,*  (7)  that  dries    . 

Th'  Ohio  woods,  consumes  diem  in  his  ire. 

In  vain  the  desolated  panther  flies. 

And  howb  amidst  his  wilderness  of  fire : 

Alas!  too  late,  we  reach'd  and  smote  those  Huroos  dire! 

xvra. 

**  But  as  the  fox  beneath  the  nobler  hound. 
So  died  their  warriors  by  our  battle-brand ; 
And  from  the  tree  we,  with  her  diild,  unbound 
A  lonely  mother  of  the  Christian  land — 
Her  lord — the  captain  of  the  British  band-^ 
Amidst  die  slaughter  of  his  soldiers  lay. 
Scarce  knew  the  widow  our  deliv'ring  hand ; 
Upon  her  diild  she  sobb'd,  and  swoon'd  away 
Orshriek'd  unto  the  God  to  whom  the  Christians  pray. 

XDL 
"Our  virgins  fod  her  with  their  kindly  bowls 
Of  fover-balm  and  sweet  sagamit^ :  {B) 
But  she  was  journeying  to  die  land  of  souls. 
And  lifted  up  her  dying  head  to  pray 
That  we  should  bid  an  ancient  friend  convey 
Her  orphan  to  his  home  on  England's  shore ; 
And  take,  she  said,  this  token  for  away. 
To  one  that  will  remember  us  of  yore. 
When  he  beholds  the  ring  that  Wahkgmve's  Julia 


XX. 

"And  I,  the  eagle  of  roy  tribe,*  (9)  have  rash'd 
With  this  lorn  dove." — A  sage's  self-command 
Had  queU'd  the  tean  from  Albert's  heart  that  gush'd ; 
But  jret  hb  cheek — his  agitated  hand — 


3Ths 


God  of  War. 


sm 


BpirilsrIMtF 

Bilf 


That  showered  upon  the  stranger  of  the  land 

No  common  boon,  in  grief  but  ill-beguiled 

A  soul  that  was  not  wont  to  be  unmann'd : 

«*  And  stay,"  he  cried,  **  dear  pilgrim  of  the  wOi! 

I¥eserver  of  my  old,  my  boon  companioa'a  childS-> 


**Child  of  a  race  whose  name  my 
On  earth's  remotest  bounds  how  wckoaM 
Whose  modier  olt,  a  chiM,  has  fiU'd 
Touiig  as  thyself^  and  innocently  dear. 
Whose  grandsire  was  my  eariy  lifo'a 
Ah,  happiest  home  of  England's  happy 
How  beautiful  ev'n  now  diy  scenei 
As  in  the  noon  and  sunshine  of  my 
How  gone  like  yesterday  these  thrice 


xxn. 

**  And,  Julia!  when  thou  wert  like  Geitnida  bow. 

Can  I  forget  thee,  fov'rite  child  of  yore? 

Or  thought  I,  in  thy  fiuher's  house,  when  tlMm 

Wert  lightest-hearted  on  his  festive  floor. 

And  first  of  all  his  hospitable  door 

To  meet  and  kiss  me  at  my  jouiiiey*8  cndf 

But  where  was  I  when  Waldegrave  was  no  moref 

And  thou  didst  pale  thy  gentle  head  extend. 

In  woes,  that  ev'n  the  tri be  of  deserts  was  thy  fiiand  r 


xxm. 

He  said-— and  strain'd  unto  his  heart  die  boy} 
Far  dififerendy,  the  mute  Oneyda  took  (10) 
His  calumet  of  peace,*  (11)  and  cup  of  joy; 
As  monumental  bronae  unchanged  his  look : 
A  soul  that  pity  touch'd,  but  never  shook ; 
Trsin'd  from  his  tree-rock'd  cradle*  to  his  bier, (IS) 
The  fierce  extremes  of  good  and  ill  to  brook 
Impassive  (13)—- fearing  but  the  shame  of  fear — 
A  stoic  of  the  woods— a  man  without  a  tear. 

XXIV. 
Tet  deem  not  goodness  on  the  savage  stock 
Of  Outahssi's  heart  disdain'd  to  grow ; 
As  lives  the  oak  unwither'd  on  the  rock 
By  storms  above,  and  barrenness  below: 
He  soom'd  his  own,  who  felt  another's  woe : 
And  ere  the  wolfskin  on  his  back  he  fhing. 
Or  laced  his  moccasons,  (14)  in  act  to  go, 
A  song  of  parting  to  the  boy  he  sung. 
Who  slept  on  Albert's  coudi,  nor  heard  his  fiiendly 
tongue. 

XXV. 

**Sleep,  wearied  one!  and  in  the  dreaming  land 

Shouldst  thou  lo-morrow  widi  thy  mother  meet,  (15) 

O!  tell  her  spirit,  that  the  wbite  man's  hand 

Hath  plnck'd  the  thorns  of  sorrow  fiom  thy  foot ; 

While  I  in  lonely  wilderness  shall  greet 

Tby  litde  foot-prints— or  by  traces  know 

The  fountain,  where  at  noon  I  thought  it  sweet 


or 


br  Um  ssms  of  pwtiealsr  urimftliL  wbow  qoolitiM  thof 
to  weahle.  sMm  fbr  cooauif .  ■moftfa.  iwifhiMi. 
qoa&lMi:— oa  Um  Mfls.  Um  wrpeot,  the  fox,  or  bear. 

1  GiluMl^yMM.— Th*  CohniMC  ii  Um  ladiaa 
oraaoMolad  pipe  of  IHnMiip,  wUck  the?  noko  «• 
of  amiljr. 

S  7Wr-r*dk*4  erorflt.— Tbo  Indnn  motken 
chaArao  is  Iksir  eradhs  flmn  the  boof  Im  of  uoss.  and 
ks  todtsd  w9  ths  wias* 
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Td  frad  iSbtf  witfi  the  qvmny  of  my  bow, 

And  ponr'd  dw  lotus-horn,'  or  dew  the  mountain-roe. 

XXVI. 

**  Adieu !  sweet  ickin  of  the  riling  lun ! 
But  ■hould  aflliction*!  itorms  thy  bloflsoms  mock, 
Thai  oome  again — my  own  adopted  one ! 
And  I  wiU  graft  thee  on  a  noble  ttock. 
Hie  crocodile,  the  condor  of  the  rock,  (16) 
Shan  be  the  pastime  of  thy  sylvan  wan; 
And  I  will  teach  thee,  in  the  bsttle'i  shock, 
lb  psy  with  Huron  blood  thy  fiither's  scars. 
And  gratulale  his  aoul  rejoicing  in  the  stars!" 


xxvn. 

he  the  rhyme  (howe'er  imcouth) 
niat  true  to  natoie'i  fervid  feelings  ran ; 
(And  loog  is  but  die  ehx)oence  of  truth :) 
Then  fotfh  uprose  that  kme  vrayfiuing  man ;  (17) 
But  dannflsM  he,  nor  chart,  nor  joomejr's  plan 
In  woods  leqmred,  whose  trsined  eye  was  keen 
Ai  esgle  of  the  wildemeM,  to  scan 
Hii  path,  by  mountain,  swamp,  or  deep  ravine, 
Or  ken  &r  fiiendly  hots  on  good  savannas  green. 

xxvra. 

Old  Albert  saw  him  from  the  valley*s  side — 
Hii  pirogue  launch'd — ^his  pilgrimage  begun— 
Far,  like  the  red-bird's  wing,  he  seem'd  to  glide ; 
llien  dived,  and  vanish'd  in  the  woodlands  dun. 
Oft,  to  that  spot  by  tender  memory  won, 
WonU  Albert  dimb  the  promontor/s  height. 
If  bat  a  don  sail  glimmer'd  in  the  sun ; 
Bot  never  oore,  to  bless  his  longing  sight, 
Wsi  Omalisn  hail'd,  widi  bark  and  plumage  bright. 


PART  IL 


I. 


A  ViLLiT  from  the  river  shore  wididrawn 
Wm  Albert's  home,  two  quiet  woods  between, 
Whtae  loRy  verdure  overlook'd  his  lawn ; 
And  waters  to  their  resting-place  serene 
Cune  fresh'ning,  and  reflecting  all  the  scene 
(A  ninor  in  die  depth  of  flowery  shelves) ; 
So  iweet  a  spot  of  earth,  you  might,  (I  ween) 
Hive  gnsss'd  some  congregation  of  the  elves, 
To  iport  by  snmmer  moons,  had  shaped  it  fiir  them- 
selves. 

n. 

7cc  wanted  not  the  eye  iar  scope  to  muse. 
Nor  vistas  open'd  by  die  wand'ring  stream ; 
Both  where  at  evening  Alleghany  views, 
'nuoogfa  ridges  burning  in  her  western  beam, 
I^ke  after  lake  interminably  gleam : 
And,  past  those  setden'  haunts,  the  eye  might  roam 
Where  earth's  unliving  silence  all  would  seem ; 
Sive  where  on  rodcs  the  beaver  built  his  dome, 
(V  boflUo  remote  low'd  &r  from  human  home. 


s  flower riMped  Kke  a  bom,  which  GhateanbrisBd  pre- 
Is  beef  Iks  kMiM  kind,  the  IndtuM  in  their  trsvsb  throofh 
sAae  fisd  s  draught  of  dew  purar  than  any  othsr 


m. 

But  silent  not  that  adverse  eastern  path. 
Which  saw  Aurora's  hills  th'  horizon  crown  ; 
There  was  the  river  heard,  in  bed  of  wrath 
(A  precipice  of  foam  from  mountains  brown). 
Like  tumulls  heard  from  some  far-distant  town ; 
But  soft'ning  in  approach  he  left  his  gloom. 
And  murmur'd  pleasandy,  and  laid  him  down 
To  kiss  those  easy  curving  banks  of  bloom, 
That  lent  the  windward  air  an  exquisite  perfume. 

IV. 

It  seem'd  as  if  those  scenes  sweet  influence  had 

On  Gertrude's  soul,  and  kindness  like  their  own 

Inspired  those  eyes  aflfectionate  and  glad. 

That  seem'd  to  love  whate'er  they  look'd  upon ; 

Whether  with  Hebe's  mirth  her  features  slme, 

Or  if  a  shade  more  pleasing  them  o'ercast, 

(As  if  for  heav'nly  musing  meant  alone  0 

Yet  so  becomingly  th'  expression  past, 

That  each  succeeding  look  was  lovelier  than  the  last 

V. 

Nor  guess  I,  was  that  Pennsylvanian  home, 

Widi  all  its  ];ncturesque  and  balmy  grace. 

And  fields  that  were  a  luxury  to  roam, 

Lost  on  the  soul  that  look'd  from  such  a  face! 

Enthusiast  of  the  "ntrnds !  when  years  apace 

Had  bound  thy  lovely  waist  with  wcnnan's  nne, 

The  sun-rise  path,  at  mom,  I  see  thee  trace 

To  hills  with  high  magnolia  overgrown. 

And  joy  to  breathe  the  groves,  nnnantic  and  alone. 

VI 

The  sun-rise  drew  her  thoughts  to  Europe  ferth. 

That  thus  apostrophized  its  viewless  scene  : 

"  Land  of  my  father's  love,  my  mother's  birth ! 

The  home  of  kindred  I  have  never  seen .' 

We  know  not  other — oceans  are  between : 

Yet  say!  £u  friendly  hearts,  from  whence  we  came. 

Of  us  does  oft  remembrance  intervene ! 

My  mother  sure — my  sire  a  thought  may  claim ; — 

But  Gertrude  is  to  you  an  unregarded  name. 

VII. 

**  And  yet,  loved  England !  when  thy  name  I  trace 
In  many  a  pilgrim's  tale  and  poet's  song. 
How  can  I  choose  but  wish  for  one  embrace 
Of  them,  the  dear  unknown,  to  whom  belong 
My  mother's  looks — ^perhaps  her  likeness  strong  f 
Oh,  parent !  with  what  reverential  awe. 
From  features  of  thine  own  related  throng. 
An  image  of  thy  fiice  my  soul  could  draw ! 
And  see  thee  once  again  whom  I  too  shordy  saw !" 

vra. 

Yet  deem  not  Gertrude  sigh'd  for  foreign  joy ; 
To  soothe  a  father's  couch  her  only  care. 
And  keep  his  rev'rend  head  from  all  annoy : 
For  this,  methinks,  her  homeward  steps  repair. 
Soon  as  the  morning  wreath  had  bound  her  hair ; 
While  yet  die  wild  deer  trod  in  spangling  dew. 
While  boatmen  caroll'd  to  the  fresh-blown  air, 
And  woods  a  horiaontal  shadow  threw. 
And  early  fox  appear'd  in  momentary  view. 

191 


16 


CAMPBELL*S  POETICAL  WORKa 


DL 

Aptrt  diere  km  a  deep  untrodden  grot, 

Wlieie  oft  the  reading  houn  aweet  Gertnide  won ; 

TVaditioa  Iwd  not  named  in  lonely  spot; 

But  here  (methinks)  might  India*t  aam  explore 

Tlietr  fiidien*  doat,*  or  lift,  perchance  of  yore. 

Their  voice  to  the  great  Spirit : — rocks  sublime 

To  human  art  a  sportiFe  semWanre  bore. 

And  ydlow  lidiens  oolor'd  aU  the  dime, 

like  moonli^  battlements,  and  lowers  decay*d  by 


Bat  hi|^  in  amphitheatre  above. 
His  arms  die  everlasting  aloes  Uirew : 
Breathed  but  an  air  of  heav'n,  and  aU  the  grove 
As  if  widi  instinct  living  spirit  grew. 
Rolling  its  verdant  gulf  of  every  hue ; 
And  now  suspended  was  the  pleasing  din. 
Now  from  a  murmur  fiunt  it  swelled  anew. 
Like  the  first  note  of  organ  heard  within 
Cathedral  aisles— ere  yet  its  symphony  begin. 

XI. 

It  was  in  this  lone  valley  she  would  charm 

The  ling*ring  nooo,  where  flow'rs  a  couch  had  strewn ; 

Her  cheek  reclining,  and  her  snowy  arm 

On  hillock  by  the  palm-tree  half  overgrown : 

And  aye  that  volume  on  her  lap  is  thrown 

Which  evtfy  heart  of  human  mould  mdears ; 

With  Shakspeare's  self  she  speaks  and  smiles  akne, 

And  no  intruding  visitaticHi  fears. 

To  shame  the  unconscious  laugh,  or  stop  her  sweetr 


xn. 

And  nought  within  die  grove  was  heard  or  seen 
But  stock-doves  plaining  through  its  gloom  prolbund. 
Or  winglet  of  the  fiury  humming-bird. 
Like  atoms  of  the  rainbow  fluttering  round ; 
When,  lo !  there  enter'd  to  its  inmost  ground 
A  youth,  the  stranger  of  a  dutant  land ; 
He  was,  to  weet,  for  eastern  mountains  bound ; 
But  late  th'  equator  suns  his  cheek  had  tann'd. 
And  California's  gales  his  roving  bosom  fium*d. 

xm. 

A  steed,  whose  rein  hung  loosely  o*er  his  arm. 
He  led  dismounted ;  ere  his  Idsure  pace. 
Amid  the  brown  leaves,  could  her  ear  alarm, 
Close  he  had  come,  and  wwshipp'd  for  a  space 
Those  downcast  features  .'—she  her  lovely  foce 
Uplift  on  one,  whose  lineaments  and  frame 
Were  youth  and  manhood's  intermingled  grace : 
Iberian  seem*d  his  boot — his  robe  the  same. 
And  well  the  Spanish  plume  his  lofty  looks  became. 

XIV. 
For  Albert's  home  he  sought — her  finger  foir 
Has  pointed  where  the  fiuher*s  mansioo  stood. 
Returning  fiom  the  copse  he  soon  was  there ; 
And  soon  has  Gertrude  hied  from  dark  greenwood ; 
Nor  joyless,  by  the  oonverw,  understood 
Between  the  man  of  age  and  pilgrim  young, 
That  gay  ooogeniality  of  mood. 


ofdMir 


And  early  liking  fiom  aoquaintanoa 
Fun  fluently  convened  their 
tongue. 

XV. 

And  well  could  he  his  pilgrimsge  of 
Unfold^ — and  much  they  loved  his  fervid 
While  he  each  foir  variety  retraced 
Of  climes,  and  manuers,  o*er  die 
Now  happy  Switaer's  hills— ronantie 
Gay  liUed  fields  of  France^— or,  more 
The  soft  Ausonia*s  mtmnmental  reign ; 
Nor  less  each  rural  image  he  designM 
Than  all  the  d^'s  pooip  and  home  of 

XVL 

Anon  some  wilder  portrsitnre  he  draws ; 

Of  Nature's  savage  glories  he  would 

The  knelinesB  of  earth  duU 

Where,  resting  by  some  tomb  ef  okl  Cacir|a». 

The  lama-driver  on  Feruvia's  peak. 

Nor  living  voice  nw  motion  marks  aroond ; 

But  storks  that  to  die  boundless  forest 

Or  wild-cane  arch  high  flung  o'er  gulf 

That  fluctuates  when  the  stonnaof  £1  Dorede 

xvn. 

Pleased  with  hb  guest,  the  good  nan  aliU  vrosld  phr 
Each  earnest  question,  and  his  cooverae  eoort ; 
But  Gertrude,  as  she  eyed  him,  knew  not  why 
A  strange  and  troubling  wonder  slope  her  skort 
**  In  En^and  thou  hast  been^ — and,  fagr  rvpott. 
An  orphan'^  name  (quoth  Albert)  mayat  have  knom 
Sad  tale ! — ^when  latest  feO  our  frontier  foft^— 
One  innocent— one  soldier's  dnid    aloac 
Was  spared,  and  brought  to  me,  wrho  laved  Urn  ss 
my  own-^ 

XVDL 

**  Toong  Henry  Waldegrave !  three  delightfiil  yean 
These  very  walls  his  in&nt  sports  did  see ; 
But  most  I  loved  him  when  his  parting  tears 
Alternately  bedew'd  my  child  and  me : 
His  sorest  parting,  Ger^iide,  was  fiom  diee ; 
Nor  half  iti  grief  his  little  heart  could  hoU : 
By  kindred  he  was  sMit  for  o'er  the  sea. 
They  tore  him  from  us  when  but  twdve  yew  oU. 
And  scarcdy  for  his  loai  have  I  been  yei  eeosoled  T 

XIX. 

His  foce  the  wanderer  hid — but  could  not  hide 
A  tear,  a  smile,  upon  his  che^  that  dvrell }— > 
**  And  speak!  mysterious  strangerP* (Gertrode  cried) 
** It  is! — it  is!— I  knew — ^I  knew  him  vreU ! 
T  is  Waldegrave's  self,  of  WaMegreve  cone  to  tdl  r 
A  burst  of  joy  the  fiither's  lips  declare ; 
But  Gertrode  speechless  on  his  bosom  foil : 
At  once  his  open  arms  embraced  Uie  pair. 
Was  never  groope  more  blest,  in  diis  wide  worid  of 
care. 


1  ItitaaMlomorthslBdisBtribwto 
ia  the  eokivslBil  psmoT 

iWBDWSldiOfS 


**  And  win  ye  pardon  then  (replied  the  youth) 
Your  Waldegnve's  feigned  name,  and  fobe  attire  f 
I  durst  not  in  the  neighboriiood,  in  truth. 
The  very  fortunes  of  your  house  inquire ; 


1  The  bfidisi  ofsr  asnow  •tiouM  in  mssf  parti 
ABMrieasiSHiitobsbatkorcaae,  windi, 
nppQit  ths  psatottt,  urn  ftt  waved  ia  iIm 
sad  fttssMMli  sdd  to  tJwtfieetof  s 
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Lflit  one  that  knew  me  might  iome  tidings  dire 

Impart,  and  I  my  weaknew  all  betray ; 

For  had  I  kit  my  Geitnide  and  ray  tire, 

I  meant  bnt  o*er  jrour  tombs  to  weep  a  day — 

Unknown  I  meant  to  weep,  unknown  to  peM  away. 

XXI. 

**  Bat  here  ye  live,^ — ye  bloom^ — ^in  each  dear  ftoe 
The  changing  hand  of  time  I  may  not  blame ; 
For  therop  it  hath  bot  shed  more  reverend  grace, 
And  have  of  beauty  perfected  the  frame ; 
And  weD  I  know  your  hearts  are  still  the  same — 
They  ooohl  noC  change— ye  look  the  very  way. 
As  when  an  orphan  firrt  to  you  I  came. 
And  have  ye  heard  of  my  poor  guide,  I  pray  f 
Nay,  wfaerafixe  weep  ye,  friends,  on  sudi  a  joyous 
dayr 

xxn. 

**  And  ait  dKm  here  f  or  is  it  but  a  dream  f 
And  wih  tibou,  Waldegrave,  wilt  thou  leave  us  moref 
**  No,  never!  thou  that  yet  dost  lovelier  seem 
Hian  aa|^  on  earUk — than  ev*n  thyself  of  yore— 
I  win  not  part  thee  from  thy  father's  shore ; 
Bat  we  shall  cherish  him  with  mutual  arras. 
And  hand  in  hand  again  the  path  explore, 
Which  every  ray  of  young  reraerabnuice  warms. 
While  thoa  shalt  be  my  own,  with  all  thy  truth  and 
charme." 

xxm. 

At  BBiiiv  as  if  beneath  a  galaxy 
Of  o?er-arching  groves  in  blossoms  white, 
Where  all  was  od'rous  scent  and  harmony, 
And  gladness  to  the  heart,  ner\'e,  ear,  and  sight : 
lli»e  iC  oh,  gentle  Love !  I  read  aright 
'nie  otteranoe  that  seal'd  thy  sacred  bond, 
"Twaa  list'ning  to  these  accents  of  delight, 
She  hid  upon  his  breast  those  eyes,  beyond 
Eiprtaskm'a  pow'r  to  paint,  all  languishingly  fond. 

XXIV. 

**  Flow'r  of  my  life,  so  lovely,  and  so  lone ! 
Whom  I  woold  rather  in  this  desert  meet, 
Beoning,  and  soom'd  by  fortune's  pow'r,  than  own 
Her  pomp  and  splendors  lavish'd  at  my  feet! 
TfOOk  not  from  me  diy  breath,  more  exquisite 
Timn  odon  cast  on  Heaven's  own  shrine — to  please — 
Ghre  mm  thy  love,  than  luxury  more  sweet. 
And  more  than  all  the  wealth  that  loads  the  iH'eeze, 
When  Coromandel's  ships  return  from  Indian  seas." 

XXV. 

Then  would  that  home  admit  them — ^happier  &r 
That  grandeor's  most  magnificent  sakxxi, 
Whila^  hare  and  there,  a  solitary  star 
Flnah'd  m  the  darfc'ning  firmament  of  June ; 
And  aOenoe  farooght  the  soul-felt  hour,  full  soon, 
Inaflable  which  I  may  not  portray ; 
For  never  did  the  hymenean  moon 
A  pamdiie  of  hearts  more  sacred  sway, 
In  all  that  slept  beneath  her  soil  volapCoooi  ray. 
17 


PART  m. 


I. 
O  Love  !  in  such  a  wilderness  as  thb, 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine. 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss. 
And  here  thou  art  a  god  inideed  divine. 
Here  shall  no  forms  abridge,  no  hours  oonfhie 
The  views,  the  walks,  that  boundless  joy  inspire! 
Roll  on,  ye  days  of  raptured  influence,  shine ! 
Nor,  blind  wiUi  ecstacy's  celestial  fire, 
Shall  love  behold  the  spark  of  earth-born  time  expire. 

n. 

Three  little  moons,  how  short !  amid  the  grove 

And  pastoral  savannas  they  consume! 

While  she,  beside  her  buskin'd  jrouth  to  rove. 

Delights,  in  fencifuUy-wild  costume, 

Her  lovely  brow  to  shade  with  Indian  plume ; 

And  forth  in  hunter<seeniing  vest  they  (are ; 

But  not  to  chase  the  deer  in  forest  gloom ; 

T  is  but  the  breath  of  heav'n — the  blenscd  air — 

And  interchange  of  hearts  unknown,  unseen  to  shore. 

m. 

What  though  the  sportive  dog  ofl  round  thera  note. 
Or  fiiwn,  or  wild  bird  bursting  on  the  wing ; 
Yet  who,  in  love's  own  presence,  would  devote 
To  death  those  gentle  throats  that  wake  the  spring, 
Or  writhing  frora  the  brook  its  victira  bring  ? 
No  I — nor  let  fear  one  little  warbler  rouse ; 
But,  fed  by  Gertrude's  lumd,  still  let  thera  sing. 
Acquaintance  of  her  path,  amidst  the  boughs, 
That  shade  ev'n  now  her  love,  and  witness'd  fintt 
her  VOID'S. 

IV. 

Now  labyrinths,  which  but  themaelves  can  pierce, 
Mcthinks,  conduct  them  to  some  pleosant  ground, 
Where  welcome  hills  shut  out  the  universe. 
And  pines  their  lawny  walk  encompass  round  ; 
There,  if  a  pause  delicious  converse  found, 
'T  was  but  when  o'er  each  heart  th'  idea  stolp, 
(Perchance  awhile  in  joy's  oblivion  drown'd) 
That,  come  what  may,  while  life's  glad  poises  roll, 
Indissolubly  thus  should  soul  he  knit  to  soul. 

V. 

And  in  the  visions  of  romantic  youth. 
What  years  of  endless  bliss  arc  yet  to  flow ! 
But,  raortal  pleasure,  what  art  thou  in  truth  ? 
The  torrent's  smoothness,  ore  it  dash  below ! 
And  must  I  chanji^  my  song  7  and  must  I  show, 
Sweet  Wyoming !  the  day  when  thou  wert  doom'd, 
Guiltless,  to  mourn  thy  loveliest  bow'rs  laid  low ! 
When  where  of  yesterday  a  garden  bloom'd. 
Death  overspread  his  pall,  and   black'ning  asheii 
gloom'd. 

VI. 

Sad  was  the  year,  by  proud  opptemon  driven. 
When  Transatlantic  Liberty  arose. 
Not  in  the  sunshine,  and  the  smile  of  Heaven. 
But  wrapt  in  whirlwinds,  and  begirt  i%iih  woes, 

Via 
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Amklst  the  ■trife  of  fratricidal  factt; 
Her  birtfi-«tar  waB  the  light  of  burning  plains ;  * 
Her  baptism  is  the  weight  of  blood  that  flows 
From  kindred  hearts — the  blood  of  British  veins — 
And  fiunine  tracks  her  steps,  and  pestilential  pains. 

vn. 

Tet,  ere  the  storm  of  death  had  raged  remote. 
Or  siege  onaeen  in  heav*n  reflects  its  beams. 
Who  now  each  dreadful  circumstance  shall  note. 
That  filb  pale  Gertrude's  thoughts,  and  nightly 

dreams? 
Dismal  to  her  the  foige  of  battle  gleams 
Poftentous  light  ?  and  music's  voice  is  dumb ; 
Save  where  the  fife  its  shrill  reveille  screams. 
Or  midnigfat  streets  re-echo  to  the  drum. 
That  speaks  of  mftdd'ning  strife,  and  blood-atain'd 

fields  to  come. 

vra. 

It  was  in  truth  a  momentary  pang ; 

Yet  how  comprising  mjrriad  shapes  of  woe ! 

First  when  m  Gertrude's  ear  the  summons  rang, 

A  husband  to  the  battle  doom'd  to  go ! 

**  Nay,  meet  not  thou  (she  cries)  thy  kindred  foe ! 

Bat  peaceful  let  us  seek  &ir  CnglsLiMl's  strand  T* 

**  Ah,  Gertrude !  thy  beloved  heart,  I  know, 

Woold  feel,  like  mine,  the  stigmatizing  brand ! 

Could  I  forsake  the  cause  of  Freedom's  holy  band. 

IX. 
**  Bat  shame — bat  flight — a  recreant's  name  to  prove. 
To  hide  in  exile  ignominious  fears ; 
Say,  ev*n  if  this  I  btook'd,  the  public  love 
Thy  father's  bosom  to  his  home  endears : 
And  how  could  I  his  few  remaining  years. 
My  Gertrude,  sever  from  so  drar  a  child  T' 
So.  day  by  day,  her  boding  heart  he  cheers ; 
At  last  tlut  heart  to  hope  is  half  beguiled. 
And,  pale  through  tears  suppress'd,  the  mournful 
beauty  smiled. 

X. 
Night  came« — and  in  their  lighted  bow'r,  full  late. 
The  joy  c^  converse  had  endured — when,  harii ! 
Abrupt  and  loud  a  summons  shook  their  gate ; 
And,  heedless  of  the  dog's  obstrep'rous  bark, 
A  form  has  rush'd  amidst  them  fit>m  the  dark. 
And  spread  his  armst,— and  fell  upon  the  floor : 
Of  aged  strength  his  limbs  retain'd  the  mark ; 
Bat  desolate  he  Innk'd,  and  femish'd,  poor. 
As  ever  shipwrecked  wretch  lone  left  on  desert  shore. 

XI. 

Uprisen,  eadi  wondering  brow  is  knit  and  arch'd : 
A  spirit  from  the  dead  they  deem  him  first : 
To  speak  he  tries ;  but  quiv'ring,  pale,  and  parch'd. 
From  lips,  as  by  some  pow'riess  dream  accursed, 
EmoCioiis  unintelligil^e  burst ; 
And  kmg  his  filmed  eye  is  red  and  dim ; 
At  length  the  pity-proAer'd  cup  his  thirst 
Had  half  assuaged,  and  nerved  his  shuddering  limb, 
When  Albert's  hand  he  grssp'd ; — but  Albert  knew 
not  him — 

xn. 

"And  hast  thou  then  fo/got."  (he  cried  foriom. 
And  eyed  the  group  with  half  indignant  air,) 
"  Oh !  hast  thou.  Christian  chief,  forgot  the  mom 
When  I  widi  diee  die  cup  of  peace  did  share  f 
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Then  stately  was  this  heod,  and  dark  this  hair. 
That  now  is  white  as  Afyalarhia's  snow ; 
But,  if  the  weight  of  fifleen  yean*  despair. 
And  age,  hath  bow'd  me,  and  the  tortniing  foe, 
Bring  me  my  boy— and  he  will  his  deliverarkaoiWEr— 

xm. 

It  was  not  long,  with  eyes  and  heart  of 
Eire  Henry  to  his  loved  Oneyda  flew : 
"  Bless  thoe,  my  guide!" — bat,  backward. 
The  chief  his  old  bewilder'd  head 
And  grssp'd  his  arm,  and  look'd  and 

throogh. 
'Tvras  strange-^nor  coold  the  group  a 
The  long,  the  doubtful  scrutiny  to  view ; 
At  last  delight  o*er  all  his  features  stole, 
**  It  is— my  own,"  he  cried,  and  dasp'd 

sotiL 

XIV. 

"  Yes !  thou  recall'st  my  pride  of  years,  for  then 

The  bowstring  of  my  spirit  was  not  slack. 

When,  spito  of  woods,  and  floods,  and  ambush'd  men, 

I  bore  thee  like  the  quiver  on  my  bock. 

Fleet  as  the  whirlwiikd  hurries  oo  the  rack ; 

Nor  fbeman  then,  itor  cougar's  crooch  I  feared,* 

For  I  was  strong  as  mountain  cataract : 

And  dost  thou  itot  remember  how  we  cheer'd. 

Upon  the  last  hill-top,  when  white  men's  hmsappear^d? 

XV. 

**  Then  welcome  be  my  death-aong.  and  my  death ! 

Since  I  have  seen  thee,  and  again  emfataccd." 

And  longer  had  he  spent  his  loil-wom  breath ; 

But  with  aflectionate  and  eager  haste. 

Was  every  arm  outstretch'd  around  their  gnest. 

To  welcome  and  to  bless  hb  aged  head. 

Soon  was  the  hospitable  banquet  placed ; 

Aim!  Gertrude's  lovely  hands  a  balsam  shed 

On  woonds  with  fever'd  joy  that  more  profosdy  bled 

XVI. 

**  But  this  is  not  a  time." — be  started  ap, 

And  smote  his  breast  with  woe-deix>ancing  hand — 

**  This  is  no  time  to  fill  the  joyoos  cup. 

The  Mammoth  comes,  (18>--the  foe,  the  Monster 

Brandt,* 
With  all  his  howling  desolating  band ; — 
These  eyes  have  seen  their  Made,  and  baraing  pine 
Awake  at  once,  and  silence  half  your  land. 
Red  is  the  cup  they  drink,  but  not  with  wine : 
Awake,  and  watch  to-night,  or  see  no  morning  shine! 

xvn. 

"  Scorning  to  wield  the  hatchet  for  lus  bribe, 

'Gainst  Brandt  hiiMelf  I  went  to  battle  forth :  (IP) 

Accursed  Brandt !  he  left  of  all  my  tribe 

Nor  man,  nor  child,  nor  thing  of  living  birth : 

No!  not  the  dog,  that  watch'd  my  household  health. 

Escaped  that  night  of  blood,  apon  our  plaina  * 

All  perish'd  I — I  alone  am  left  on  earth ! 

To  whom  nor  relative  nor  blood  remains. 

No!  not  a  kindred  drop  that  runs  in  human  vnna! (90) 
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xvin. 

*'Bnt  go! — and  room  yoar  warriors; — tor,  if  right 
Theae  (M  bewilder'd  eyes  could  guess,  by  sigiui 
Of  itriped  and  starred  banners,  on  yon  height 
Of  eaatem  cedars,  o'er  the  creek  of  pinea— 
Some  fort  embattled  by  your  country  shin^ : 
Deep  roarB  th'  innavigable  gulf  below 
Ita  aqoared  rock,  and  palisaded  lines. 
Go !  seek  the  light  its  warlike  beacons  show; 
Wlttlat  I  in  ambush  wait,  for  vengeance,  and  die  foe !" 

XIX 
Scarce  had  he  atter'd— when  heavVs  verge  extreme 
Reverberates  the  bomb's  descending  star, — 
And  aocmdi  that  mingled  laugh,— Houod  shout,— and 

screamy— 
To  fieeae  die  blood,  in  one  discordant  jar, 
Rmig  to  die  pealing  thunderbolts  of  wbt. 
Whoop  aAer  whoop  with  rack  the  ear  assail'd ! 
As  if  unearthly  fiends  had  burst  their  bar ; 
While  rapidly  the  marksman's  shot  prevail'd . — 
And  aye,  as  if  for  death,  some  lonely  trumpet  wail'd. 

XX. 

Then  look'd  they  to  the  hills,  where  fire  o'erhung 
The  bandit  groups,  in  one  Vesuvian  glare; 
Or  swept,  &r  seen,  the  tow'f,  whose  clock  unrang, 
Told  l^Ue  that  midnight  of  despair. 
She  frinla^— she  Alters  not, — th'  heroic  foir, — 
Aa  he  the  sword  and  plume  in  haste  array'd. 
One  abort  embrace — ^he  clasp'd  his  dearest  care- 
Bat  hark!  what  nearer  war-drum  shakes  the  glade  7 
Joy,  joy!  Columbta'a  friends  are  trampling  through 
the  shade! 

XXI. 

■ 

Then  came  of  every  race  the  mingled  swarm. 

Far  rung  the  grovea,  and  gleam'd  the  midnight  grass, 

With  flambeau,  javelin,  and  naked  arm ; 

Aa  warfiors  wheel'd  their  culverins  of  brass. 

Sprang  from  the  woods,  a  bold  athletic  mass. 

Whom  virtue  fires,  and  liberty  combines : 

And  first  the  wild  Moravian  )ragerB  pass, 

His  plumed  host  the  dark  Iberian  joins — 

And  Scotia's  sword  beneath  the  Highland  thistle 


xxn. 

And  in,  the  buskin'd  hunters  of  the  deer. 

To  Albert's  home,  with  shout  and  cymbal  throng : — 

Roosed  by  their  warlike  pomp,  and  mirth,  and  cheer. 

Old  OutaiisBi  woke  his  battle-song. 

And,  beating  with  his  war-club  cadence  strong. 

Tells  bow  his  deep^tung  indignation  smarts. 

Of  diem  that  wnpt  his  house  in  flames,  ere  long, 

To  whet  a  dagger  on  their  stony  hearts. 

And  mile  avenged  ere  yet  his  eagle  spirit  parts. 

xxm. 

Calm,  opposite  the  Christian  fiither  rose. 
Pale  on  his  venerable  brow  its  rays 
Of  martyr  light  the  conflagration  throws ; 
One  band  upon  his  lovely  child  he  lays. 
And  one  th'  uiM»ver'd  crowd  to  silence  swa3ni; 
While,  though  die  battle  flash  is  faster  driv'n^ — 
Unawed,  with  eye  unstarded  by  the  blaze. 
He  for  Ua  UeeiHng  country  prays  to  Heav'uv— 
Frsfi  that  the  men  of  blood  themselves  may  be  for- 
glr*ii. 


XXIV. 

Short  time  is  now  for  gratulating  speech : 

And  yet,  beloved  Gertrude,  ere  began 

Thy  country's  flight,  yon  distant  tow'rs  to  reach, 

Look'd  not  on  thee  the  rudest  partisan 

With  brow  relax'd  to  love  ?   And  murmurs  ran. 

As  round  and  round  their  willing  ranks  they  drew. 

From  beauty's  sight  to  shield  the  hostile  van. 

Grateful,  on  them  a  placid  look  she  threw, 

Nor  wept,  but  as  she  bode  her  mother's  grave  adieu! 

XXV. 

Past  was  the  flight,  and  welcome  seem'd  the  tower. 
That  like  a  giant  standard-bearer  frown'd 
Defiance  on  the  roving  Indian  power. 
Beneath,  each  bold  and  promontory  mound 
With  embrasure  emboss'd,  and  armor  crown'd. 
And  arrowy  fnezc,  and  wedged  ravelin. 
Wove  like  a  diadem  its  tracery  round 
The  lofty  summit  of  that  mountain  green  : 
Here  stood  secure  the  group,  and  eyed  a  distant  scene. 

XXVI. 
A  scene  of  death !  where  fires  beneath  the  sun. 
And  blended  arms,  and  white  pavilions  glow; 
And  for  the  business  of  destrucdon  done 
Its  requiem  the  war-horn  seem'd  to  blow : 
There,  sad  spectatress  of  her  coimtiy's  woe ! 
The  lovely  Gertrude,  safe  from  present  harm. 
Had  laid  her  cheek,  and  clasp'd  her  hands  of  snow 
On  Waldegrave's  shoulder,  half  within  his  arm 
Enclosed,  that  felt  her  heart,  and  hush'd  its  wild  alarm ! 

xxvn. 

But  short  that  contemplation — sad  and  short 
The  pause  to  bid  each  much-loved  scene  adieu ! 
Beneath  the  very  shadow  of  the  fort. 
Where  friendly  swords  were  drawn,  and  banners  flew; 
Ah !  who  could  deem  that  foot  of  Indian  crew 
Was  near? — yet  there,  with  lust  of  murd'rous  deeds, 
Gleam'd  like  a  basilisk,  from  w*oods  in  view. 
The  ambush'd  focmon's  eye-^iis  volley  speeds. 
And  Albert — Albert — foils!  the  dear  old  fodier  bleeds! 

xxvm. 

And  tranced  in  giddy  horror  Gertrude  swoon'd ; 
Yet,  while  she  clasps  him  lifoless  to  her  zone. 
Say,  burst  they,  borrow'd  from  her  fother's  woiuxl. 
These  drops ?--C^,  God !  the  life-blood  is  her  ownl 
And  folt'ring,  on  her  Waldegrave's  bosom  thrown — 
"  Weep  not,  O  love  I" — she  cries,  "  to  see  me  bleed— 
Thee,  Gertrude's  sad  survivor,  thee  alone 
Heaven's  peace  commiserate ;  for  scarce  I  heed 
These  wounds ; — ^yet  thee  to  leave  is  death,  is  death 
indeed! 

XXIX. 

*' Clasp  me  a  little  longer  on  the  brink 
Of  fate !  while  I  con  feel  thy  dear  caress ; 
And  when  this  heart  hath  ceased  to  beat — oh!  think. 
And  let  it  mitigate  thy  woe's  excess. 
That  thou  hast  been  to  me  all  tenderness. 
And  friend  to  more  than  human  friendship  just 
Oh !  by  that  retrospect  of  happiness. 
And  by  the  hopes  of  an  immortal  trust, 
God  shall  assuage  th^  \«m^i — vj\v«i\wsi\«A\sw^^ai^'" 

voV. 


CAMPBELL'S  POETIGAL  WOBKB. 


**Gob  Beory,  go  not  lack,  when  I  depvt. 

Hie  eome  tlqr  banting  teen  too  deep  will  novep 

Where  my  dear  friher  took  thee  to  hie  Iweit, 

And  Gerlnide  thoo^t  it  ecrtecy  to  rove 

With  thee,  as  with  an  angel,  thioagh  diegvove 

or  peace,  imagining  her  lot  was  cast 

In  haa;v*ta;  fcr  oon  was  not  like  earthly  lore. 

And  nnst  diis  parting  be  our  veiy  last? 

No!  I  dmll  feve  thee  stai,  when  deaih  itnlf  k  past 

XXXL 
*'Bdf  coold  I  bear,  medunki,  to  leare  this  eaithr- 
Aad  thee,  more  ktved  than  aoght  beneadi  the  sun. 
U*  I  had  lived  to  smile  but  on  the  birth 
Of  one  dear  pledge  J — but  shall  Acta  then  benane^ 
In  fiitare  times — no  gentle  little  one. 
To  dasp  thy  neck,  and  look,  resembling  mef 
Yet  seems  it,  ev'n  while  life's  last  pnlaes  nm, 
A  sweetness  in  the  cap  of  death  to  be. 
Laid  of  my  bosooi's  love!  lo  die  beholdii^g  thee!" 

xxxn. 

Hndi*d  were  hM  Gertrade*s  lips!  bot  still dietr  bland 
And  beantifal  eiptcssion  seem'd  to  mdt 
With  feve  that  could  not  die!  and  still  his  faaad 
She  presses  to  the  heart  no  more  that  felt 
Ah,  heart!  where  onoe  eadi  feod  aflectaon  dwdt. 
And  features  yet  diet  spoke  a  soul  more  Air. 
Mate,  gaaong,  agonizing  as  he  knelt^ — 
Of  them  diat  stood  encircling  his  deqiair. 
He  heard  some  firiendly  words;— but  knew  not  what 
they  were. 

xxxm. 

For  now,  to  mourn  their  judge  and  diild,  anives 
A  feithlul  band.    With  solemn  rites  between, 
*rwas  song^  how  they  were  lovely  in  their  lives^ 
And  in  their  deaths  had  not  divided  been. 
Tooch'd  by  the  music,  and  the  melting  scoie. 
Was  scarce  one  tearless  eye  amidst  the  crowd : — 
Stem  warrion,  resting  on  their  swords,  were  seen 
To  vefl  their  eyes^  as  pam*d  each  nracb-loved  shroud — 
While  wonan's  soAer  soul  in  woe  dissolved  aloud. 


boy! 
•s  joy! 


XXXIV. 
Tlien  moomfully  the  parting  bu^e  bid 
Its  fereweU,  o'er  die  grave  of  worth  and  troth ; 
Pkone  to  the  dost,  afficted  Waldegrave  hid 
His  feoe  on  earth; — him  watch'd,  in  gloomy  rath, 
Hii  woodland  guide :  but  words  had  none  to  soothe 
Hie  grief  that  knew  not  consolation's  name : 
Casting  his  Indian  mantle  o'er  the  youth. 
He  watch'd,  beneath  its  felds,  each  bunt  that  came 
Convolsive,  agne-like,  across  his  shuddering  fiime! 

XXXV. 

"  And  I  could  weep,-"— th*  Oneyda  diief 

His  descant  wildly  thus  begun  >— 

"Bat  that  I  may  not  stain  with  grief 

Hie  deadMig  of  my  fedier's  eon, 

Or  bow  this  head  in  woe! 

For  by  my  wrongs,  and  by  my  wrath ! 

TMBorrow  Areouaki's  breath 

CThaM.  fires  yon  heav'n  widi  stonos  of  death) 

Shall  light  us  to  the  foe : 


givlB 


And  we  shall  share,  my 
The  foenan's  bknd,  the 


XXXVL 
'*fiat  diee,  my  flow^,  whose  breath  wi 
Bf  milder  genii  o'er  the  deep^ 
The  spiiiii  of  ^  white  man's  heav^ 
Fwbid  not  thee  to  weep : — 
Nor  will  die  Chrwtian  host. 
Nor  win  thy  fedier's  spirit  grieve. 
To  see  thee,  on  die  battle's  eve, 
fjumenting,  take  a  raounifid  leave 
Of  her  fdio  loved  thee  most: 
She  was  the  rsinbow  to  thy  si|^ ! 
Thy  son— thy  heav'n— of  hist  delight! 

xxxvn. 

*'TMnorrow  let  us  do  or  die ! 

But  when  die  bolt  of  death  is  hurfd. 

Ah!  whither  then  with  thee  to  fly, 

Shan  Outalissi  roam  die  woiid  ? 

Seek  we  thy  onee-loved  home  I 

Hie  hand  is  gone  that  cropt  its  llowera : 

Unheard  their  do6k  repeals  its  houn! 

Cold  is  die  health  widiin  dieir  bow'n! 

And  should  we  thither  roam, 

Iti  edioes,  and  iti  empty  tread, 

Wouhl  sound  like  voices  from  die  dead ! 

xxxvm. 

**Ordian  we  cross  yon  mountams  blue, 

Whose  streams  my  kindred  nation  quaff*d  ? 

And  by  my  ade,  in  batde  trae, 

A  dioosand  waniun  drew  the  shaft  f 

Ah !  there  in  deatrfation  odd, 

The  desert  serpent  dwells  akne. 

Where  grsss  o'eigrows  eadi  raould'ring  bone 

And  stones  themselves  to  ruin  grown 

like  me,  are  death-like  old. 

Ilien  seek  we  not  their  camp^ — for 

llie  silence  dwdls  of  my  deqair!" 

XXXIX. 

But  haik  the  trump! — to-monow  thou 
In  gkxy's  fires  shalt  dry  thy  tean : 
Ev'n  fitxn  the  land  of  shadows  now 
My  fether's  awful  ghost  appears. 
Amidst  the  doods  that  round  us  roU  ; 
He  bids  my  sool  for  battle  thirst — 
He  bids  me  dry  the  last    the  firs^— 
llie  only  tean  that  ever  burst 
From  Outalissi's  sool ; 
Because  I  may  not  stain  with  giief 
The  deatbeoi^  of  an  Indian  chief! 


i»» 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  13,  ooL  1. 
Aesi  Bsn?  aock-lmd^s  Miat. 

"The  mocking-bird  is  of  die  fbcm,  but  larger,  dian 
die  durush;  and  the  colon  are  a  mixture  of  Uack, 
white,  and  grey.  WhatissaklofdienightingmIe.byiti 
greateat  admiren,  is  what  may,  with  more  jwophety. 
apply  to  this  bird.  who.  in  a  natuiml  stale,  sings  wdi 
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WCfy  Biperinr  Ufte.  Towanb  evening  1  have  beartl 
«BF  begin  aciftly.niiicrviDgiia  hrentb  loiwall  cenoin 
Dolea,  which,  by  Ihia  iDcans.  hod  t  tnosi  axUiniihiiig 
-etfecL  A  gCDlJeinan  in  London  had  one  uf  IbeK  biltti 
S/t  ail  r«ai»  During  ihe  ipace  of  ■  minulo  ho  no 
bBard  lo  imilale  ihe  wuod-lnrk.  rb&Dincb,  blarkbini, 
itu'iwh.aniiiiiairan.  In ihi* cuunuy r Amenca)  1  ha>o 
IrequeniJy  known  (be  nmcking-bipdii  wi  engaged  in 
■hia  suoiiFry,  dul  il  wu  with  much  djfliculiy  1  could 
everoblaiD  ■□  opporlunily  of  hniiing  iheitown  luii' 
ml  note.  Some  go  »  br  aa  to  lay.  That  (hey  havt 
DHlker  peculiai  nxea,  nor  Ikvorilc  imilalionii.  lliii 
■ay  ba  d^nd.  Tboir  few  natural  nota  reaemblE 
■hH of  lbs t^uropeBn)  nig^tiogole.  TbeirKmg.how 
ever,  haa  a  greaUc  compan  and  volume  than  tli( 
n'g'ii'Tig^li'i  wid  Ibey  bave  Ihe  bculty  of  varying  all 

lighlfuL" — AaBt'B  TVonli  in  Aaurica,  vol  li,  p.  73. 

Note  3.  page  13,  col  I. 

The  CoiybrechtHu,  ot  CortirHcblan,  ia  s  whirlpool 
on  Ihe  weiiem  cwit  of  Scolloiid.  near  tbe  blond  o" 
Jurv,  whidi  il  heard  al  a  prodigiou  dvionoe.  ll 
nuna  Mgiu£ei  [be  whirlpool  of  (be  Prince  of  Dei 
■uk;  and  Ihsie  ia  a  Lradidon  thai  a  Donah  princ 
ODoa  mdattook,  Ibr  a  wager,  lo  aal  anchor  in  it.  H 
ii  mid  lo  have  uied  wooUeo  inaltod  of  hempeo  ropM. 
bt  tiilw  atmslfa,  but  peiwbcd  in  the  stlenipl 
Iha  dnna  of  Aisyleibirs.  I  bave  oRsn  liilened 
Sm(  ddi^  to  Ihe  nuDd  of  Ihia  vortei,  el  tbe  dia- 
toaea  otaaaf  bagneai  When  tbe  viealhei  ia  calm. 
and  Am  a4iBMDt  laa  acarcely  heard  on  theae  piclui- 
•aqo*  ihoraa,  iu  aound.  which  is  like  Ihe  •oiind  of 
ioucBaenUe  charioti,  crealea  a  magnjficenl  and  Gae 


Note  3,  page  13.  coL  9. 

"  In  the  Indian  tribei  there  ia  a  great  aimilai 
ibeir  coIm,  atalore,  elc  They  are  all,  except  the  Snake 

aaldoai  Ihey  era  deionued,  which  baa  ^ven  r 
■ba  lifOMtinn  that  Ihey  put  to  death  their  delbrmed 
duldnn.  Tbair  iUn  ia  of  a  copper  color ;  ibeir  eyi 
laiaa,  btighl,  blad:,  ood  aporiiling.  indicative  of 
•lAlila  and  dbeaming  mind :  their  hair  is  of  Ihe  aara 
color,  and  prom  lo  ba  long,  aeldom  or  never  curlei 
H«r  tMib  are  largs  and  white ;  I  iMTsr  obierTH] 
my  decayed  among  Ihem,  which  makta  their  t 
m  iweei  a*  the  air  Ihey  inhale." — 7Va«li  tAroafk 
^■mHdb,  ftji  CiipU.  Ltwu  OTvI  Cliuk.  n  lS04-5-£. 
Note  i,  page  14.  (ol.  I. 

""nie  Indiana  oT  North  America  acaHnpany  every 
fcnaal  addma  lo  atrangen.  with  whom  they  Ibrm  or 
laoognin  a  treaty  of  amity,  with  a  preaenl  of  a  itring, 
«r  belt,  at  wampum.  Wanpum  (aaya  Codwatloder 
CoidaO}  ia  made  of  the  lar^e  wlietk  aheU.  Biiccinum. 
m>d  duped  like  long  beads :  il  is  (he  current  money 
<r  Ae  Indians."— IHarory  n/  tte^u  hdiin  fbtioat, 
f.  M.  AfaB-yort  (rfib'oa. 

Note  5,  page  14.  col.  1. 
The  Mite  </ pun  Di>  ilspi  lull  hillKr  M. 

In  rdating  an  interview  dT  Mc<bawk  Indians  with 
Ae  GovertKV  of  NeivVurk,  Tnldpn  quolei  ihe  (bl- 


aege  as  a  iperjmen  ttf  Iheir  meUi]duiiiMl 
Where  ahall  I  seek  the  chair  of  peaca  f 
Where  aball  I  And  it  but  npon  out  path  f  and  whilheT 
doth  our  (slh  lend  ua  but  unto  this  houae  I" 
Nolo  6.  page  14.  coL  1. 

"  When  Ihey  soUdt  the  alliance,  oflenaive  or  dV' 
leneive,  of  a  who)o  nation,  they  Kod  on  embaaay  will) 
ahixgelKllofwnnipun)  and  a  bloody  hatchet,  invil' 
ing  them  Iu  come  and  drink  the  blood  of  ibeir  enO' 
miea.  The  wampum  made  oae  of  on  ibesa  and  other 
ocxsaiona.  belbre  their  acquaintance  with  thr  Euro 
peana.  was  nothing  but  smail  ahella  whirh  Ihey 
picked  up  by  Ihe  eea^cooats.  and  on  the  banks  of  Ihrr 
lakoi ;  and  now  it  ia  mthing  but  a  kind  of  cyhodri' 
col  beads,  made  of  ibella,  white  and  Mack,  which 
are  EUteeoied  among  them  ai  silver  and  gold  ara 
among  ua.  Tbs  black  they  odl  (be  mom  voltmble.  and 
both  together  are  Iheir  greatfdt  richoa  and  omtunenta . 
these  atoong  Ihem  anaweting  all  the  end  Ibatmuiey 
doea  amongst  us.  They  have  tbe  art  of  atringing. 
twining,  and  interweaving  ihem  into  their  beln.  rol- 
Ian.  blonkela.  and  moccaiona.  etc.  in  ten  thmmnd 
dideren[  liaes.  lanna,  and  figure*,  ao  oi  to  be  oma- 
mejiia  for  every  jurt  of  dresa.and  eiprwmve  to  ihcm 
ofall  Iheir  important  transactions.  Theydyotbewam- 
pum  of  vaiioue  colors  and  ahodcs.  aiii  mii  and  dis- 
pose Ihem  with  great  ingenuity  and  order,  and  lO  a< 
to  bo  significant  among  themselves  of  sltufBt  every- 
thing they  pleaio ;  to  (hat  by  these  tb«r  wonln  are 
kflpt,and  their  Ihonghia  communicated  Iu  uno  anolhoft 
BB  oiin  ore  by  writing.  The  belts  thai  past  from  onO 
Dali(Hi  lo  another  in  all  treaties.  decIaratia^i^  and  im> 
porlonl  iransaciiona.  are  very  carefully  preserved  in 
the  caliins  of  iheir  chiefi,  end  servo  not  only  as  a 
kind  of  record  or  bialory.  bul  as  a  pubhc  treasure." — 
.Major  Rocus'a  Accoiinf  of  tiarlk  jtmcrvn. 
Sole  7.  page  14,  col.  1. 

"  ll  Lb  rortain  the  Indiana  acknowledge  one  Si^ 
preme  Being,  or  Giver  of  life,  who  presides  over  all 
tbingaj  thai  ia,  tbe  Creel  Spirit;  and  they  look  upii> 
him  as  the  source  of  guud,  fiom  whence  no  evil  can 
proceed.  They  also  believe  in  a  bod  Spirit,  la  whuni 
they  ascribe  great  power ;  and  suppne  that  through 
hia  power  all  the  evils  which  be&ll  mankind  ara 
ioOicIed.  To  him,  thereibre.  they  pray  in  their  dia- 
(ressee,  begging  that  be  would  either  avert  their  trou- 
bles, or  moderate  Ihem  when  they  are  do  k»ger 

"  They  bold  alsu  thai  there  are  good  Spiriti  of  a 
lower  degree,  who  have  their  particular  deportmenta. 
in  which  ihey  are  tvnalnjitly  conlribuling  to  the  hap- 
pinem  of  mortali.  These  they  suppose  lo  jffcaide  over 
all  tite  eitmordinory  prodnciions  of  Nature,  such  as 
iboso  lakes,  riven,  nnil  mountains  that  are  of  on  un- 
common magnitude;  and  Ukowise  the  beasts,  birds, 
fishes,  and  even  vegetables  or  •tones,  that  eicead 
the  rest  of  their  apeciea  in  aixe  or  angularity."—. 
ClaR-KE's  TrtrteU  amm^  Me  Indtatu, 

The  Supreme  Siirit  uT  good  is  called  by  the  Indians 

Kitchi  Maiutou;  and  the  Spirilof  evil  lUatchi  Maniiou. 

Note  B,  page  14.  coL  1. 


The  Ion 


a  mediciiK  usnl  tf  dieae  mbw , 
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il  ii  ■  decoemn  of  ■  buh  called  ibe  Fcvri  Trw. 

S^amilj  il  i  kind  of  loup  (dmuaiaieied  lo  Lhcit  ucL 

Note  9,  page  14.  coL  1. 

Aad  I.  Ifcg  tulB  of  bj  nil*,  lun  rali'd 

V/Hb  Ibii  km  dan. 

The  mdmoir  oT  all  (nidlan  unmg  dw  AnHii- 


le  in  pnilmg  Ihii  figontiTa  iMOgnagt  ia  ihe 
of  OuOlnn.    Tba  dare  ia  Hooog  Ihem,  M 
in  emblea  of  nwebtoa ;  uid  (be  eagle. 
that  of  a  bold,  noble,  and  libanl  mind.     When  ihi 


-Thejaw 

■ay  inlempenie  Krath,  hni  (Iwi  inVFtetaCT  to  their 

eneraifla  nhidi  ii  nacod  in  erezr  Indian**  breatt. 

In  all  Mber  imlancea  titrj  are  cool  and  delibeiale. 

UkiDg  can  lo  lagipna  (be  emoboo  of  Ibe  heart.    If 

an  Indian  hai  diiroTered  that  a  fiiend  of  bit  ii  in 

danger  of  being  cnl  off  by  ■  lurking 

HH  rell  him  of  hia  danger  in  dirrd  lerma,  u  tbou^ 

he  were  in  lear.  bat  ba  fini  nwlly  aiki  hii 

Haj  he  ia  fning  diat  day,  and  baring  hii 

nidi  llw  man  indiSerenrsielltbim  ihalhehai  been 

inJtvnnd  llttli 

going.    7%ii  hint  proTet  lufficient.  and   hit  fiiend 

■voida  Ihe  danger  with  aa  much  caution  a)  tbtn^ 

arorj  devgn  and  mff^iim  of  hia  enemy  bad   bet 

psdued  out  lo  him. 

"If  an  Indian  hie  be«D  engaged  (oraereral  dayii 
■he  duae.  and  by  accident  continued  long  witlu 
bod,  Hhtn  he  arrivra  ai  iJio  hut  of  a  6ienl.  where 
he  bmn  thai  hii  n-um  will  be  immedislely  rap- 
fbei,  be  lakea  care  not  to  ibow  ihe  leoit  •ympiuiB 
of  i<n|stience.  or  betray  the  eitnnne  hunger  thai  he 
ia  lortnnd  with;  bat.  on  bring  intiled  in.  rite  md- 
Ceotedly  down  and  nKike*  hii  pipe  wilh  u  mndi 
ornnpoam  u  if  hii  nppetile  vwt  clayed,  and  he  was 
per&clly  ai  esK.  He  doea  the  laiiie  ifammig  man- 
gm.  Thii  cttMom  i«  itricdy  adhered  to  by  every 
tribe,  aa  Ibey  eeteem  it  a  pmof  of  fertiiade,  and 
think  Ibe  reverae  woold  eniiile  them  lo  Ihe  a^fiella- 

"  If  you  lell  on  Indian  thai  bis  childiea  have 
greatly  ognaliicd  IhemaclTea  agaiiBt  on  enemy,  have 
laken  many  icalfB.  and  fcaought  home  many  priion- 
en.  he  doea  not  appear  to  feel  any  lUaig  enrniom 
of  pleaaure  on  the  oecaiioii ;  bii  amnei  generally  it. 
•  Ibey  hare  •tnrm  well.' — and  he  malua  but  lery 
hole  inquiry  about  Ibe  mailer;  on  Ibe  ODOIraiy.  if 
you  inCirm  him  thai  fail  childisi  an  iloin  or  token 
priaonen,  be  laaltee  no  curaplainn:  be  only  replica. 
-It  if  unfntnnale :' — and  forKUDe  tiiDe>ikino<iue»- 
liooi  iboul  how  il  happened." — Liwu  and  Clauk^ 
Tnatlt. 

Note  11,  page  14.  ooL  2. 

"  Not  11  Ihe  ealuinei  of  leia  importance  or  leu  re- 
vered Ihan  Ihe  wampum  in  many  Inniariiani  relaliie  [ 
both  lo  peace  and  war.  lliebawlof  ihiippeBiDBde| 
W  a  kiDd  of  ion  red  ttune.  wlucb  ii  eaaily  wimghl  | 


and  hollowed  oDI :  Ibe  Item  ii  of  cane,  alder,  WM« 

of  ligbi  vmod.  painted  with  difleni  mIdO.^ 

dtajniei  widi  Ihe  headi.  taik,  and  ftathnarffc 

r  dm  liliMUBP 

UDoke  eilber  ioIbccd  or  nne  baifc.  leaCor  bart,  wIM 
they  oAen  uee  iwlead  of  ii,  wben  tbey  enter  iMi  m 

iui  being  among  them  the  anal  aacied  oA 
be  taken,  the  violiiioD  of  which  ia  cmi^hI 
moH  infamom,  and  deaecring  itf  aeveie  p^atkm^ 
Gom  Beaten.     When  they  tnal  of  nr.  Ikawfelfc 

id  all  iiiomamentiBrer«):aoaMBaaiiiBal 
a  one  aide,  and  by  lb*  diaposiisa  of  Aa  taA 
^  one  scquainied  i  iili  iliiii  iin»ai»  ■JBI— 
ai  fiiK  Bghi  what  Ihe  Datioa  who  |«|ainh  il  aOBaA 
he  calumet  ii  abi  a  leligiMB 

ai  an  innniaienl  by  which  they  invoke  the  lun  ad 

oom  10  witncB  iheir  linceriiy.  and  lo  be  b>  il  mn 

.  gDonntee  of  the  treaty  bem-een  ihem.  Thii  noaia 

of  the  Indiana,  though  to  appetuanco  vniewfaai  ridk* 

*   ml  without  ill  reaaom ;  for  ai  ihey  b^  ihM 

g  Hndi  to  diipene  ilie  vapon  of  ihe  fanaa.  •• 

le  apiiila.  and  to  qiiaU^  them  fir  Aiabiiig  ipd 


alliance  or  tnaly  wilh ;— ao  dial  BKife. 

■ng  onvHig  them  ai  the  nme  pipe,  a  equxv^levt  m 
our  driuking  logelber.  and  ooi  of  the  lame  cap"— 
}bja  RooDu"!  Acroiifl  nf  ffarik  ^twrWs,  1766. 

-The  lighted  calumet  ■•  aho  Died  among  then  br 
a  purpoie  >Iill  more  iiiirrening  than  ibe  i  iiiiimiiin  rf' 
•ndal  fiicndtdiip.  Tbe  nuslerc  maunen  of  the  Indiaa 
forbid  any  appeaianceof  gallaolry  belween  Iheiviv 
al  nighi  the  young  lem  goei  a 
calumcling,  oi  hii  courtidiip  ii  called.  Ai  Iheie  pe^ 
pie  live  iu  o  dole  uf  cquility.  and  wiihovl  leai  rf' 
inlemal  liolcncs  or  ibel)  in  Iheir  own  tiibn.  Ibey 
leave  their  doon  open  by  night  ai  ivell  aa  by  day. 
The  lover  laket  advantage  of  ihii  liberty.  bgbA  l^ 

0  cabin  of  hu  m 
preieuli  il  to  her.     If  the  ei 
1  addrenea;  bal  if  ih 

I  retire!  wilh  a  diaappoinled  and  throbbing  beait.' 
.Aiiu'i  TVtntli. 

Note  la.  page  14,  ml.  9. 

Tnil'd  baa  bil  Im-rork'd  cndh  Id  Ui  biH. 

'  An  Indian  child,  n  nxio  oa  ho  ii  bom.  ii  nratbed 

ilh  clolbca.  or  ikini ;  and  being  laid  on  bii  back,  il 

and  down  on  a  piere  of  ihick  huanl.  and  ipread 

er  with  nn  nxH.    The  boaid  (■  lotDewhat  laiger 

and  bivader  than  Ihc  child,  and  bent  pcret  of  wood. 

7«  of  hoope.  are  placed  over  ill  &ce  lo  pn^ 

that  if  the  machine  were  luflered  lo  &II. 

the  chihl  probably  would  not  be  injuird.   When  the 

have  any  bminrM  to  mnaart  al  home,  they 

hang  the  board  on  a  tree,  if  there  he  one  at  band, 

tder  lo  eieroie  the  children." — Weia 

Note  13.  pigc  14.  col.  9. 

iro  ai  well  al  pBiai\  e  K*iii  ude  of  the  Indmi 
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ehusctor,  the  tcAlomng  is  an  instance  related  by 
Adair  in  his  Travels : — 

*  A  party  of  the  Senekah  Indians  came  to  near 
■gainst  the  Katahba,  bitter  enemies  to  each  other. — 
In  the  woods  the  former  discovered  a  sprightly  warrior 
bekMUging  to  the  latter,  hunting  in  their  usual  Ught 
dress :  on  his  perceiving  them,  he  sprung  off  for  a 
hollow  rock  four  or  five  miles  distant,  as  they  inter* 
him  fiom  running  homeward.   He  was  so  ex- 

ly  vwift  and  skilful  with  the  gun,  as  to  kill  seven 
in  the  running  fight  before  they  were  able  to 
svRNmd  and  take  him.  They  carried  him  to  their 
eooniry  in  sad  triumi^ ;  but  though  he  had  filled  them 

unoommon  grief  and  shame  for  the  loss  of  so 

of  their  kindred,  yet  the  love  of  martial  virtue 
iadoeed  them  to  treat  him,  during  their  long  journey, 
with  a  great  deal  more  civility  than  if  he  had  acted 
dw  part  of  a  coward.  The  women  and  children,  when 
they  met  him  at  their  several  towns,  beat  him  and 
whipped  him  in  as  severe  a  manner  as  the  occasion 
reqnind,  according  to  their  law  of  justice,  and  at  last 
be  waa  ftrmally  condemned  to  die  by  the  fiery  tor* 
tnra^— It  might  reasonably  be  imagined  that  what  he 
had  for  aome  time  gone  through,  by  being  fed  with  a 
scanty  hand,  a  tedious  march,  l3ring  at  night  on  the 
hare  ground,  exposed  to  the  changes  of  the  weather 

fail  arms  and  legs  extended  in  a  pair  of  rough 
and  saflkiing  such  punishment  on  his  entering 
into  dieir  hostile  towns,  as  a  prelude  to  those  sharp 
for  which  he  was  destined,  would  have  so 
his  health  and  aflected  his  imagination,  as  to 
have  aant  him  to  his  long  sleep,  out  of  the  way  of  any 

■oflerings. — Probably  this  would  have  been  the 
with  die  msjor  part  of  whi  te  people  imder  similar 
;  but  I  never  knew  this  ^aith  any  of  the 
Indiana :  and  this  cool-headed,  brave  warrior,  did  not 
deviato  from  their  rough  lessons  of  martial  virtue, 
hot  aded  his  part  so  well  as  to  surprise  and  sorely  vex 
nunniiuus  enemies : — for  when  I  hey  were  taking 
t,  in  their  wild  parade,  to  the  ploce  of 
torture,  which  lay  near  to  a  river,  ho  suddenly  dashed 
down  dnse  who  stood  in  his  way,  spnmg  off)  and 
plnngad  into  the  water,  swimming  underneath  like  an 
otter,  only  rinng  to  take  breath,  till  he  reached  the 
opfxaile  shore.  He  now  ascended  the  steep  bank,  but 
though  he  had  good  reason  to  be  in  a  hurry,  as  many 
of  the  enemy  were  in  the  water,  and  others  running. 
very  like  blood-hoands,  in  pursuit  of  him,  and  the 
boflels  flying  around  him  from  the  time  he  took  to  the 
rivar,  yet  his  heart  did  not  allow  him  to  leave  them 
afamplly,  without  taking  leave  in  a  formal  manner, 
in  return  for  the  extracndinary  fovors  they  had  done, 
and  intended  to  do,  him.  Ailer  slapping  a  part  of  his 
body,  in  defiance  to  them  (continues  the  author),  he 
pot  ap  the  shrill  war-whoop,  as  his  last  salute,  till 
some  more  convenient  opportunity  offered,  and  darted 
off  in  the  manner  of  a  beast  broke  loose  from  its  tor- 
taring  enemies.  He  continued  his  speed,  so  as  to  run 
fay  about  midnight  of  the  same  day  as  for  as  his  eager 
parraeis  were  two  days  in  reaching.  There  he  rested 
till  he  h^^y  discovered  five  of  those  Indians  who 
had  ponoed  him : — he  lay  a  little  way  oflT  their  camp, 
till  they  were  sound  asleep.  Every  circumstance  of 
has  situation  occurred  to  him,  and  inspired  him  with 
heroiam.  He  was  naked,  torn,  and  hungry,  and  his 
enraged  enemies  were  come  up  with  him ; — but  there 
was  now  ererything  to  relieve  his  wants,  and  a  &ir 
on'"'<M"''*y  10  save  his  life,  and  get  great  honor  and 


sweet  revenge  by  cutting  them  oflU  Resolution,  a  con- 
venient 8{)ot,  and  sudden  surprise,  would  effect  the 
main  object  of  all  his  wishes  and  hopes.  He  acowd- 
ingly  creeped,  took  one  of  their  tomahawks,  and  killed 
them  all  on  the  spot,— clothed  himself;  took  a  choice 
gun,  and  as  much  ammunition  and  provisions  as  he 
could  well  carry  in  a  running  nuurch.  He  set  off 
afresh  with  a  light  heart,  and  did  not  sleep  for  several 
successive  nights,  only  when  he  reclined,  as  usual,  a 
little  before  day,  with  his  back  to  a  tree.  As  it  were 
by  instinct,  when  he  found  he  was  free  from  the  pur* 
suing  enemy,  he  made  directly  to  the  very  place  where 
he  had  killed  seven  of  his  enemies  and  was  taken  by 
them  for  the  fiery  torture.  He  digged  them  up,  burnt 
their  bodies  to  ashes,  and  went  home  in  safety  with 
singular  triumph.  Other  pursuing  enemies  came,  on 
the  evening  of  the  second  day,  to  the  camp  of  their 
dead  people,  when  the  sight  gave  them  a  greater  shock 
than  they  had  ever  kno^^n  before.  In  their  chilled 
war-council  they  concluded,  that  as  he  had  done  such 
surprising  things  in  his  defence  before  he  was  cap- 
tured, and  since  that  in  his  naked  condition,  and  now 
was  well  armed,  if  they  continued  the  pursuit  he 
would  spoil  them  all,  for  he  surely  was  an  enemy 
wizard,— and  therefore  they  returned  home."^— 
Adair's  General  Observations  en  the  American  In- 
dians, p.  394. 

"  It  is  surprising,"  says  the  same  author,  *'  to  see 
the  long  continued  speed  of  the  Indians.  Though 
some  of  us  have  oAon  run  the  swiftest  of  them  out 
of  sight  for  about  the  distance  of  twelve  miles,  yet 
afterwards,  without  any  seeming  toil,  they  would 
stretch  on,  leave  us  out  of  sight,  and  outwind  any 
horse."— /AiW.  p.  318. 

"  If  an  Indian  were  driven  out  into  the  extensive 
woods,  with  only  a  knife  and  a  tomahawk,  or  a  small 
hatchet,  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  but  he  would  fatten 
even  where  a  wolf  would  starve.  He  would  soon 
collect  fire  by  rubbing  two  diy  pieces  of  wood  to- 
gether, make  a  bark  hut.  earthen  vessels,  and  a  bow 
and  arrows ;  then  kill  wild  game,  fish  fresh-water 
tortoises,  gather  a  plentiful  variety  of  vegetables,  and 
live  in  affluence." — Ibid.  p.  410. 

Noto  14,  page  14,  col.  2. 
Moccasons  is  a  sort  of  Indian  buskins. 

Noto  15,  page  14,  col.  2. 

Bleep,  wesried  one !  and  io  the  draamioff  land 
ShouUst  thou  to-morrow  with  thy  mother  meet 

*<There  is  nothing  (says  Charlevoix),  in  which  these 
barbarians  carry  their  superstitions  forther,  than  in 
what  regards  dreams ;  but  they  vary  greatly  in  their 
manner  of  explaining  themselves  on  this  point  Some- 
times it  is  the  reasonable  soul  which  ranges  abroad, 
while  the  sensitive  continues  to  animate  die  body. 
Sometimes  it  is  the  familiar  genius  who  gives  salutary 
counsel  with  respect  to  what  is  going  to  happen. 
Sometimes  it  is  a  visit  made  by  the  soul  of  the  olyject 
of  which  he  dreams.  But  in  whatever  manner  the 
dream  is  conceived,  it  is  always  looked  upon  as  a 
thing  sacred,  and  as  the  most  ordinary  way  in  which 
the  gods  make  known  their  will  to  men.  Filled  with 
this  idea,  they  cannot  conceive  how  we  should  pay 
no  regard  to  them.  For  the  most  part  they  look  upon 
them  either  as  a  desire  of  the  soul,  inspired  by  some 
genius,  or  an  order  from  him,  and  in  consequence  <^ 
this  principle  they  hold  it  a  religious  du.^  \a  <Aw^ 
them.    An  lodiftn  YmlvVdil  townX  «^  \aNraj%  %.  ^gd^^ 
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cat  off*  had  it  really  cut  off  as  noo  as  he  awoke, 
haviiv  fint  prepared  himaelf  fiv  thn  important  artion 
bf^SmKL  Aaother  having  drMBit  of  being  a  priaoo- 
m,  and  in  the  handi  of  hii  enemiei^  waa  mudi  at  a 
loH  what  to  da  He  conanlted  the  jogglen,  and  by 
their  adriee  caved  hinaelf  to  be  tied  to  a  poal,  and 
buRit  in  aaveral  pwta  of  the  body." — Cbaslktoiz, 
Jmrmd  of  a  Voyage  to  North  Ameriea. 

Note  16,  page  15,  coL  1. 
Hn  cneodiK  the  eoedor  of  Uw  rock— 

"The  alligator,  or  Amaiican  crocodile,  when  foil- 
grown  (nya  Bertram)  ia  a  very  laige  and  terrible 
oreatwe,  and  of  prodigiooa  itrength.  activity,  and 
■wiAneaa  in  the  water.   I  have  aeen  th«n  twenty 
feet  in  length,  and  aome  are  auppoaed  to  be  twen^- 
two  or  twenty-three  feet  in  lengtL  Their  body  ia  aa 
laige  aa  that  of  a  hone,  their  shape  uraally  reaemUea 
that  of  a  liaud,  which  ia  flat,  or  cuneifonn,  being 
oompreand  on  each  aide,  and  gradually  diminiiihing 
from  the  abdomen  to  the  eitremity,  which,  with  the 
whole  body,  ii  covered  with  homy  platea,  of  aquame, 
impenetrable  when  on  the  body  of  die  live  animal, 
even  to  a  rifle-ball,  except  about  their  head,  and  juat 
behind  their  fore-lega  or  anna,  where,  it  ii  aaid,  they 
are  only  vulnerable.  The  head  of  a  full-grown  one 
ia  about  three  feet,  and  the  mouth  opena  nearly  the 
nme  length.  Their  eyea  are  small  in  proportion,  and 
aeem  sunk  in  the  head,  by  means  of  the  jxominoicy 
of  the  brows;  the  nostrils  are  large,  iziflated,  and 
praminent  on  the  top,  so  that  the  head  on  the  water 
reaemblea,  at  a  distance,  a  great  chunk  of  wood  float, 
ing  about:  only  the  upper  jaw  moves,  which  they  raiae 
almost  perpendicular,  so  as  to  form  a  ri^  angle  widi 
the  lower  one.  in  the  ibre-part  of  the  upper  jaw,  on 
each  side,  just  under  the  nostrils,  are  two  veiy  laige, 
thick,  Strang  teeth,  or  tusks,  not  very  sharp,  but  rather 
the  shape  of  a  cone :  these  are  aa  white  aa  the  fineat 
poUAed  ivoiy,  and  are  not  covered  by  any  akin  or  lips, 
but  alwaya  in  eight,  which  gives  the  creature  a  fngfat- 
fol  appearance ;  in  the  lower  jaw  are  holes  opposite  to 
these  teeth  to  reomve  them;  when  they  clap  their  jaws 
together,  it  causes  a  surprising  noise,  like  that  which 
is  made  by  forcing  a  heavy  plank  with  violence  upon 
the  ground,  and  may  be  heard  at  a  great  distance. — 
But  what  ia  yet  more  surprising  to  a  stranger,  is  the 
incredibly  loud  and  terrifying  roar  which  they  are 
capable  of  making,  especially  in  breeding-time.    It 
roost  resembles  very  heavy  distant  thunder,  not  only 
shaking  the  air  and  waters,  but  causing  die  earth  to 
tremble ;  and  when  hundreds  are  roaring  at  the  same 
time,  you  can  scarcely  be  persuaded  but  that  the  whole 
globe  is  violently  aiid  dangerously  agitated.   An  old 
champion,  who  is,  perhaps,  absolute  sovereign  of  a 
little  lake  or  lagoon  (when  fifly  less  than  himself  are  j 
obliged  to  content  themselves  widi  swelling  and  roar- 
ing in  little  coves  round  about),  darts  forth  fiom  the 
reedy  coverts,  all  at  once,  on  the  surfoce  of  the  waters 
in  a  right  line,  at  first  seemingly  as  rapid  as  lightning, 
but  gradually  more  slowly,  until  he  arrives  at  the  centre 
of  the  lake,  where  he  stops.  He  now  swells  himself 
by  drawing  in  wind  and  water  through  his  mouth, 
which  causes  a  loud  sonorous  rattling  in  the  throat 
for  near  a  minute ;  but  it  is  iounediately  forced  out 
^pain  through  his  mouth  and  noetrib  with  a  loud  noise, 
bnndidiing  his  tail  in  the  air,  and  the  vapor  runfiii^ 
from  his  oostrib  like  smoke.  At  other  timeo,  when 
swoln  to  an  extent  ready  to  bom,  his  bead  and  tail 


lifted  np^  he  spins  or  twirls  round  on  the  I 

water.    He  acts  his  part  like  an  Indian  cUaC  vha 

reheaiaing  his  feala  of  war.' 

North 


Note  17,  page  15,  ooL  1. 
Umb  forth  oprose  that  kms  WBTftriaf 
**They  discover  an  amaiing  aagacity,  midi 
with  the  greateat  readineas,  anythii^  ibat 
upon  the  attentien  of  the  mind.  ^ 
an  acute  observation,  they  attain  mangr 
to  which  Americans  are  stnE^gera.  For 
diey  will  cross  a  foreat,  or  a  plain,  w4iick 
hundred  milea  in  breadth,  so  aa  to  readw  isiih , 
exactneas,  the  point  at  which  they  intend  to  amve^ 
keeping,  during  the  whole  of  that  spaoa^  ia  a  daact 
line,  without  any  material  deviationa ;  and  ihia  iksy 
will  do  with  the  same  ease,  let  the  Tmatfaar  ha  ttr 
or  doudy.  With  equal  acutenem  they  will  poiaA  to 
that  part  of  the  heavens  the  sun  is  in,  thoi^  it  be 
intercepted  by  clouds  or  fogs.  Besides  thi^  ikay  aie 
able  to  punue,  with  incredible  fodlity,  the  taaem  «f 
man  or  beast,  either  on  leaves  or  gram;  and  ob  lUs 
account  it  is  with  great  difficulty  they  caoape  dis> 
coveiy.  lliey  are  indebted  for  theee  taietta  not  oatf 
to  nature,  but  to  an  extraordinary  ""^-^H  of  the 
intellectual  qualities,  which  can  only  be  acqinied  by 
an  unremitted  attention,  and  by  longexperienea^  Hay 
are,  in  general,  very  happy  in  a  retentive 
They  can  recapitulate  every  particular  that  hai  1 
treated  of  in  council,  and  remember  the 
when  they  were  held.  Their  belte  of 
serve  the  substance  of  the  treatiea  they  have 
eluded  with  the  neighboring  tribea  for  agca  hack,  to 
whidi  they  will  appeal  and  refer  with  aa  nnwh  per 
spicuity  and  readinem  aa  Europeana  can  to  Ihsir 
written  records. 

**  The  Indians  are  totally  unskilled  in  geography, 
as  well  as  all  the  other  sciences,  and  yet  tbc^  <baw  on 
their  birch-bark  very  exact  charts  or  mapa  of  the 
countries  they  are  acquainted  with,  "nie  latitude  and 
kmgitude  only  are  wanting  to  make  them  lolenfaly 
complete. 

**  Their  sole  knowledge  in  astronomy  ri—isls  in 
being  able  to  point  out  the  polar  star,  by  which  they 
regulate  their  course  when  they  travel  in  the  night 
**  They  reckon  the  distance  of  places  not  by  nriles 
or  leagues,  but  by  a  day's  journey,  which,  accwdiag 
to  the  best  calculation  I  could  make,  appean  to  be 
about  twenty  English  miles.  Theee  they  also  divide 
into  halves  and  quarters,  and  will  demonstrate  them 
in  their  maps  with  great  exactnem  by  the  hicro* 
glyphica  just  mentioned,  when  they  regulate  in  council 
their  war-parties,  or  their  roost  distant  hunting  ex- 
cursioDi.*' — Lewis  amd  Clarke's  TVateU 

**  Some  of  the  French  missionaries  have  supposed 
that  the  Indians  are  guided  by  instinct,  and  have  pre^ 
tended  that  Indian  children  can  find  their  way  throi^ 
a  forest  as  easily  as  a  person  of  roaturer  yean ;  but 
this  is  a  most  absurd  notion.  It  is  unquestionably  by 
a  dose  attention  to  the  growth  of  the  trees  and  poei- 
tion  of  the  sun.  that  t^  find  their  way.  On  the 
northern  side  of  a  tree  diere  is  generally  the  moot 
moss;  and  the  bark  on  that  side,  in  general,  diflleiv  from 
that  on  the  opposite  one.  The  branches  towards  the 
south  are,  for  the  most  part,  more  luxuriant  than  those 
on  the  other  aides  of  trees,  and  several  other  distine- 
tkms  abo  subsist  between  the  inrthem  and  aonthem 
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ipicQOiu  to  IndmiM.  being  taught  from  their 
jniftDcy  to  attend  to  them,  which  a  commmi  observer 
WDold.  fMiiiapi,  never  notice.  Being  acciwlomod 
fiam  their  infiincy  likewine  to  pay  great  attention  to 
die  poaitioii  of  the  aun,  they  learn  to  mnkc  the  mont 
aecmwie  allowafioe  for  iu<  apparent  motion  from  one 
part  of  die  hearena  to  another ;  and  in  every  part  of 
Ihe  day  they  will  point  to  the  pert  of  the  heavens 
it  IB,  although  the  aky  bo  obscured  by  cloudfl 


grave  was  situated,  had  been  inhabited  by  Indians, 
and  these  Indian  travellcnr,  who  wera  to  visit  it  by 
themselves,  had  ini(]i;e6iiojiably  never  been  in  thttt 
port  of  the  country  belbrc :  thoy  must  have  found 
their  xvay  to  it  simply  from  llio  description  of  its  situ- 
otion,  that  had  been  bunded  down  to  them  by  tradi' 
tion." — ^Weld's  TraixlB  in  North  Americii,  voL  iL 


"Ab  naUuiee  of  their  dexterity  in  finding  their  way 
fhioogh  an  unknown  country  came  under  my  obser- 
^tnaa  whm  I  was  at  Staunton,  situated  behind  the 
Bliie  Bimmlaina,  Virginia.    A  number  of  the  Ciieek 
nntioo  had  arrived  at  that  town  on  their  way  to 
nilMielphia,  whither  they  were  going  upon  some 
a&iia  of  importance,  and  had  stopped  there  for  the 
night  In  die  morning,  some  circumstance  or  another, 
whieh  eonld  not  be  learned,  iikluced  one  half  of  the 
Indiana  to  aet  off  without  their  companions,  who  did 
noi  follow  nntil  some  hours  aflerwards.  When  these 
laal  «fMa  raady  to  pursue  their  journey,  several  of 
die  towna-paople  mounted  their  hones  to  escort  them 
put  of  die  way.     They  pn>ceeded  along  the  high 
for  aooa  miles,  but,  all  at  once,  hastily  turning 
into  die  woods,  though  there  was  no  path,  the 
advanced  ooofidently  forward.    The  people 
■mad  them,  surprised  at  this  movement, 
diem  that  they  were  quitting  the  road  to 
Fhikdalphia,  and  exptened  their  fear  lest  they  should 
■■■  dmir  OTrnpi"'""*  who  had  gone  on  before.  They 
■wmiart  diat  they  knew  better,  that  the  way  through 
die  wooda  was  the  shortest  to  Philadelphia,  and  that 
diay  knew  very  well  that  their  companions  had  en- 
tored  dm  wood  at  the  very  place  where  they  did. 
CwiaBity  led  aoma  of  the  horsemen  to  go  ou ;  and  to 
their  Mtonishmant,  for  there  ii^'as  apparently  no  track, 
ihay  ovartook  the  other  Indians  in  the  thickest 
part  of  die  wood.   But  what  appeared  most  singular 
wm,  that  die  rooto  which  they  took  i»-as  foimd,  on 
9mmuua^  a  map^  to  be  as  direct  for  Philadelphia  as 
if  dwy  had  taken  the  bearings  by  a  mariner's  com- 
paaa.    From  others  of  their  nation,  who  had  been  at 
FhilMlolphia  at  a  former  period,  they  hod  probably 
laarnad  die  exact  direction  of  that  city  from  their 
villi^aa,  and  had  never  lost  sight  of  it,  although  they 
had  already  travelled  three  hundred  miles  through 
die  woods,  and  had  upwards  of  four  hundred  miles 
mora  to  fo  before  they  could  reach  the  place  of  their 
diMliiiaihiii     Of  the  exactness  with  which  they  can 
fold  ool  a  ttrange  idace  to  which  they  have  been  once 
diraetod  by  dieir  own  people,  a  striking  example  is 
fioniabad,  I  dunk,  by  Mr.  JcfTcrron,  in  his  account  of 
the  Indian  graves  in  Virginia.    These  graves  are 
noduBg  more  dian  large  mounds  of  earth  in  the 
woods,  which,  on  being  opened,  aro  found  to  contain 
akeletooa  in  an  erect  posture :  the  Indian  modo  of 
aapohare  has  been  too  often  described  to  remain  un- 
bvwn  to  you.  But  to  come  to  my  story.  A  party  of 
liwlmiM  diat  were  passing  on  to  some  of  the  sea-ports 
on  die  Atlantic,  jost  as  the  Creeks,  above  mentioned, 
wera  going  to  Philadelphia,  wero  t>b8crved,  all  on  a 
andden.  to  quit  the  straight  rood  by  which  they  were 
proceeding,  and,  without  asking  any  questions,  to 
Btrike  thiongh  the  woods,  in  a  direct  line,  to  one  of 
ibeae  gmvea,  which  lay  at  the  distance  of  some  miles 
from  the  raad.    Now  very  near  a  century  must  have 
over  nnce  the  part  of  Virginia,  in  which  thiR 
18  M2 


Note  18.  i»age  18,  coL  2. 
Th«  Mammoth  comet. 

Tluit  I  am  justified  in  making  the  Indian  chief 
allude  to  tlio  mammoth  as  an  cmblriu  of  terror  and 
destruction,  will  lie  seen  by  the  authority  quoted  be- 
low.  Speaking  of  the  mummoth,  or  big  Imffido,  Mr. 
Jeflerson  states,  thot  a  tradition  Is  preserved  anxMig 
the  Indians  of  that  animal  still  existing  in  the  northern 
parts  of  America. 

"  A  delegation  of  warrion  from  the  Delaware  tribe 
having  visited  the  governor  of  Virginia  during  the 
revolution,  on  matters  of  business,  the  governor  asked 
them  some  qiieytions  relative  to  their  coimtiy,  and 
among  othera,  what  they  knew  or  had  heard  of  the 
animal  whoso  bones  were  found  at  tlie  Salt-licks,  on 
the  Ohio.  Their  chief  speaker  immediately  put  him- 
self into  an  attitude  of  orator>%  and  with  a  pomp 
suited  to  what  he  conceived  the  elevation  of  his  sub- 
ject, informed  him,  that  it  was  a  tradition  handed 
down  from  their  fathers,  tlmt  in  ancient  times  a  herd 
of  these  tremendous  animals  come  to  the  Bick-bone 
licks,  and  bcfmn  an  universal  destruction  of  the  bear, 
deer,  elk,  buflulo,  and  other  animals  which  had  been 
created  for  the  use  of  the  Indians.  That  the  Great 
Man  above,  looking  down  and  seeing  this,  was  so  en- 
raged, that  he  seized  his  lightning,  descended  rai  the 
earth,  seated  himself  on  a  neighboring  mountain  on 
a  rock,  of  which  his  seat  and  the  prints  of  his  feet 
are  still  to  be  seen,  and  hurled  his  bolts  among  them, 
till  the  whole  were  slaughtered,  except  the  big  bull, 
who,  presenting  his  forehead  to  the  shafts,  shook  them 
off  as  they  fell,  but  missing  one  at  length,  it  wounded 
liim  in  the  side,  whereupon,  springing  round,  he 
bounded  over  the  Ohio,  over  the  Wabash,  the  Illinois, 
and  finally  over  the  great  lakes,  where  he  is  living 
at  this  day."— -Jeffkrso.n's  Notes  on  Virginia. 

Note  19,  page  18,  col.  2. 

ScomiDR  to  wield  tba  hatchet  for  his  bribt, 
'Gaioil  Brsodt  himaeir  I  went  to  battle  forth. 

I  took  the  character  of  Brandt  in  the  poem  of  Oei^ 
irude  from  the  common  histories  of  England,  all  of 
which  represented  him  as  a  bloody  and  ba«l  man 
(even  among  savages),  and  chief  agent  in  the  hfwrible 
desolation  of  Wyoming.  Some  years  after  this  poem 
appeared,  the  son  of  Brandt,  a  most  intereating  and 
intelligent  )'Outb,  came  over  to  tjigland ;  and  i  form- 
ed an  ac(]uuintance  with  him.  on  which  I  still  look 
back  wiih  pleamire.  He  a]>pealed  to  my  se.iso  of 
honor  und  justice,  on  liis  own  part  and  on  that  of  his 
sister,  to  nitruct  the  unfair  aspersion  which,  iirioon- 
scioiis  of  its  unfairness,  I  had  cost  on  his  father's 
memory. 

He  then  referred  me  to  documents  which  oon^ 
pletely  satisfied  me  that  the  common  accounts  of 
Brandt's  cnielties  at  Wyoming,  which  I  had  found 
in  books  of  Travels  and  in  Adolphus's  and  similar  hia- 
torics  of  En{;land,  were  gross  errow,  and  that  in  point 
of  (act  Brandt  was  not  even  present  ot  tliat  sceiwoC 
desolation. 
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It  H  unhappfly  to  Britou,  and  Angk>>AinenaaH 
tiat  we  BDMl  refer  the  chief  blame  in  thie  honible 
I  pabliahed  a  letter  ezpnamng  thia  belief 


in  the  Nem  Momikly  Magaxne,  in  the  year  1823,  to 
which  I  mnat  refer  the  reader — if  he  haa  any  curi- 
adtj  on  the  aabject— 4br  an  antidote  to  my  fendful 
deaciiption  of  Brandt  Among  other  expraviona  to 
yoong  Brandt,  I  made  nae  of  the  following  wwdi: — 
**  Ebd  I  learnt  all  this  of  yoor  feiher  when  I  was 
writii^^  my  poon,  he  diould  not  have  figured  in  it  as 
the  hero  of  nuechieC**  It  was  bat  bare  juitice  to  My 
thoB  much  of  a  Mohawk  Indian,  who  spoke  English 
eloqaendy,  and  was  thought  capable  of  having  written 
a  hbtaiyof  the  Six  Nations.  I  ascertained  also  that  he 
oAen  strove  to  mitigato  the  cmdty  of  Indian  war&re. 
Tlie  name  of  Brandt  therefore  remaina  in  my  poem 
a  pure  and  dedared  rharartw^  of  fictioo. 

Note  20,  page  18.  ooL  2. 
To 


No!  aot  s  kiodiod  drop  that  rans  i 

Every  one  who  recollects  the  specimen  of  Indian 
eloquence  given  in  die  speech  of  Logan,  a  hfii^ 
diieC  to  the  governor  of  Virginia,  will  perceive  tlwt 
I  have  attempted  to  paraphrsse  its  concluding  and 
rooM  striking  eiptcesion : — ^  There  runs  not  a  drop 
of  my  bkxid  in  the  veins  of  any  living  creature, 
file  similar  salutations  of  the  fictitious  personage  in 
my  slory,  and  the  real  Indian  orator,  makes  it  surely 
allowable  to  borrow  such  an  exprnaann ;  and  if  it 
appears,  as  it  cannot  but  appear,  to  less  advantage 
than  in  the  original,  I  beg  the  reader  to  reflect  how 
difficult  it  ia  to  transpose  rach  exquisitely  simple 
words  without  sacrificiog  a  portion  of  their  effect 

In  the  apring  of  1774,  a  robbery  and  murder  were 
oommitted  on  an  inhabitant  of  the  frontien  of  Vir- 
ginia, by  two  Indians  of  the  Shawanee  tribe.  Hie 
neighbcMing  whites,  according  to  their  custom,  on- 
dertook  to  punidi  this  outrage  in  a  summary  manner. 
Colonel  Cresap,  a  man  infemous  for  the  many  mur- 
ders he  had  committed  oo  those  much-injured  people, 
collected  a  party  and  proceeded  dovm  the  Kanaway 
in  qneat  of  vengeance;  unfortunately,  a  canoe  with 


and  children,  widione 
coming  from  theoppoato 

pecting  an  attack  fivn  the  whitaa.  Craaapaadlb 
party  concealed  theaoselvesontbebankof  theriwi; 
and  the  moment  the  canoe  reached  the  \ 
out  their  obiects,  and  at  one  fire  killed  9W9tf 
in  it  This  happened  to  be  the  feavly  of 
who  had  long  been  distinguished  aaa  ftiand  toiha 
whites.  This  unworthy  return  provokad  Us  v«»> 
geance;  he  accordingly  signaliaed  himaelf  m  Ike 
war  which  ensued,  in  the  antaom  of  dbe  amim 
jeu  a  decisive  battle  was  fought  at  the  mafllh  of 
the  Great  Kanaway,  in  whidli  the  cnllectad  finaaof 
the  Shawaneea,  Mingoea,  and  IMawana*  wate  de- 
feated byadetadunentoftheViigiiiianmililia.  Th» 
Indians  sued  for  peace.  Logan,  however.  AiiaiMd 
to  be  seen  among  the  sopphanlB ;  bnl  lest  the  mm- 
oerityofa  treatyAoukl  be  disturbed,  fiooi  wrhirh  aa 
distii^uished  a  chief  abstracted  himaeiC  be  aaat  by 
a  messenger  the  foUowing  speech  to  be  deliieied  to 
Lord  Dunmore:— 

**1  appeal  to  any  white  man  if  ever  he 
Logan*s  cabin  hungry,  and  he  gave  him  not  to 
if  ever  he  came  cold  and  hungry,  and  he 
him  not  During  the  oourae  of  the 
bloody  war,  Logan  remained  idle  in  hie  eahiB,  mt  i 
vocate  for  peace.  Such  was  my  love  for  the 
that  my  ooimtrymen  pointed  as  they  | 
Logan  is  the  friend  of  white  men.  I 
thought  to  have  lived  with  you  bat  for  the 
of  one  maiL  Colonel  Cresap,  the  laat  apring.  in  eeU 
blood,  murdered  all  the  relatione  of  Lofan.  even  my 
women  ai¥l  childrm. 

**There  runs  not  a  drop  of  my  blood  in  the  veins 
of  any  living  creature  >— this  called  on  me  for  re- 
venge.^— I  have  fought  for  it — I  have  killed  aaany*'— 
I  have  fully  glutted  my  vengeancer— Formyeountry 
I  rejoice  at  the  beams  of  peace ; — but  do  not  harbor 
a  thought  that  mine  b  the  joy  of  fearw— -Logan  never 
felt  fear^ — ^He  will  not  turn  on  his  heel  to  eave  his 
lifed — ^Who  is  there  to  mourn  for  Logan?  not  one!" 
— Jbffemon '■  Pktei  am 
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'TWAS  sonaet,  and  the  Ranx  des  Vaches  was  sung. 
And  Bghla  were  o'er  th*  Helvetian  mountains  flung. 
That  gave  the  glacier  tops  their  richest  glow,  (I) 
And  tinged  the  lakes  like  molten  gold  below. 
Warmth  flush*d  the  wonted  regions  of  the  storm. 
Where,  phcenix-like,  you  saw  the  eagle's  form. 
That  high  in  heaven's  vermilion  wheel'd  and  soar'd, 
Woods  nearer  froii^u'd,  and  cataracts  dash'd  and  roar'd. 
From  heights  browsed  by  the  bounding  booquetin  ;(2) 
Herds  tiiikling  roam'd  the  long-drawn  vales  between. 
And  hamlets  gUtter'd  white,  and  gardens  flourish'd 

green. 
Twaa  transport  to  inhale  the  bright  sweet  air! 
The  mountain-bee  was  revelling  in  iti  glare, 
And  loving  with  his  minstrelsy  across 
The  scented  wild  weeds,  and  enamell'd  moss.  (3) 
Earth's  features  so  harmoniously  were  link'd. 
She  seem'd  one  great  glad  form,  with  life  instinct. 
That  felt  Heaven's  ardent  breath,  and  smiled  bdow 
Its  flnrii  of  fove,  with  conaentaneoui  gfow. 


A  Gothic  church  was  near ;  the  spot  around 
Was  beautiful ;  ev'n  though  sepukfaral  groond  ; 
For  thero  no  yew  nor  cypreai  spread  their  ghxMn, 
But  roses  blossom'd  by  each  rustic  tomb^ 
Amidst  them  one  of  spotless  marble  shone 
A  maiden's  grave— end  'twas  inscribed  thereon. 
That  young  and  loved  she  died  whose  dust  was  therr. 

"Tes,"  said  my  comrade,  **  young  she  died, and  feir! 
Grace  form'd  her,  and  the  soul  of  gladness  play'd 
Once  in  the  blue  ejres  of  that  mountain-maid: 
Her  fingen  witch'd  the  diords  they  pam'd  along. 
And  her  lips  seem'd  to  kiss  the  soul  in  song : 
Tet  woo'd  and  wordiipp'd  as  she  was,  till  few 
Aspired  to  hope,  *t  ii^-as  sadly,  strangely  true, 
Tbst  heart  the  martyr  of  its  fondness,  bum'd 
And  died  of  love  that  could  not  be  retum'd. 

Her  fether  dwelt  where  yonder  Castle  shines 
O'er  doMering  trees  and  terraceHnantling  vinea. 
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As  gfsf  «  erer,  the  labiiraiim*s  pride 
Wftiree  o'er  eeeh  walk  where  the  was  wont  to  glides — 
And  alill  the  garden  whence  ihe  graced  her  brow, 
As  lawf^if  blooma,  though  trode  b^  strangen  now. 
•ft  fitm  yonder  window  o'er  the  lake, 
nog  of  wild  Helvetian  twell  and  shake, 
nade  the  mdeet  fiiher  bend  hit  ear, 
And  raiC  endianted  on  hit  oar  to  hear ! 
Thm  bright,  aoeomplith'd,  tpirited,  and  bland, 
Wett-bom,  and  wealthy  for  that  timple  land. 
Why  had  bo  gallant  native  youth  the  art 
To  win  10  warm— «o  eiquitite  a  heart? 

,  *niidit  theae  rockt  fatpired  with  feelings  strong 


Honelf  deaoended  fiom  the  brave  in  arnia, 

And  canwauua  of  romance-inspiring  charms, 

Tlmaini  of  heidc  beings ;  hoped  to  find 

SoBe  eartmt  spirit  (^  diivalric  kind ; 

Andt  i*WTT^  wealth,  look'd  cold  ev'n  on  the  claim 

Of  mmaif  worth,  that  lack'd  the  wreath  of  lame. 

Her  younger  biodier,  sixteen  summers  old. 
And  modi  her  likeness  both  in  mind  and  mould. 
Had  gone,  poor  boy !  in  soldiership  to  shine. 
And  boio  an  Austrian  banner  on  the  Rhine. 
T  was  when,  alas !  our  Empire's  evil  star 
Shed  all  the  plagues,  without  the  pride,  of  war; 
Wtai  patriots  Ued,  and  bitter  anguish  cross'd 
Ov  bravo,  to  die  in  battles  foully  lost 
Tha  yoiidi  wrote  home  the  rout  of  many  a  day ; 
Tat  irtm  he  aaid,  and  still  with  truth  could  say, 
Ona  corps  had  ever  made  a  valiant  stand, 
Tha  oorpa  in  which  he  served^— Thkodmo'i  band. 
Hit  lama,  forgotten  chieC  is  now  gone  by, 
Edipaad  by  brif^iter  orbs  in  glory's  sky ; 
TaC  onee  it  thone,  and  veterans,  when  they  show 
Oar  Mds  of  battle  twenty  years  ago^ 
¥nil  1^  you  feala  his  small  brigade  perform'd, 
In  chaigea  nobly  ftoed  and  trenches  storm'd. 
Time  waa,  whoi  songs  were  chanted  to  his  fome, 
And  ioldien  loved  die  march  that  bore  his  name ; 
The  »al  of  martial  hearts  was  at  hit  call, 
And  that  Helvetian,  Udolph*t,  mott  of  all. 
T  waa  tondiing,  when  the  storm  of  war  blew  wild, 
To  see  a  blooming  boy,— -almost  a  child^ — 
Spur  fioailefls  at  his  leader's  words  and  tignt, 
B^vo  death  In  reocmnoitring  hostile  lines. 
And  apeed  each  task,  and  tell  each  message  clear, 
In  scenes  where  war-train'd  men  were  stunn'd  with 


praised  him,  and  they  wept  for  joy 
In  yonder  hotise^ — ^when  letters  from  the  boy 
Tfaank*d  Heav'n  for  life,  and  more,  to  use  his  phrase, 
Than  twenty  livea»his  own  Commander's  praise. 
Then  ftUow'd  glowing  pages,  blazoning  forth 
The  fonded  image  of  his  Leader's  woiidi. 
With  each  hyperbola  of  youthful  style 
As  nade  his  parents  dry  Uieir  tears  and  smile ; 
But  dtfSerently  for  his  words  iminress'd 
A  wond*ring  sister's  well-believing  breast  }— 
8ha  canght  th'  illusion,  blest  Theodric's  name. 
And  wildly  magnified  his  worth  and  fiune ; 
Rigaicing  life's  reality  oontain'd 
One.  heretofbra,  her  foncy  hod  but  feign'd. 
Whose  bve  could  make  her  proud;  and  time  and 


To 


Failed  that  day-dream  of  Romance. 


Once,  when  with  hasty  charge  oi  horse  and  man 
Otir  arri^re-guard  had  eheck'd  the  Gallic  van, 
Theodric,  visiting  the  outposts,  found 
Hii  Udolph  wounded,  weltering  on  the  ground : — 
Sore  crush'd, — ^half-twooning,  half^upraised,  he  lay. 
And  bent  his  brow,  fair  boy !  and  g^nsp'd  the  clay. 
His  fote  moved  ev'n  the  common  soldier's  rudi — 
Theodric  succor'd  him ;  nor  left  the  youth 
To  vulgar  hands,  but  brought  him  to  his  tent. 
And  lent  what  aid  a  brother  would  have  lent. 

Meanwhile,  to  save  his  kindred  half  the  smart 
The  war-gazette's  dread  blood-roll  might  impart, 
He  wrote  th'  event  to  them ;  and  toon  could  tell 
Of  pains  attuaged  and  symptoms  auguring  well ; 
And  last  of  all,  prognosticating  cure, 
Enclosed  the  leech's  vouching  signature. 

Their  answers,  on  whose  pi^pes  you  might  note 
That  tears  had  fiilPn,  whilst  trembling  fingen  wrote. 
Gave  boundless  thanks  for  benefits  conforr'd. 
Of  which  the  boy,  in  secret,  sent  them  word, 
Whoso  memory  Time,  they  said,  would  never  blot ; 
But  which  the  giver  had  himself  forgot 

In  time,  the  stripling,  vigorous  and  heal'd. 
Resumed  his  barb  and  banner  in  die  field. 
And  bore  himself  right  soldier-like,  till  now 
The  third  campaign  had  manUer  bronzed  his  brow; 
When  peace,  though  but  a  scanty  pause  for  breads— 
A  curtain-drop  between  the  acts  of  deaths — 
A  check  in  frantic  war's  unfinish'd  game. 
Yet  dearly  bought,  and  direly  welcome,  came. 
The  camp  Inoke  up,  and  Udolph  left  hit  chief 
At  with  a  ton's  or  3^ounger  brother't  grief: 
But  journeying  home,  how  rapt  hit  tpiritt  rose ! 
How  light  his  footsteps  crush'd  St  Gothard's  snows! 
How  dear  seem'd  ev'n  the  waste  and  wild  Sdbreck- 

horn,  (4) 
Though  rapt  in  clouds,  and  frowning  as  in  soom 
Upon  a  downward  world  of  pastoral  charms ; 
Where,  by  the  very  smell  of  dairy-farmt. 
And  fragrance  from  the  mountain-herbage  blown. 
Blindfold  hit  native  hillt  he  could  have  known!  (5) 

His  coming  down  yon  lake, — hit  boat  in  view 
Of  windo^at  where  love't  fluttering  kerchief  flew« — 
The  ormt  spread  out  for  him — the  tean  that  burst, — 
(T  wat  Julia't,  't  wat  hit  titter't,  met  him  firtt :) 
Their  pride  to  tee  war't  medal  at  hit  breatt, 
And  all  their  rapture't  greeting,  may  be  guets'd. 

Erelong,  his  bosom  triumph 'd  to  unfold 
A  gift  he  meant  their  gayest  room  to  hold^ — 
The  picture  of  a  friend  in  warlike  dress ; 
And  who  it  was  he  first  bade  Julia  guess. 
"  Yes,"  she  replied,  "'t^tis  he  methought  in  deep, 
When  you  were  wounded,  told  me  not  to  weep.'* 
The  painting  long  in  that  tweet  mantion  drew 
Regardt  its  living  semblance  little  knew. 

Meanwhile  Theodric,  who  had  yeart  before 
Learnt  England's  tongue,  and  loved  her  clatsic  lore 
A  glad  enthusiast  now  explored  the  land. 
Where  Nature,  Freedom,  Art  tmile  hand  in  hand: 
Her  women  fair ;  her  men  robust  for  toil ; 
Her  vigorous  soulsi  high-cultured  as  her  toil ; 
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Her  unma,  where  dvie  independence  flingB 
The  gauutlet  down  to  eenateB,  cotuta,  and  kings ; 
Her  worka  of  art,  resembling  magic's  powers ; 
Her  mighty  fleets,  and  learning's  beauteous  bowers^— 
Tliese  he  had  visited,  with  wonder's  smile. 
And  scarce  «idured  to  quit  so  fair  an  i:*le. 
But  how  our  fiiies  lipom  unmomentous  things 
Blay  rise,  like  rivers  out  of  liule  springs ! 
A  trivial  chance  postponed  his  parting  day. 
And  public  tidings  caused,  in  that  delay. 
An  English  jubilee.    T  was  a  glorious  sight; 
At  eve  stupendous  London,  clad  in  light, 
Pour'd  out  triumphant  multitudes  to  gaze ; 
Tooth,  age,  wealth,  penuiy,  smiling  in  the  blaze ; 
Th*  illumined  atmosphere  was  warm  and  bland. 
And  Beauty's  groups,  the  fiurest  of  the  land, 
CoospicuouK  as  in  some  wide  festive  room. 
In  open  chariots  pass'd  with  pearl  and  plume. 
Amidst  them  he  remarit'd  a  lovelier  mien 
Than  e'er  his  thoughts  had  shaped,  or  eyes  had  seen; 
The  throng  detain'd  her  tiU  he  rein'd  his  steed. 
And,  ere  the  beauty  pass'd,  had  time  to  read 
The  motto  and  the  arms  her  carriage  bore. 
Led  by  that  clue,  he  left  not  England's  shore 
'nil  he  had  known  her :  and  to  know  her  well 
Prokmg'd,  exalted,  bound,  enchantment's  spell ; 
For,  with  afiections  warm,  intense,  refined. 
She  mix'd  such  calm  and  holy  strength  of  mind. 
That,  like  Heaven's  image  in  the  smiling  brook. 
Celestial  peace  was  pictured  in  her  look. 
Hers  was  the  brow,  in  trials  unperplex'd. 
That  cheer'd  the  sad  and  tranquillized  the  vex'd ; 
She  studied  not  the  meanest  to  eclipse. 
And  yet  the  wisest  listen'd  to  her  lips ; 
She  sang  not,  knew  not  Music's  magic  dull. 
But  yet  her  voice  had  tones  that  sway'd  the  will. 
He  sought — he  won  her — and  resolved  to  make 
His  future  home  in  England  for  her  sake. 

Tet,  ere  they  wedded,  matters  of  concern 
To  Cesar's  Conrt  commanded  his  return. 
A  season's  space. — and  on  his  Alpine  way. 
He  rsach'd  those  bowen^  that  rang  with  joy  that  day  : 
The  boy  was  half  beside  himselC — the  sire 
All  frankness.  lK»or.  and  Helvetian  fire. 
Of  speedy  parting  would  not  hrar  him  speak ; 
And  tears  bedew'd  and  brighten'd  Julia's  cheek. 

Thus,  loth  to  wound  their  hospitable  pride 
A  month  he  promifed  with  them  to  abide ; 
As  blithe  he  trode  the  mountain-s^^-ard  as  they. 
And  felt  his  joy  make  ev'n  the  young  more  gay. 
How  jocund  was  their  breakfiist-parior  fann'd 
By  yon  blue  water's  breath — their  walks  how  bland ! 
Fair  Julia  seem'd  her  brother's  sofVen'd  sprite — 
A  gem  reflecting  Nature's  purest  light. 
And  with  her  graceful  wit  there  was  inwrought 
A  wildly  sweet  unworldliness  of  thought. 
That  almost  child-like  to  his  kindness  drew. 
And  twin  with  Udolph  in  his  friendship  grew. 
But  did  his  thoughts  to  love  one  moment  range  1^— 
No!  he  who  had  loved  Constance  could  not  change! 
Besides,  till  grief  betray'd  her  undesign'd. 
Th'  unlikely  thought  could  scairely  reach  his  nund. 
That  eyes  so  ymuig  on  years  like  his  should  beam 
l-nwoo'd  devotion  back  fbr  pure  esteem. 


True,  she  sang  to  his  very  soul,  and  bnmghl 
Those  trains  before  him  of  luxuriant  ihooght 
Which  only  Music's  Heav'n-bom  art  can  bnsit 
To  sweep  across  the  mind  with  angri  wnag. 
Once,  as  he  smiled  amidst  that  waking  traneeb 
She  paused  o'eroome :  he  thought  it  mi^ 
And.  when  his  first  suspicions  dimly  stole. 
Rebuked  them  back  like  phantoms  firum  hia  aoaL 
But  when  he  saw  his  caution  gave  her  pain* 
And  kindness  brought  suspense's  rack  again. 
Faith,  honor,  Giendship  bound  him  to  tinmnsk 
Truths  which  her  timid  fondness  foar'd  to  arib. 

And  yet  with  gracefully  ingenuous  power 
Her  spirit  met  th'  ex|danalory  hour; — 
Ev'n  conscious  beauty  brightm'd  in  her  cyca. 
That  told  she  knew  their  love  so  vulgar  priae ; 
And  pride,  like  that  of  one  more  wiMuan-gfown, 
Enlarged  her  mien,  enrich'd  her  vmce's  tone. 
'T  was  then  she  struck  the  keys,  and  music  made 
That  mock'd  all  skill  her  hand  had  e'er  dkpby'd: 
Inspired  and  warUing.  rapt  from  things  aroand. 
She  look'd  the  very  Muse  of  magic  coimd. 
Painting  in  sound  the  forms  of  joy  and  woe. 
Until  the  mind's  eye  saw  them  melt  and  glow. 
Her  closing  strain  composed  and  cahn  die  pb^'d. 
And  sang  no  words  to  give  its  pathos  aid ; 
But  grief  seem'd  lingering  in  its  lengthen'd  swell. 
And  like  so  many  tears  the  trickling  tondiee  felL 
Of  Constance  then  she  heard  Tlieodbic  speak. 
And  sted&st  smoothness  still  poaseas*d  her  check; 
But  when  he  told  her  how  he  oft  had  plami*d 
Of  old  a  journey  to  their  mountain-land. 
That  might  have  brought  him  hither  years  before, 
''Ah !  then,"  she  cried. "  you  knew  not  England^  diore ; 
And  had  you  come— and  wherefore  did  you  not  f 
**  Yes,"  he  replied, "  it  wDuld  have  changed  our  lot  r 
Then  burst  her  tean  through  pride's  restraining  bands. 
And  Miith  her  handkerchief,  and  both  her  hands. 
She  hid  her  foce  and  wept. — Contrition  stung 
Theodric  for  the  tean  lus  words  had  wrung. 
"  But  no,"  she  cried,  **  unsay  not  what  you  've  said. 
Nor  grudge  one  prop  on  which  my  pride  is  stay'd ; 
To  think  I  could  have  merited  your  foith, 
^lall  be  my  solace  even  unto  death !  ** 
"Julia,"  Theodric  said,  with  purposed  look 
Of  firmness,  "  my  reply  deserved  rebuke; 
But  by  your  pure  and  sacred  peace  of  mind. 
And  by  the  dignity  of  womankind. 
Swear  that  when  I  am  gone  you  11  do  )*our  beot 
To  chase  this  dream  of  fondms  from  ^-our  hre«»L" 

Th'  abrupt  appeal  electrified  her  thoueiit : — 
She  look'd  to  heav'n,  as  if  its  aid  she  Koiight, 
Dried  hastily  the  teardrops  from  her  c  hcek. 
And  signified  the  vow  she  could  not  speak. 

Erelong  he  eommuned  with  her  mother  mild : 
**  Alas!"  she  said,  **!  wam'd— conjured  my  child. 
And  grieved  for  this  aflection  from  the  fint. 
But  like  fiitality  it  has  been  nursed ; 
For  when  her  fill'd  tyea  on  your  picture  fix'd. 
And  when  your  name  in  all  she  spt^e  was  mix'd. 
'T  was  hard  to  chide  an  over>gTateful  mind ! 
Then  each  attempt  a  likelier  choice  to  find 
Made  only  fresh-rejeotod  siiitiMs  grieve. 
And  Udolph's  pride— >perhapB  her  own — belie\e 
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Tloa  oooJd  ilia  meet,  she  might  enchant  even  yoo. 

Too  cMna.     I  aiigar'd  the  event,  't '»  true ; 

Bat  how  WM  Ud^ph*8  mother  to  exclude 

The  gueet  that  cUim'd  oar  boandle«  gratitude  f 

And  that  nnconecioQa  you  had  east  a  spell 

Ob  Julia's  peace,  my  pride  refused  to  tell ; 

Tet  in  my  child's  illusion  I  have  seen, 

BeUeve  me  well,  how  blameless  you  have  been : 

Kor  oaD  it  cancel,  howsoe'er  it  end, 

Oar  debt  of  friendship  to  our  boy's  best  friend." 

At  ni^  he  parted  with  the  aged  pair ; 

At  early  mom  rase  Julia  lo  prepare 

The  lairt  repast  her  hands  Ibr  him  should  make ; 

And  Udolph  to  convoy  him  o'er  the  lake. 

The  parting  was  to  her  such  bitter  grieC 

That  of  her  own  accord  she  made  it  brief; 

Bat,  ling'ring  at  her  window,  long  survey'd 

His  boat's  iMt  glimpses  melting  into  shade. 

Tlieodric  sped  to  Austria,  and  achieved 
Wa  jonmey'is  olgect  Much  was  he  relieved 
When  Udolph's  letters  told  that  Julia's  mind 
Had  boma  his  loss  firm,  tranquil,  and  resign'd. 
He  look  the  Rhenish  route  to  England,  high 
Elate  with  hopes,  fiilfill'd  their  ecstasy, 
And  interelianged  with  Constance's  own  breadi 
The  sweet  eternal  vows  diat  bound  their  fiuth. 


To  point  that  being  to  a  grovelling  mind 
Were  like  portraying  pictures  to  the  blind. 
Twaa  needftil  ev'n  iiufectiously  to  feel 
Her  temper's  fiMid  and  firm  and  gladsome  leal. 
To  shan  esstance  with  her,  and  to  gain 
Sparks  fiom  her  love's  electrifying  chain. 
Of  that  pure  pride,  which,  less'ning  to  her  breast 
life'a  iSi^  gave  all  iti  joys  a  treble  zest, 
Befim  the  mind  completely  understood 
That  wi^ty  troth — how  happy  are  the  good! 

£▼^1  when  her  light  i>rKX>k  him,  it  bequeath'd 
i^"**M<"g  soRDW ;  and  her  memory  breathed 
A  aweetness  diat  sinvived  her  living  days 
As  od'nms  seanls  oatlast  the  censer's  blase. 

Or  if  a  titrable  diram*d  their  golden  joy, 
T  was  ootward  dross,  and  not  infused  alky : 
T%nr  home  knew  but  afifection's  looks  and  speech — 
A  litde  Heav'n,  above  dissension's  reach. 
But  'midst  her  kindred  there  was  strife  and  gall ; 
Save  one  congenial  sister,  they  were  all 
Sodi  foils  to  her  bright  intellect  and  grace. 
As  if  she  had  engross'd  the  virtue  of  her  race. 
Her  natore  strove  th'  unnatural  feuds  to  heal, 
Her  wisdom  made  the  weak  to  her  appeal ; 
And  dioogh  the  wounds  she  cured  were  soon  unclosed, 
Unwearied  still  her  kindness  interposed. 

Oft  on  those  errands  though  she  went,  in  vain. 
And  home,  a  blank  without  her,  gave  him  pain. 
He  bore  her  absence  for  its  pious  end^ — 
Bat  pnblie  grief  his  spirit  came  to  bend ; 
For  war  lud  waste  his  native  land  once  more. 
And  German  honor  bled  at  every  pore. 
Oh!  were  he  there,  he  thought,  to  rally  back 
One  broken  band,  or  perish  in  the  wrack ! 
Nor  think  that  Constance  sought  to  move  or  melt 
His  porpoae :  like  herself  she  spoke  and  felt : — 
"  Toor  feme  is  mine,  and  I  will  bear  all  woe 
Eieept  its  loas ! — ^bot  with  you  let  me  go. 


To'ann  ]rou  for,  to  embrace  you  fivn  the  fi|^; 
Harm  wiy^iiot  reach  me— hazards  vriU  del^^htr* 
He  knew  those  hazards  better ;  one  campa%B 
In  England  he  conjured  her  to  remain. 
And  she  express'd  assent,  although  her  heart 
In  secret  had  resolved  they  should  not  part 

How  oft  the  wisest  on  misfortune's  shelves 
Are  wreck'd  by  errors  most  unlike  themselves! 
That  little  fiiult,  that  fraud  of  love's  romance, 
TTtat  plan's  concealment,  wrought  their  whole  mia> 

chance. 
He  knew  it  not,  preparing  to  embark, 
But  felt  extinct  his  comfort's  latest  spark, 
When,  'midst  those  number'd  days,  she  made  repair 
Again  to  kindred  worthless  of  her  care. 
'T  is  true,  she  said  the  tidings  she  should  write 
Would  make  her  absence  on  his  heart  sit  hght ; 
But,  haplessly,  reveal'd  not  yet  her  plan, 
And  left  him  in  his  home  a  lonely  man. 

Thus  damp'd  in  thoughts,  he  mused  upon  the  past: 
'T  was  long  since  he  had  heard  from  Udolph  last. 
And  deep  misgivings  on  his  spirit  fell. 
That  all  with  Udolph's  household  was  not  welt 
T  was  that  too  true  prophetic  mood  of  fear 
That  augurs  griefe  inevitably  near. 
Yet  makes  them  not  less  startling  to  the  mind, 
When  come.   Least  look'd-for  then  of  human  kind. 
His  Udolph  ('t  was,  he  thought  at  fiist,  his  sprite) 
With  mournful  joy  that  mom  surprised  his  sight 
How  changed  was  Udolph !  Scaree  Theodric  durst 
Inquire  his  tidings^ — he  reveal'd  the  wovst 
*'At  first,"  he  said,  "  as  Julia  bade  me  tell. 
She  bore  her  fete  high-mindedly  and  well. 
Resolved  firom  common  eyes  her  grief  to  hide. 
And  from  the  world's  compassion  save  our  pride ; 
But  still  her  health  gave  way  to  secret  woe. 
And  long  she  pined — ^fer  broken  hearts  die  slow ! 
Her  reason  went,  but  came  returning,  like 
The  warning  of  her  death-hour — soon  to  strike : 
And  all  fer  which  she  now,  poor  suflerer !  sighs, 
Is  once  to  see  Theodric  ere  she  dies. 
Why  should  I  come  to  tell  you  this  caprice ! 
Forgive  me !  for  my  mind  has  lost  its  peace. 
I  blame  myself,  and  ne'er  shall  cease  to  blame. 
That  my  insane  ambition  for  the  name 
Of  brother  to  Theodric,  founded  all 
Those  high-built  hopes  that  crush'd  her  by  their  fell. 
I  made  her  slight  a  mother's  counsel  sage. 
But  now  my  parents  droop  with  grief  uid  age ; 
And  though  my  sister's  eyes  mean  no  rebuke, 
They  overwhelm  me  with  their  dying  look. 
The  journey 's  long,  but  3^00  are  full  of  rulh ; 
And  she  who  shares  your  heart  and  knows  its  Irath 
Has  faith  in  your  affection,  far  above 
The  fear  of  a  poor  dying  object's  love."— 
**  She  has,  my  Udolph,"  he  replied,  **  'tis  true ; 
And  oft  we  talk  of  Julia — oft  of  you." 
Their  converse  came  abruptly  to  a  close; 
For  scarce  could  each  his  troubled  looks  compose. 
When  visitants,  to  Constance  near  akin 
(In  all  but  traits  of  soul),  were  usher'd  in. 
They  brought  not  her,  nor  midst  their  kindred  band 
The  sister  who  alone,  like  her,  was  bland; 
But  said — and  smiled  to  see  it  give  him  pain — 
That  Constance  would  a  fortnight  yet  remain. 
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Vei»d  bf  dMir  tidiiisi,  ■nd  Om  haogfaty  view 
nwf  e«t  on  Udolph  m  tbe  youth  withdrew» 
*neodno  bfaned  his  Constanoe**  intenL — 
Hw  dflmoos  wait»  and  left  him  « they  went. 
To  read,  when  diey  weie  gone  beyond  lecell, 
A  note  fion  her  loved  hand,  eiplaining  aU. 
8he  i^  that  with  their  honee  she  only  etaid 
That  partiof  peace  might  with  them  all  be  made ; 
Bnt  pray'd  for  love  to  thare  hii  iifeign  life, 
And  ahon  all  Ibtiire  chance  of  kiiidred  itrife. 
He  wiole  widi  epeed,  hk  eoiil'e  ooneent  to  lay: 
Hw  letter  mim'd  her  on  her  bomewaid  way. 
In  ax  hooia  Constance  was  within  his  aims: 
lioifed,  fliah'd.  nnlike  her  wonted  calm  of  channi. 
And  breathless— with  uplifted  hands  ootspiead— 
Bomt  into  team  upon  hb  neck,  and  said^— 
*I  knew  that  those  who  broo^  your  message  langh^d. 
With  poison  of  dieir  own  to  point  the  shaft; 
And  this  my  own  kind  sister  tbouc^t,  yet  loth 
Confessed  die  fear'd  'twas  troe  you  had  been  wroth. 
But  here  yon  are,  and  smile  on  me:  my  pain 
Is  gone,  and  Constance  is  herself  sgain." 
His  ecstwy,  it  may  be  guess*d,  was  much : 
Tet  paints  extreme  and  pleasure's  seem'd  to  touch. 
What  pride!  embracing  beauty's  perfect  mould ; 
What  terror!  lost  his  few  ruh  words,  mistold, 
Had  agonoed  her  pulse  to  fever's  heat: 
Bnt  eafaa'd  again  so  soon  its  healthful  beat, 
And  such  sweet  tones  were  in  her  voice's  sound, 
Conposed  hendC  she  breathed  composura  round. 

Fbir  being!  widi  what  sympathetic  grace 
8he  heard,  bewail'd,  and  pleaded  Julia's  case ; 
Implored  he  would  her  dying  wish  attend, 
**  iuod  giK**  die  said,**  to-morrow  with  your  fiiend; 
m  wait  fcr  your  return  on  England's  shore. 
And  then  well  ctosb  the  deep,  and  part  no  more." 

To4norrow  both  his  soul's  compassion  drew 
To  Julia's  call,  and  Constance  uiged  anew 
That  not  to  heed  her  now  would  be  to  bind 
A  load  of  pain  fer  life  upon  his  mind. 
He  went  with  Udolph — ^fiom  his  Constance  went-» 
Stifling,  alas !  a  dark  presentiment 
Some  ailment  lurk'd,  ev'n  whilst  she  smiled,  to  mock 
His  feam  of  harm  from  jrester^noming's  shock, 
fifeanwhfle  a  feithful  page  be  singled  out. 
To  watdi  at  home,  and  feUow  stnight  his  route. 
If  aqght  of  threaten'd  change  her  health  should  show : 

•IP[lh  Udolph  then  he  reach'd  die  house  of  woe. 

That  winter's  eve  how  darkly  Nature's  brow 
Seowl'd  on  the  scenes  it  lights  so  lovely  now! 
Tlie  tempest,  rsging  o'er  the  realms  of  ice. 
Shook  fragments  from  the  rifted  precipice ; 
And  whilst  their  felling  echoed  to  the  wind, 
Tlie  wolTs  long  howl  in  dismal  discord  join'd; 
While  white  yon  water's  feam  was  raised  in  clouds, 
Tliat  whiri'd  like  spirits  wailing  in  their  shrouds : 
Without  was  Nature's  elemental  din — 
And  beauty  died,  and  friendship  wept,  within ! 

Sweet  Julia,  though  her  fete  was  finish'd  halC 
Sdll  knew  him— smiled  on  him  with  feeble  laugh — 
And  blest  hhn,  till  she  drew  her  latest  sigh ! 
Bnt  k>!  while  Udolph's  bursts  of  agony. 
And  «ge'8  tramulous  wailings,  round  him  roae. 
What  aooenls  pierced  him  deeper  yet  than  those! 
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'T  was  tidii«i,  by  his  Ei«lkh 
Of  Constance    brief  and  terrible  ihay 
She  still  was  living  when  the  page  aec  ont 
FVom  home,  bnt  whether  now  vraa  left  in  doubt 
Poor  Julia!  saw  he  then  thy  death's  reliei:— 
Stunn'd  into  stupor  more  than  wnog  with  gMft 
It  was  not  strange;  fer  in  the  human 
Two  mastef'passions  cannot  eo-exist, 
And  that  alarm  which  now  usurped  tua 
Shut  out  not  only  peace,  but  odier  pain. 
T  was  fencying  Constance  undemeadi  dbe  I 
That  cover'd  Julia  made  him  first  weep  hmd. 
And  tear  himself  away  from  them  dmt  wepL 
Fast  hurrying  homeward,  night  nor  day  he  slept, 
Till,  laundi'd  at  sea,  he  dreamt  that  his  sooTi  tm 
Clung  to  him  on  a  bridge  of  ice,  pale,  feint. 
O'er  cataracts  of  blood.  Awake,  he  bless'd 
The  shore ;  nor  hope  left  utterly  his 
Till  reaching  home,  terrific  omen !  there 
Tbe  straw-lfiid  street  preluded  his 
The  servant's  look — the  table  that  reveal'd 
His  letter  sent  to  Constance  Isst,  sdll  seal'd. 
Though  speech  and  hearing  left  him,  told  too 
That  he  hsd  now  to  sufifer--not  to  fear. 
He  felt  as  if  he  ne'er  should  eeaae  to  fed 
A  wretdi  live4Moken  on  nusfertune'a  vrheri ; 
Her  death's  cause— he  mi^t  mske  his  pano 

Heaven, 
Absolved  from  guflt,  but  never  sdMitgivaB. 

llie  ocean  has  its  ebNngs    so  has  grief; 
T  was  vent  to  anguish,  if  'twasnot  relieC 
To  lay  his  brow  ev'n  on  her  death-cold  cheek 
Tlien  first  he  heard  her  one  kind  siater  speak : 
She  bade  him,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  fcibear 
Widi  sel^reproach  to  deepen  his  despair : 
•*  'T  was  bhune,"  she  said,  **  I  dindder  to  relate. 
But  none  of  yours,  that  canaed  our  darling's  fete ; 
Her  mother  (must  I  call  her  such  f)  foresaw. 
Should  Constance  leave  the  land,  she  would  withdraw 
Our  Ifouse's  charm  against  the  world's  n^act — 
The  only  gem  that  drew  it  some  respect. 
Hence,  when  you  went,  she  came  and  vainly  spoke 
To  change  her  purpose    grew  incensed,  and  brake 
With  execrations  from  her  kneeling  child. 
Start  not!  yont  angel  from  her  knee  rose  mild, 
Fear'd  that  she  should  not  long  the  scene  outlive, 
Tet  bade  ev'n  you  th'  unnatural  one  forgive. 
Till  then  her  ailment  had  been  slight,  or  none; 
But  fest  she  droop'd,  and  felal  pains  came  on: 
Foreseeing  thnr  evmt,  she  dictated 
And  sign'd  these  words  for  you."  The  letter  said — 

*'Tlieodric,  this  ii  destiny  above 
Our  power  to  baffle ;  bear  it  then,  my  love ! 
Rave  not  to  learn  the  usage  I  have  borne, 
For  one  true  sister  left  me  not  forlorn ; 
And  though  you  're  absent  in  another  land. 
Sent  from  me  by  my  own  well-meant  command. 
Tour  soul,  I  know,  as  firm  is  knit  to  mine 
As  these  clasp'd  hands  in  blessing  you  now  join ; 
Shape  not  imagined  horrori  in  my  fete — 
Ev'n  now  my  sufierings  are  not  very  great ; 
And  when  your  griers  first  transports  shall  subside, 
I  call  upon  your  strength  of  soul  and  pride 
To  pay  my  memory,  if  't  is  wotdi  the  debt. 
Love's  glorying  tribute— not  forlom  regret : 
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I  clHifB  my  name  with  power  to  ooi^ure  np 

Rdiection's  balmy,  not  ite  bitter  cap. 

My  pud'nmg  aqgel,  at  the  gates  of  HeaTen, 

Shall  look  not  more  regard  than  jrou  have  given 

To  BM ;  and  our  life's  onion  has  been  clad 

In  flBilaB  of  bliaa  as  sweet  as  life  e'er  had. 

Shall  gloom  be  from  such  bright  remembrance  cast  f 

Shall  bitterness  outflow  from  sweetness  past  f 

No!  imaged  in  the  sanctuary  of  your  breast, 

Tliefe  let  me  smile,  amidst  high  thoughts  at  rest ; 

And  lei  contentment  on  your  spirit  shine. 

As  if  its  peace  were  still  a  part  of  mine : 

For  if  yoa  war  not  proudly  with  your  pain, 

For  yoo  I  shall  have  worse  than  Uved  in  vain. 

But  I  eoiuure  your  manliness  to  bear 

My  loss  with  noUe  spirit— not  despair : 

I  ask  you  by  our  love  to  promise  this. 

And  kiss  these  words,  where  I  have  left  a  kiss — 

The  latest  from  my  living  lips  for  yours.*'— 

Words  dmt  will  solace  him  while  life  endures  : 
For  though  his  spirit  from  affliction's  surge 
Coold  ne'er  to  life,  as  life  had  been,  emerge. 
Tec  still  that  mind  whose  harmony  elate 
Rang  sweetness,  ev'n  boieath  the  crush  of  fete^— 
That  mind  in  whose  regard  all  things  were  placed 
In  views  that  soflen'd  them,  or  lights  that  graced. 
That  soul's  example  could  not  but  dispense 
A  portion  of  its  own  Uess'd  influence ; 
Invoking  him  to  peace,  and  that  self^sway 
Which  Fortune  cannot  give,  nor  take  away: 
And  though  he  moum'd  her  long,  'twas  with  such 

woe, 
As  if  her  spirit  watch'd  him  still  below. 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  36,  coL  1. 
Tlwt  cava  the  glaeier  topi  their  riehett  glow. 

Ths  sight  of  the  glaciers  of  Switxerland,  I  am  told, 
hM  oAen  disappointed  travellers  who  had  perused 
the  aoeounts  of  their  splendor  and  sublimiqr  given 
by  Boorrit  and  other  describers  of  Swiss  scenery. 
Poaably  Booirit,  who  had  spent  his  life  in  an  en- 
ansonred  familiarity  with  ike  beauties  of  Nature  in 
Switnrland,  may  have  leaned  to  the  romantic  side 
of  dsacription  One  can  pardon  a  man  for  a  sort  of 
idolatry  of  thoae  imposing  objects  of  Nature  which 
heighten  oar  ideas  of  the  bounty  of  Nature  or  Pn>vi- 
deiMe,  when  we  reflect  that  the  glaciers — those  seas 
of  ice— are  not  only  sublime,  but  usefhl :  they  are 
die  ineihaustible  reservoirs  which  supply  the  prin- 
cipal river*  of  Europe ;  and  their  annual  melting  is 
in  proportion  to  the  summer  heat  which  dries  up  those 
rivers  and  makes  diem  need  that  supply. 

Thai  the  picturesque  grandeur  of  the  glaciers 
should  sometimes  disappoint  the  traveller,  will  not 
seem  surprwng  to  ony  one  who  has  been  mudi  in  a 
nmmfainous  country,  and  recollects  that  the  beauty 
of  Nature  in  such  countries  is  not  only  variable,  bat 
capricionsly  dependent  on  the  weather  and  sunshine, 
l^re  are  about  four  hundred  di^rent  i^ders,'  ac- 

1  Oecapyioff.  if  tsksn  togalher,  a  lorftoe  oflSO  tqoara  IssffOM. 


cording  to  the  computation  of  M.  Boorrit,  between 
Mont  Blanc  and  the  frontiers  of  the  l^rol.  The  full 
efiect  of  the  most  lofly  and  picturesque  of  diem  can, 
of  course,  only  be  produced  by  the  richest  and  warm- 
est light  of  the  atmosphere ;  and  the  very  heat  which 
illuminates  them  must  have  a  changing  influence  on 
many  of  their  appearances.  I  imagine  it  is  owing  to 
this  circumstance,  namely,  the  casualtjr  and  chaj^pe- 
ablenesB  of  the  appearance  of  some  of  the  gladers, 
that  the  impressions  made  by  them  on  the  minds  of 
other  and  more  transient  travellers  have  been  less 
enchanting  than  those  described  by  M.  Bourrit  On 
one  occasion  M.  Bourrit  seems  even  to  speak  of  a 
past  phenomenon*  and  certainly  one  which  no  other 
spectator  attests  in  the  same  terms,  when  he  says, 
that  there  once  existed  between  the  Kandel  Steig 
and  Lauterbrun,  **  a  passage  amidst  singular  glaciers, 
sometimes  resembling  magical  towns  of  ice,  with 
pilasters,  pyramids,  columns,  and  obelisks,  reflecting 
to  the  sun  the  most  brilliant  hoes  of  the  finest  gems." 
— M.  Bourrit's  description  of  the  Glacier  of  the 
Rhone  is  quite  enchanting: — ^"To  form  an  idea," 
he  says,  **of  this  superb  spectacle,  figure  in  your 
mind  a  scaffiilding  of  transparent  ioe,  filling  a  space 
of  two  miles,  rising  to  the  clouds,  and  darting  fla^iea 
of  light  like  the  sun.  Nor  were  the  several  parts 
less  magnificent  and  surprising.  One  might  see,  as 
it  were,  the  strneli  and  buildings  of  a  city,  erected 
in  the  form  of  an  amphitheatre,  and  embellklied  with 
pieces  of  wafer,  cascades,  and  torrents.  The  eflects 
were  as  prodigious  as  the  immensity  and  the  height: 
the  most  beautiful  azure — the  most  splendid  whit^— 
the  regular  appearance  of  a  thousand  pyramids  of 
ice,  are  more  easy  to  be  imagined  than  described."^ 
Bourrit,  iii,  163. 

Note  2,  page  26,  coL  1. 
From  hoighti  browMd  by  the  boooding  booqosfla. 
Laborde,  in  his  **  Tableau  de  la  Suisse,"  gives  a 
curious  account  of  this  animal,  the  vrild  sharp  cry 
and  elastic  movements  of  which  must  heighten  the 
picturesque  appearance  of  its  haunts^— .^  Nature," 
says  Laborde,  **  has  destined  it  to  mountains  covered 
with  snow:  if  it  b  not  exposed  to  keen  cold,  it  be- 
comes blind.  Its  agility  in  leaping  much  surpasses 
that  of  the  chamois,  aiid  would  appear  incredible  to 
those  who  have  not  seen  it  There  is  not  a  moun- 
tain so  high  or  steep  to  which  it  will  noc  trust  ittrif^ 
provided  it  has  room  to  place  its  feet;  it  can  scranmle 
along  the  highest  wall,  if  its  surface  be  rugged." 

Note  3,  page  26,  coL  1. 
EnaoMU'd  moM. 
The  moss  of  Switzerhmd,  as  well  as  dmt  of  the 
Tyrol,  is  remarkable  for  a  bright  smoothness  approach- 
ing to  the  aiqpearance  of  enameL 

Note  4,  page  27,  col.  2. 
How  dear  Moa'd  st'o  the  waile  sad  wild  Behnek-hora. 
The  Schreck-hom  means,  in  German,  the  Peak  of 
Terror. 

Note  5,  page  27,  col.  2. 

BliodroM  hit  nativo  bilk  be  ooold  have  kaewa. 

I  have  here  availed  msrself  of  a  strikiiig  eipresMi 

of  the  Emperor  Napoleon  respectmg  his  reooUections 

of  Corsica,  which  is  recorded  in  Las  Cases's  History 

of  the  Emperor's  Abode  at  8t  HeUnai. 


S9ii$tttUtMunm  l^itenm. 


(yCONNOR'S  CHILD; 
(ML,  THE  **  FLOWER  OF  LOVE  LIES  BLEEDING. 

L 
Ob  !  oDce  die  harp  of  Innwfail ' 
Wm  itning  foil  high  to  notes  of  f^adnm; 
Bat  yet  it  often  told  a  tde 
Of  more  pieTailing  Mdnen. 
Sad  was  the  note,  and  wild  its  &U, 
As  winds  that  moan  at  night  ibrioni 
Akng  the  isles  of  Fion-Gallt 
When,  ibr  O'Connor's  child  to  moorn. 
The  harper  told,  how  lone,  how  fiu* 
From  any  mansion's  twinUing  star, 
Fhxm  any  path  of  social  men. 
Or  voice,  hat  fron  the  foz*s  den, 
Tlie  lady  in  the  desert  dwelt ; 
And  yet  no  wrongs,  nor  fear  she  ftit : 
Say,  why  diould  dwell  in  place  so  wild, 
OXJonnor's  pale  and  lovely  child  f 

n. 

Sweet  bdy!  she  no  more  insiMres 
Green  Erin's  hearts  with  beaaty's  power. 
As,  in  the  palace  of  her  sires. 
She  bkxxn'd  a  peerless  flower. 
Gone  fiom  her  hand  and  bosom,  gone. 
The  royal  brooch,  the  jewell'd  ring. 
That  o'er  her  dazding  whiteness  shone. 
Like  dews  on  lilies  of  the  Spring. 
Tet  why,  Uiough  &ll'n  her  brother's  kerne,* 
Beneath  De  Bourgo's  battle  stem. 
While  yet.  in  Leinster  onezplored. 
Her  friends  survive  the  English  sword ; 
Why  lingeis  she  fiom  Erin's  host. 
So  fiu*  oo  Galwa/s  shipwreck'd  coast? 
Why  wanders  she  a  huntress  wild- 
O'Connor's  pale  and  lovely  child? 

m. 

And,  fiz'd  on  empty  space,  why  bam 
Her  eyes  with  momentary  wildness ; 
^  And  wherefore  do  they  then  retam 
To  more  than  woman's  mildness  ? 
Dishevell'd  are  her  raven  locks ; 
On  Connocht  Moron's  name  she  calls; 
And  oft  amidst  the  lonely  rocks 
She  sings  sweet  madrigals. 
Placed  in  the  foxglove  and  the  moss, 
Beh(4d  a  parted  warrior's  cross ! 
That  is  the  spot  where,  evermore, 
Tlie  lady,  at  her  shieling'  door, 
Eiyoys  that,  in  communion  sweet. 
The  living  and  the  dead  can  meet ; 
For,  k>!  to  lovelorn  fiuitasy. 
The  hero  of  her  heart  is  nigh. 


1  hmkfnk  the  SDcioDt  nune  of  IreUnd. 

9  Jr«nM.  the  piani  of  Kern,  an  Irab  fooC-enUier.  la  Ika 
ssan  ths  WNd  b  aeH  bf  Shskipeere.  aeimfoH.  hi  Im  Oforrt 
sfBssfaad.  mn.  "  Ther  (the  Irnh)  ere  detpcnte  io 
aad  Ihsir  kerne  think  no  man  dead  mmUl  Ma  k$md  bt  ef.** 

1  Skietiue,  a  nide  cabin  or  hat 


IV. 

Bri|^t  as  the  bow  that  spans  the 
In  Erin's  yellow  vesture  dad,' 
A  son  of  light— a  lovely  form. 
He  oomes  and  makes  her  glad  : 
Now  on  the  grass-green  turf  he  sils. 
His  tassell'd  hom  beside  him  laid ; 
Now  o'er  the  hills  in  chase  he  fliii^ 
The  hunter  and  the  deer  a  shade ! 
Sweet  mourner!  those  are  shadowa  vain. 
That  cross  the  twilight  of  her  brain ; 
Yet  she  will  tell  you,  she  is  blest. 
Of  Connocht  Moran's  tomb  posaess'd* 
More  richly  than  in  Aghrim's  bower. 
When  baxds  high  praised  her  beauty's 
And  kneeling  pages  ofier'd  up 
The  moral*  in  a  golden  cup. 

V. 
"  A  hero's  bride !  this  desert  bower. 
It  ill  befits  thy  gentle  bfeeding  : 
And  wherefore  dost  thou  love  this  flower 
To  call  •  My  love  lies  bleeding?' 
This  purple  flower  my  tears  have^noned- 
A  hero's  blood  supplied  its  bloom: 
I  love  it,  for  it  was  the  first 
That  grew  on  Connocht  Aforan's  tomK 
Oh !  hearken,  stranger,  to  my  voice ! 
TbiM  desert  mansion  is  my  dmice ! 
And  blest,  though  fatal,  be  the  star 
That  led  me  to  its  wilds  a&r: 
For  here  these  pathless  mountains  five 
Gave  shelter  to  my  love  and  me ; 
And  every  rock  and  every  stone 
Bare  witness  that  he  was  my  own. 

VI. 
"O'Connor's  child.  I  was  die  bod 
Of  Erin's  royal  tree  of  glory ; 
Bot  woe  to  them  that  virrapt  in  blood 
The  tissue  of  my  story! 
Still,  as  I  dasp  my  homing  btain. 
A  death-scene  rariies  on  my  sight ; 
It  rises  o'er  and  o'er  again. 
The  bloody  feud— the  fotal  night. 
When  chaifing  Connocht  Morsn's  scorn. 
They  call'd  my  hero  basely  bom ; 
And  bade  him  choose  a  meaner  bride 
Than  €rom  O'Connor's  honse  of  pride. 
Their  tribe,  diey  said,  their  high  degree. 
Was  sang  in  Tarn's  psaltery;' 


1  Teflow.  dyed  ftom  saflfron,  was  the  faTorhe  color  of  ibe 
cient  Inh.  When  the  TrM  chieftains  came  to  make  turmt  y 
Uneea  EKsaheth's  lord-lieatenaot.  we  are  told  hy  Slir  J 
Davia,  that  ther  came  to  court  in  ■afiroo-cok>rod  uoifunM. 

S  Mtrml,  a  drink  made  of  the  juice  of  molheny  mixed  > 
hoaejr. 

3  The  pride  of  the  Irith  in  aoeestry  wai  to  sreat,  that  on 
tfaeO*Neali  heimc  toU  that  Barrrtt  of  CairtkimoDe  hed  hew  tl 
eoly  400  yeara.  he  irpli*^.— that  be  hated  the  clown  at  if  he 
come  there  bat  yettrr day. 

Tara  waa  tlie  place  of  aaRemblaffe  and  (eastint  of  the  p 
ptioeas  of  Ireland.  Vt^ry  apiecJid  and  fabalooa  deaeriiMiocM 
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WitneH  their  Eath*ii  victorious  brand,* 
And  Cathal  of  the  bloody  hand ; 
Gloiy  (they  said)  and  power  and  honor 
Were  in  the  mansion  of  O'Connor : 
But  he,  my  loved  one,  bore  in  field 
A  meaner  creat  upon  his  shield. 

vn. 

**  Ah,  brothers !  what  did  it  avail, 
T%at  fiercely  and  triumphantly 
Te  foof^t  the  English  of  the  pale. 
And  fltemm*d  De  Bourgo's  chivalry  f  * 
And  what  was  it  to  love  and  me* 
Hiat  barons  by  your  standard  rode ; 
Or  beal-fires>  for  3wur  jubilee 
Upoo  a  hundred  mountains  glow'd  ? 


by  dM  Irish  historiaiM  of  the  |>omp  and  linary  of  those 
I.  TlMiMaltsry  of  Tarawsf  the  grand  national  refister 
of  Irdand.  The  grand  epoch  of  poHtieal  eminenoe  in  the  early 
hislnry  of  dis  Iririi  is  the  mga  of  their  great  and  &vorite  mon- 
wnh,  OOsm  Fodlah.  who  reigned,  aoeording  to  Keating,  aboat 
990  ysaisbelbfa  the  Christian  era.  Under  him  was  instituted  the 
fiaat  Fss  at  Tara,  which  it  is  pretended  was  a  triennial  conven- 
tisB  of  the  statss,  or  a  parliammt;  the  memben  of  which  were 
te  DRiids.and  othsr  learned  men.  who  represented  the  people 
ia  that  ssasaiMy.  Very  minote  accounts  are  giren  by  Irish  an- 
i  of  the  angaifieence  and  order  of  these  entertsinmenti ; 
rhkb,  if  credible,  we  might  coUect  the  earfiest  traces  of 
hsnldiy  ttsi  oeeur  in  history.  To  preserve  order  end  regularity 
in  dis  gisataaadber  and  variety  of  the  members  who  met  on  such 
oeeosioos,  the  Iriih  historians  inform  as.  that  when  the  banquet 
was  ready  to  bsssrred  op,  the  shield-bearen  of  the  princes,  and 
of  Um  convention,  delivered  m  their  shields  and 
readily  distinguished  by  the  coats  of  srms 
npoo  them.  These  were  srranged  by  the  grand 
aad  priacM  herald,  and  hong  upon  the  walls  on  the 
fight  sids  of  d»  taUs :  and.  upon  entering  the  apartments,  each 
anariwr  took  his  ssat  under  his  respective  ihield  or  target,  wiih- 
oat  the  sightsst  disturbsnce.  The  concluding  dsys  of  the  meet- 
Isff.  it  in  aitowsd  hy  the  Irish  antiquaries,  wcrs  spent  b  very 
free  eieass  of  eooviviafity ;  but  the  flrrt  six.  they  soy,  were  de- 
voud  to  dm  asaminatioa  and  settlement  of  the  annah  of  the 
were  publicly  rehearsed.  When  they  had 
the  approbalioo  of  the  assembly,  they  were  transcribed 
into  the  aadwotie  chronicles  of  the  nation,  which  was  called 
Iho  Rofisler.  or  Psalter  of  Tara. 
GoL  VaBuwsy  gives  s  translation  of  an  old  Irish  fragment, 
ia  TrinilF-eolloge,  Dublin,  in  which  the  palace  of  the 
is  thos  described  as  it  existed  in  the  reign  of 


"la  dw  laigB  of  Connac  the  palace  of  Tara  was  nine  hun- 
dred feet  sqaaro ;  the  diameter  of  the  surrounding  rath,  seven 
i  of  a  dart;  it  contained  one  hundred  and  fifty  apart- 
hoodied  aad  ffty  dormitories,  or  sloeping^rooms 
aadsUty  msa  in  each :  the  height  was  twenty-seven 
one  hundred  and  fif^  common  drinking^ 
Iwclfo  doors,  and  one  thousand  gussts  dsUy,  besides 
,  oialoia,  men  of  seisoce,  engravers  of  gold  and  ^vsr, 
ssodslsiSf  and  nobles.  The  Irish  deseriptioo  of  the  ban- 
is  thos  translatsd:  twelve  stalli  or  divisbms  in 
;  siztssa  attendants  on  each  side,  and  two  to  each 
aMhaodradgaastshialL" 

IVUeiafta. 

t  Tto  hooBS  of  O'Coonor  had  a  right  to  boBstof  thsir  vieto- 
It  was  a  chief  of  the  O'Connor  race  who 
to  the  Englirii  dmnipion,  De  Coarey,  so  ftunons 
I  strength,  and  for  cleaving  a  hdmet  at  one  blow 
of  Us  awasd,  ia  the  presence  of  the  kings  of  Franee  and  Eag- 
laad*  whsa  dm  Freach  champion  declined  the  combat  with 
Iriai.  ThoDgfa  oMmately  eonqiiered  by  the  English  under  De 
dm  O'Coanors  had  also  humbled  the  pride  of  that 
I  oa  a  sssmoraUe  oeeasioB :  via.  when  Wshsr  De  Boorgo, 
aa  saesator  of  that  De  Rourgo  who  won  the  battle  of  Athun- 
fsa.  ImJ  Iweona  so  insolent  ss  to  mske  excesrive  doBMads  upon 
tba  tSBlltrissof  Oeoaaoght,  and  to  bid  deftaacs  to  alltiMri^ 
lassneil  by  the  Irish  ohiefr,  Aoth  O'Gooaor,  a 
of  Iha  ftmoos  Cathal.  sumamad  of  the  hloody 
the  usurper,  and  defeated  dm  Bngiish  so  sa- 
r.  tkattboir  gsasral  disd  of  ehsgrin  sfter  Iha  balUa. 

I  of  May  k  to  diis  day  eaUsd  MiBsal  tisaaia.<.  s. 
19  N 


What  though  the  lords  of  tower  and  dome 
From  Shannon  to  the  North  Sea  Ibam,i — 
Thought  ye  your  iron  hands  of  pride 
Could  break  the  knot  that  love  had  tied  f 
No : — let  the  eagle  change  his  pliune, 
The  leaf  its  hue,  the  flower  ita  bloom ; 
But  ties  around  this  heart  were  spun 
That  oould  not,  would  not,  be  undone ! 

vra. 

"  At  bleating  of  the  wild  watch-fold, 
Thus  sang  my  love — *  Oh !  come  vrith  me : 
Our  bark  is  on  the  lake,  behold 
Our  steeds  are  fasten'd  to  the  tree. 
Come  &i  from  Caatle*Connor*8  clan*-- 
Come  with  thy  belted  fbreatere, 
And  I,  beside  the  lake  of  swana. 
Shall  hunt  for  thee  the  fiillow-deer ; 
And  build  thy  hut,  and  bring  thee  home 
The  wild-fowl  and  the  honey-comb ; 
And  berries  from  the  wood  provide, 
And  play  my  clarshech  *  by  thy  side* 
Then  come,  my  love !  * — ^How  could  I  stay  f 
Our  nimble  stag-hoimds  track'd  the  way, 
And  I  piursued,  by  moonless  skies, 
The  light  of  Connocht  Moran's  eyes. 

IX- 

"  And  fast  and  far,  before  the  star 
Of  day-spring,  rush'd  we  through  the  glade, 
And  saw  at  dawn  the  loAy  bawii* 
Of  Castle-Connor  fade. 
Sweet  was  to  us  the  hermitage 
Of  this  unplow'd,  untrodden  shore ; 
Like  birds  all  joyous  from  the  cage. 
For  man's  neglect  we  loved  it  more. 
And  well  he  knew,  my  huntsman  dear, 
To  search  the  game  with  hawk  and  spear ; 
While  I,  his  evening  fbod  to  dress, 
Would  sing  to  him  in  happinesa. 
But,  oh,  that  midnight  of  despair ! 
When  I  was  doom'd  to  rend  my  hair : 
The  night,  to  me,  of  shrieking  sorrow! 
The  night  to  him,  that  had  no  morrow ! 

X. 

**  When  all  was  hush'd,  at  even-tide 

I  heard  the  baying  of  their  beagle : 

'  Be  hush'd ! '  my  Connocht  Moran  cried,     a 

'  T  is  but  the  screaming  of  the  eagle.' 

the  month  of  Beal*8  flre,  in  the  original  language  of  Ireland,  and 
hence  I  believe  the  name  of  the  Beltan  festival  m  the  Highlands. 
Then  fires  were  lighted  on  the  summits  of  mountsins  (tlie  Irish 
anUquarietsay)  in  honor  of  the  tun ;  and  are  supposed,  by  tiioee 
conjecturing  gentlemen,  to  prove  the  origm  of  the  Irish  firom 
some  nation  who  worshipped  Basl  or  BehiB.  Many  hiHs  in  Ire- 
land still  retain  the  name  of  Cooc  Greine,  t. «.  the  hill  of  the 
sun ;  and  on  all  are  to  be  seen  the  ruins  of  dmidieal  ahais. 

1  The  ciarBhoch,  or  harp,  the  principsl  mnsieal  instnmtentof 
the  Hibernian  bards,  does  not  appear  to  be  of  Irish  origin,  nor  in^ 
digonout  to  any  of  the  Brituh  islands.  Tlie  Britons  undoobtedly 
were  not  scquaintod  with  it  during  the  residence  of  the  Romsns 
in  thoir  country,  ss  on  all  their  coins,  on  which  mnncal  instru- 
ments are  represented,  we  see  only  the  Romsa  lyre,  sad  aot 
the  British  terlin,  or  harp. 

2  Bawn,  from  the  Teutonic  Bawen  'to  coastiact  sad  sseors 
with  branches  of  tress,  wss  so  called  because  the  primithra 
Celtio  fortificstion  wss  made  by  digging  a  ditch,  throwing  up  a 
rampart,  and  on  the  latter  fixing  stakes,  which  were  faiterlaesd 
with  boughs  of  trees.  This  word  is  i»sd  by  Spsnsar  v  bslVLVk 
macenrately  caUed  by  Mc.  TQd4,VQa»aaKSaSuot«  va«i 
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Afav !  *t  WM  not  the  eyrie*f  ■ouiid ; 
Their  hloody  bands  had  track'd  vm  out; 
Up^kteoing  starts  our  ooochanl  hmmd— 
And  hark!  again,  that  nearer  shoot 
Brings  ftster  on  the  murderers. 
Spare— spare  him — Bnxil — ^Desmond 
In  vain — po  voice  the  adder  charms ; 
Tbeir  weapons  croai'd  my  sheltering  arms 
Another's  swosd  has  laid  him  low — 

*  AnodMr's,  and  another's  ; 

And  erery  hand  that  dealt  the  blow— 
Ah  me!  it  was  a  brother's ! 
Tea,  when  his  moamngs  died  away, 
•niejr  iron  hands  had  dug  the  day, 
And  o'er  his  bniial-turf  they  trod. 
And  I  beheld— Oh  God!  Oh  God! 
His  life-btood  oosng  fiom  the  sod ! 

XI. 
**  Warm  in  his  death-wounds  sepulchred, 
Alas!  my  warrior's  spirit  brave. 
Nor  mass  nor  ulla-lulla  *  heard, 
Lamenting,  soothe  his  grave. 
Dragg'd  to  their  hated  mansion  back. 
How  kmg  in  thraldam's  grasp  I  lay 
I  knew  not,  fi>r  my  soul  was  black. 
And  knew  no  change  of  night  or  day. 
One  night  of  horror  roahd  me  grew ; 
Or  if  I  saw,  or  felt,  or  knew, 
T  was  but  when  those  grim  visages. 
The  angiy  brothen  of  my  race, 
Glared  on  each  eye-ball's  aching  throb. 
And  cbeck'd  my  bosom's  power  to  sob. 
Or  when  my  heart  with  pulses  drear. 
Beat  like  a  death-watch  to  my  ear. 

XIL 
*'  But  Heaven,  at  last,  my  soul's  eclipse 
Did  with  a  vision  bright  inspire : 
I  wok9,  and  felt  upon  my  lips 
A  prophetess's  fire. 

Ilirioe  in  the  east  a  wardrum  beat — 
I  heard  the  Saxon's  trumpet  sound. 
And  ranged,  as  to  the  judgment-seat. 
My  guilty,  trembling  brothers  round. 
Clad  in  the  helm  and  shield  they  came ; 
For  now  De  Bourgo's  sword  and  flame 
>    Had  ravaged  Ulster's  ^boundaries. 
And  lighted  up  the  midnight  skies. 
The  standard  of  O'Connor's  sway 
Was  in  the  turret  where  I  lay ; 
Huu  standard,  with  so  dire  a  kx>k. 
As  ghastly  shone  the  moon  and  pale, 
I  gave« — that  every  bosom  shook 

*  Beneath  its  iron  maiL 

xm. 

"  And  go!  CI  cried)  the  onnbat  seek, 
Te  hearts  that  unappalled  bene 
Tlie  anguish  of  a  sister^s  shriek. 
Go! — and  return  no  more ! 
For  sooner  guilt  the  cwdeal  brand 
Shall  grasp  unhurt,  than  ye  shall  hold 
The  baimer  with  victorious  hand, 
a  sister's  curse  unroll'd. 


1  TIm  IrUi  IsaMatstioii  for  the  dead. 


0  stranger !  by  my  ooantry's  ksa ! 
And  by  my  love !  and  by  the  cnsa ! 

1  swear  I  never  could  have  spoke 
The  curse  dkat  aever'd  nature's  yoke^ 
But  diat  a  spirit  o'er  me  stood. 
And  fired  me  with  the  wrathful  mood; 
And  frenzy  to  my  heart  was  given* 
To  speak  the  malison  of  Heaven.' 

XIV. 
"  They  would  have  cross'd  (hfrmaahra%  aD 
They  would  have  ptay'd  to  boiat  the  spaD; 
But  at  the  stamping  of  my  dot 
Each  hand  down  powerless  fkSl  I 
*  And  go  to  Athunree  !**  I  cried» 
'  Hi^  lift  the  banner  of  your  pride ! 


1  If  the  wisth  wiaidi  I  hsTs  SMxibed  to  Ihs  ] 
piaee  ihoald  M«n  to  exhibit  her  dmiecter  se  too 
■tripfC  of  pstriotie  snl  domeslic  ■IBwaions,  I  oust  boff  huf  i» 
pleed  the  authority  ofConmlle  iothe  tepreeealataoa  of  a  ■■•- 
hr  peaioo:  I  sonde  to  the  denondstioa  orOsaiila,  la  the  •»- 
ledy  of  Horsoe.  Wben  Horsoe,  sooonfMBied  bya  i 
inff  the  three  ewords  of  the  Coristii,  meet*  1 
her  to  eoDsrstokte  him  oo  hit  fkUnr*  ihe  i 
ffrief,  which  he  attribatee  St  fine  onfar  to  her  fMtoga  for  the  Im 
of  hw  two  brotheri ;  bat  when  ihe  bams  Ibrth  isto  ispteaehai 
sgsintt  him  ss  the  DMideier  of  her  loTsr.  die  Isst  of  the  Csnsti. 
heezclsima: 

"  O  CM !  qni  rit  jssMus  one  paieiOs  rafs: 
Croie-to  dooc  qoe  je  sois  jneensibie  k  !*< 
Que  je  eoaflie  en  mon  eanff  ee  nortel 
Aime,  aimeeette  mort  qui  Ikitnotro 
Et  pr6ffie  da  moine  so  wKiveQir  d*aa 
Ce  qoe  doit  to  niiwanrw  max  iotirte  de 

AtthemenlioDofEoaie^CsmillebrsskBoatiBto  this 
tiopbe: 

"  Rome,  roniqae  ohiet  de  moo 
Home,  k  qm  vieot  too  brae  d*immolar 
Rome,  qui  t'a  tq  naltie  et  qoe  ton  eoor 
Rome,  enfin,  qoe  je  bait,  paroe  qa'elle  t* 
Puinwnt  toot  eee  ▼oinne.  eoeemble 
Sapper  eee  fbndementa  encore  mal  aaorie; 
Et.  si  oe  n'eet  aewx  de  tonteritaMe. 
Qoe  rOrient,  cootie  elle,  k  rOeddeot  e*sliie; 
Que  cent  peoplei  onia,  dee  boots  de  r«niven 
Pament,  pour  la  d6traire,  et  lea  roooli  et  ka  SMn 
Qu*dle-meme  sor  sot  renveise  see  moraillBa, 
El  de  aee  propres  mains  d^chire  see  eotraiBea ; 
One  le  conrroox  da  Ciel.  aHamA  par  mee  ▼ONDt, 
Fasae  pleoroir  sar  elle  an  delate  de  finu ! 
PnissA  je  de  mes  yeox  y  Toir  loinber  oe  feodro. 
Voir  see  maieoos  en  ceodre,  et  tea  lanriers  en 
Voir  le  dernier  Romain  k  son  dernier  soapir. 
Ifoi  seole  en  toe  caose,  et  moorir  de  plaieir  !** 


9  In  the  reim  of  Edward  the  Seeood,  the  Irieh  piesMrted  to 
Pope  John  the  Tweoty-Seeond  a  meoaorial  of  their  aufinsft 
ander  the  Enffish,  of  which  the  lanfoace  oxhibiia  aB  the  anvBfdi 
of  despair.—"  Ever  sinee  the  Eocrish  (say  they)  fiiel  appealed 
npon  oar  eoaats.  they  entered  oor  territoriee  oader  a 
ipecioas  pretence  of  charity,  and  external  hypociitieal 
ralifioo,  eodeavofint  at  the  same  time,  by  every  aitiliee  maiee 
eoald  saftest.  to  extirpate  as  root  and  branch,  and  without  any 
other  ligfat  than  that  of  the  strongest ;  they  have  so  fitf  sae- 
oeeded  by  base  ftandolence  and  canninff.  that  they  hav* 
as  to  quit  oor  (air  and  amirfe  hahitatioas  an 
to  take  refttfe  Bke  wild  beasts  in  the  moontaina.  the 
the  morasses  of  the  ooontry ;— nor  even  can  the  « 
dens  protect  as  against  thetr  insatiable  STariea. 
oe  even  into  tbeee  fhffatfvl  abodee ;  endeavorhif  to  di 
OS  of  the  wild  ancohivaied  rocks,  and  anoffato  to 
the  prepwif  ef  svsnr  pfaos  oo  which  we  can  stamp  the 
of  oar  feet" 

The  trealsatelibit  ever  made  by  the  aacieot  Irish  to 
their  native  indspendenpe.  was  made  at  the  tiaso  whaa  thv 
eaHed  over  dm  brother  of  Robert  Bruce  ftom  Brortand— WiJ- 
Kam  de  Boono.  brother  to  the  Earl  of  Ubter.  aai  Rkhasida 
asat  against  the  mam  body  of  the  aaliva 
headed  rather  than  commaaied  by 
O'CSsaaar.  Ths  hapaitaM  hattls.  wMehdsddsd  i 
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Bat  know  that  wliere  its  wheel  imiolli. 
The  weight  of  blood  ib  od  yoar  aoob ! 
CSo  when  the  havoc  of  your  kerne 
Shall  float  aa  high  aa  mountain  fem ! 
Men  shall  no  more  your  mansion  know ; 
Tlia  nettles  on  your  hearth  shall  grow ! 
Dtead,  aa  the  green  oblivious  flood 
Tliat  mantles  by  3rour  walls,  shall  be 
The  gkny  of  O'Connor's  blood ! 
Away  \  away  to  Athunree ! 
Where,  downward  when  the  sun  shall  fiill, 
The  raven's  wing  shall  be  your  pall ! 
And  not  a  vassal  shall  unlaice 
The  visxr  fiom  your  dying  &ce ! ' 

XV. 
"A  bolt  that  overhung  our  d<Hne 
Suspended  till  my  curse  "wtm  given, 
Sooo  aa  it  pass'd  these  lips  of  foam, 
Feal'd  in  tlie  blood-red  heaven. 
Dire  was  the  look  that  o'er  their  backs 
The  angry  parting  brothers  threw : 
But  now,  behold !  like  cataracts, 
Cme  down  the  hills  in  view 
CConnor's  plumed  partisans ; 
Tluioe  ten  Kilnagorvian  clans 
Were  marching  to  their  doom : 
A  sodden  storm  their  plumage  toss'd, 
A  flash  of  lightning  o'er  them  cross'd. 
And  all  again  was  gloom ! 

XVI. 

"Stringer!  I  fled  the  home  of  grief. 
At  Connocht  Moran's  tomb  to  fidl ; 
I  band  the  helmet  of  my  chief, 
His  bow  still  hanging  on  our  wall. 
And  took  it  down,  and  vow'd  to  rove 
This  desert  place  a  huntress  bold ; 
Nor  would  I  change  my  buried  love 
For  any  heart  of  living  mould. 
No !  flv  I  am  a  hero's  child ; 
1 11  hunt  my  quarry  in  the  wild  { 
And  itill  my  home  this  mansion  make. 
Of  all  uiheeded  and  unheeding, 
And  cherish,  for  my  warrior's  sake— 
'  The  flower  of  k>ve  lies  bleeding.' " 


LOCHIEL'S  WARNING.! 

WIZARD— LOCHIEL. 

WIZAUX 

Lodiiel !  beware  of  the  day 
Ike  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle  array! 


•  took  piseo  oo  the  lOih  of  Aognst.  1315.  It  was  the 
llMlevir  was fimfffat  betwMo  the  two  Dstioos,  SDd  ooa- 
roaglioBt  tbo  whole  day,  from  the  risiof  to  the  setting 
The  IiWi  feoffht  with  inferior  diwapiine,  bat  with  great 
They  kist  ten  thomsuid  men,  anoog  whom  were 
chMs  of  Conoaogbt  Tradition  atatea.  that  alW 
lamUsdar.  the  O'Connor  ftmilr,  tike  the  Fabian,  were  ao 
,  that  throughont  all  Coonanght  not  one  of 
except  Fehm'i  brother,  who  was  cspaUe 


LocWsl,  dis  eUef  oTdie  warlike  clan  of  the  CaoMvooa,  and 

ftoa  aaeeatow  diatingaished  in  their  narrow  i|»here 

psnooal  preweM,  was  a  man  worthy  of  a  better  cauae 

I  than  that  hi  which  he  embarked,  the  eotarpriaa  of  the 

iBl74S.  HjasRemory  is  ataU  fondly  ehaiishsdsaMMig  the 

by  te  appoliatkm  of  ths  "/Mrtfa  JLmAM,**  for 

fot  Ua  sesial  Tirtoss  ss  BUMb  ss  his  oMTtial  and 


For  a  field  of  the  dead  rushes  red  on  my  sight. 
And  the  clans  of  CuUoden  are  scatter'd  in  fight 
They  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and  crown; 
Woe,  woe  to  tlie  riders  that  trample  them  down ! 
Proud  Cumberland  prances,  insulting  the  slain. 
And  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the  plaiiL 
But  hark !  through  the  fiurt-flashing  lightning  of  war, 
What  steed  to  the  desert  flies  fiantic  and  far  f 
'T  is  thine,  oh  Glenulhn !  whose  bride  shall  await, 
like  a  love-lighted  watch-fire,  all  night  at  the  gate. 
A  steed  comes  at  morning :  no  rider  is  there ; 
But  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair. 

magnanimona  (thongh  mistaken)  loyaity.  Hii  infloeoee  was  ao 
important  among  the  Highland  chiefk,  that  It  depended  on  hk 
joining  with  hii  clan  whether  the  standard  of  Chariaa  ahoald  be 
raised  or  not  in  1745.  Locbiel  was  himeelf  too  wiae  a  man  to 
be  blind  to  the  coneeqaences  of  to  hopeleaa  an  aoterprks. 
but  bis  lonaibility  to  the  point  of  honor  orerraled  his  wisdom. 
Charles  appealed  to  his  loyalty,  and  he  cook!  not  brook  the  re- 
proaches of  his  Prince.  When  Charlea  landed  at  BonodaJs, 
Lochiel  went  to  meet  him,  but,  oo  hia  way,  called  at  his  bro- 
ther's house  (Cameron  of  Faasafem).  and  told  him  on  what 
errand  be  was  going ;  adding,  however,  that  he  meant  to  dis- 
suade the  Prince  from  his  enterprise.  Fasaafem  adrised  him  hi 
that  case  to  communicate  his  mind  by  lettor  to  Chailea.  *'No,'* 
said  Lochiel,  "i  think  it  due  to  my  Prince  to  giro  him  my  reaaoos 
in  person  for  refusing  to  join  hia  standard.**— "  Brother,'*  re- 
plied Fassafem,  "  1  know  you  better  than  you  know  yourself: 
if  the  prince  once  seta  his  eyes  oo  you,  he  will  make  you  do 
what  be  pleases."  The  interview  accordingly  took  place :  and 
Lochiel.  with  many  arguiaenu,  bat  in  vain,  preased  the  Pre- 
tender to  return  to  France,  and  resetre  himself  and  his  fiieoda 
for  a  more  favorable  occasion,  as  be  had  come,  by  his  own  ac- 
knowledgment, without  arms,  or  money,  or  adherents:  or,  at 
all  events,  to  remain  concealed  till  his  friends  shouU  meet  and 
deliberate  what  was  best  to  be  done.  Charles,  whose  mind  waa 
wound  up  to  the  utmoet  impatience,  paid  no  regard  to  this 
proposal,  but  answered,  "  that  he  was  determined  to  put  all  to 
the  haxard.**  "  In  a  few  days,"  said  he,  "  I  will  erect  the  royal 
standard,  and  proclaim  to  the  people  of  Great  Britain,  that 
Charles  Stuart  is  come  over  to  claim  the  crown  ofhiaaneestota, 
and  to  win  it,  or  perish  in  the  attempt.  Lodiiel,  who  my  fiuhar 
has  often  told  me  was  our  firmest  friend,  may  stay  at  home, 
and  learn  from  the  newspapers  the  fate  of  his  Prince.** — "No.** 
said  Lochiel,  "  I  will  share  the  fate  of  my  Prinoe,  and  ao  shaQ 
every  man  over  whom  nature  or  fortune  hath  given  mo  any 
power." 

The  other  chieftains  who  followed  Charlea  embraced  his  eaosa 
with  no  better  hopes.  It  engages  our  sympathy  more  strongly 
in  their  behalC  that  no  motive,  bnt  their  liMr  to  be  reproached 
with  cowardice  or  disloyalty,  impelled  them  to  the  hopeless  ad- 
venture. Of  this  we  have  an  example  in  the  interview  of  Prince 
CharkM  with  Clanronald.  another  leading  chieflain  in  the  rebea 
army. 

"  Cl»rles."  safs  Home.  "  almost  reduced  to  despair,  in  hia 
discourse  with  Boisdale.  addressed  the  two  Uigblaoders  with 
great  emotion,  and,  summing  up  bu  arguments  for  taking  anna, 
conjured  them  to  assist  their  Prince,  their  countryman,  in  hia 
utmostneed.  Clanronald  and  his  friend,  though  well  inclined  to 
the  cause,  positively  refused,  and  told  him  that  to  take  np  ama 
without  concert  or  support  was  to  pull  down  certain  rain  oo 
their  own  heads.  Charles  persisted,  argued,  and  inpk»rsd. 
During  this  conversation  (they  were  on  shipboard)  the  paitias 
walked  backwards  and  forwards  on  the  deck ;  a  Highhinder 
stood  near  them,  armed  at  all  points,  as  was  dieo  ths  fhshkni 
of  his  country.  He  was  a  younger  brother  of  Rinkieh  Moid  art, 
and  had  come  off  to  the  ship  to  inquire  for  news,  not  knowing 
who  was  aboard.  When  he  gathered  fimn  their  discourse  that 
the  stranger  was  the  Prince  of  Walea;  when  he  heard  his  chief 
and  his  brother  refuse  to  take  arma  with  their  Princo;  his  color 
went  and  came;  his  eyes  sparkled,  he  diifled  his  place,  and 
grasped  his  sword.  Charles  observed  hia  demeanor,  and  tun- 
ing briskly  to  him.  called  out.  '  Will  yon  aasist  me  1*—*  I  wiO, 
I  will.*  said  Ronald;  *  though  no  other  man  in  the  Highlands 
should  draw  a  sword,  I  am  ready  to  die  for  you  !*  Charlea,  with 
a  profusion  of  thanks  to  his  champion,  said,  he  wished  all  ths 
Highlanders  were  tike  him.  Without  farther  deliberation,  the 
two  Macdonalds  declared  that  they  would  also  Join,  and  oss 
their  utmost  eodeavon  to  engage  their  countfyman  to  take 
**— AsBU*s  Hist,  RekMi0tt.  v.  4D. 


CAMPBELL'S  POETICAL  WORK& 


WeepkAlbin!>  to  daadi  and  capdvitj  led ! 
Oh  weep!  but  thy  tean  cannot  number  the  dead : 
For  a  mercileai  iwoid  on  Cullodeo  ihall  wave, 
CiiUoden!  that  reeki  with  the  blood  of  the  brave. 

LOCHIKL. 

GOk  pnaeh  to  the  cowaid,  tboa  death-teUing  teer! 
Ot,  i  goiy  Cnlloden  so  dreadibl  appear, 
Drawi  doitaid,  around  thy  old  waTering  nght, 
Tlui  VMOtle,  to  cover  the  phantooM  of  fright 

WIZAKIk 

Ha!  lfl^*at  thou,  Lochiel,  my  viaon  to  acornf 
Pkondbirdofthe  mountain,  thy  plume  ahali  be  tioni! 
Say,  mdi  the  bold  eagle  exnltuigly  forth. 
From  hie  home,  in  the  dark  rolling  clouds  of  the  north  ? 
Lo!  the  death-ahol  of  foemen  outapeeding,  he  rode 
Companiankm,  bearing  destruction  abroad ; 
But  down  let  him  ttoop  from  hit  ha\-oc  on  high ! 
Ah!  home  let  him  speed, — for  the  spoiler  is  nigh. 
Why  flames  the  for  sununitf  Why  shoot  to  the  blast 
Those  embers,  like  stars  from  the  firmament  cast? 
T  is  the  fire-shower  of  ruin,  all  dreadfully  driven 
Fhxn  hb  eyrie,  that  beacons  the  darkness  of  heaven. 
Oh,  crested  Lochiel !  the  peerless  in  might. 
Whose  banners  arise  on  the  battlements'  hei^it. 
Heaven's  fire  is  around  thee,  to  blast  and  to  bum ; 
Return  to  thy  dwelling !  all  lonely,  return ! 
For  the  blackness  of  ashes  shall  mark  where  it  stood. 
And  a  wild  mother  scream  o*er  her  famishing  brood 

LOCHIEL. 

Fklae  Wiard,  avaunt !  I  have  maishall'd  my  clan. 
Their  swords  are  a  thousand,  their  bosoms  are  one ! 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  blood  and  their  breath. 
And  like  reapen  deecend  to  the  harvest  of  death. 
Then  welcome  be  Cumberland's  steed  to  the  shock! 
Let  him  dash  his  proud  foam  like  a  wave  on  the  rock! 
Bat  woe  to  his  kindred,  and  woe  to  his  cause. 
When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  draws ; 
When  her  bonneted  chieftains  to  victory  crowd, 
Clanranald  the  dauntless,  and  Moray  the  proud. 
All  plaided  and  plumed  in  their  tartan  array 

WIZARD. 

Lochiel,  Lochiel !  beware  of  the  day ! 
For,  dark  and  despairing,  my  sight  I  may  seal. 
But  man  cannot  cover  what  God  would  reveal ; 
Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore. 
And  oomiug  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 
I  toll  thee.  CuUoden's  dread  echoes  shall  ring 
With  the  bloDd-bonnds  that  bark  for  thy  fugitive 

king. 
Lo !  anointed  by  Heaven  with  the  vials  of  wrath. 
Behold,  where  he  flies  on  his  desolato  path !* 
Now  in  darkneai  and  billoi^-s  he  sweeps  from  my 

sight: 
Rise,  rise !  ye  wild  tempests,  and  cover  his  flight ! 
Tisfinish'd.  "Jlieir  thunders  are  hush'd  on  the  moors: 
CnllodMi  is  lost,  and  my  country  deplores. 
But  where  is  the  iran4»ond  prisoner  ?  Where  f 
For  the  red  eye  of  battle  is  ihot  in  despair. 
Say,  mounts  he  the  ocoan-wavc,  banish'd,  forlorn, 
like  a  limb  from  his  country  cast  bleeding  and  torn? 
Ah,  no !  for  a  dariier  departure  is  near ; 
The  wardrura  is  muffled,  and  black  is  the  bier ; 
His  death-bell  is  tolling :  oh !  Mercy,  dispel 
Yoo  sight,  that  it  freeaes  my  spirit  to  tell! 


1  Thn  Gadk  airpellation  of  Scotknd,  more  iMrticalarly  the 
llJtUsBdi. 
S  Ths  iow  dMs  10  Ihs  oniqr  bsnUups  of  the  royid  Mifliww. 


Life  flutteiB  ooovubed  in  his  ^vering 
And  his  blood-stieaming  nostril  in  agooy 
Accursed  be  the  fogots  diat  blaie  at  hie  foet» 
Where  his  heart  shadl  be  thrown,  ere  it  oeaaes  to  baH^ 
With  the  smoke  of  its  ashes  to  poisoo  the 


LOCHIXL. 

^Down,  soochless  insultor !  I  trust  noC  dw  tale: 

For  never  shall  Albin  a  destiny  meet 

So  black  with  dishonor,  so  foul  with  retreaiL 

Though  my  perishing  ranks  should  be  strew'd  iB  their 


like  ocean-weeds  heap*d  on  the  snrft)eatcn 
Lochiel,  untainted  by  flight  or  by  chains. 
While  the  kindling  of  life  in  his  bosom 
Shall  victor  exult,  or  in  death  be  laid  low. 
With  his  back  to  the  field,  and  his  feet  to  the  foe! 
And  leaving  in  battle  no  Uot  on  his  name. 
Look  proudly  to  Heaven  from  the  death-bed  of  fiuBei* 


1  An  aeeoQiit  of  the  eeoood  ncfat,  in  Irish  eaOod  Ttfrik  ■ 
thoegiTentn  Msrtin'i  DeeeripUoo  of  the  Westeftt  Ui 
**The  Boeood  aiitfat  is  a  sinitQlsr  Realty  «f  i 
nrwhle  ol^oet,  without  any  vvwifom 
Iqr  the  pcnoQ  who  aen  it  for  that  end.  1^' 
a  lively  knpreMion  upon  the  aeera,  that  they 
think  of  anythinf  eke  exeepi  the  Tinoo  aa  lone  aa  it  < 
and  than  theyajipearpeaRveorjoTialaeeofdiBCto 
which  waa  repi«a<Mited  to  them. 

"  At  the  aiffhtof  a  Tiiioo  the  eyefidaof  the] 
and  the  eyea  coatiaoe  atarinc  until  the  olqeet 
ohriooa  to  othan  who  are  standing  Iqr  when  Ihi 
to  aee  a  Tiaaoo;  and  occurred  more  than 
obaervatioii,  and  to  othen  that  were  with  me. 

"  Hiera  ia  one  in  Skie.  of  whom  hie  aciqoaintancs 
that  when  he  wee  a  visioD  the  inner  parte  < 
ftr  upwards,  that,  after  the  obgeet  disappesra.  ha 
them  down  with  hia  flugera,  and  aoinetiina 
draw  them  down,  which  he  finda  to  be  much  the 

"Thu  faculty  of  the  aeoood  ainht  does  not  inealty 
in  a  family,  aa  some  have  iroagined;  forlknewaeveral 
who  are  enidowed  with  it,  and  their  children  are  not;  a 
ocras.  Neither  ia  it  acquired  by  any  previooa  rompact.  And 
after  atrict  inquiry,  I  oould  never  learn  from  any  among  diam, 
that  thia  faculty  waa  oommunieable  to  any  whataoevcr.  TIm  aeec 
knowa  neither  the  object,  time,  nor  place  of  a  viaion,  hafora  il 
appeaia;  and  the  same  ohiject  is  often  aecn  bydifieranti 
fiving  at  a  eonaiderable  distance  from  one  another, 
way  of  judging  aa  to  the  time  and  drmmatanfesiabyt 
tion ;  for  aeveral  peiaona  of  judgment  who  ain  wkhoot 
fiicuky  are  more  capable  to  judge  of  the  deaign  of  a  vimoa 
a  novice  that  ia  a  aeer.  If  anofatjectappear  intheday  ori 
it  win  come  to  pam  aooner  or  later  accordingly. 

*'  If  an  obieet  ia  aeen  early  in  a  morning,  which  ia  not  fta- 
quent,  it  will  be  acoompbahed  in  a  few  houra  afterwarda;  if  at 
noon,  it  will  probably  be  aocomplisbed  that  very  day  i  if  in  the 
evening,  pwhapa  that  night;  if  after  candJea  be  Kgbtad,  it  will 
be  accomphahMi  that  mgbt:  the  latter  always  an  aniiinpiah 
ment  by  weeks,  months,  and  sometimea  years,  acoordinf  to  ihs 
time  of  the  niglit  the  vision  is  seen. 

**  When  a  ahroodia  seen  about  one,  it  is  a  sure  picignatif  of 
death.  The  time  is  judged  according  to  the  height  of  il  ahol 
the  person ;  for  if  it  is  not  seen  above  the  middle,  death  is  net 
to  be  expected  for  the  space  of  a  year,  and  perhaps  aomeaoaiha 
longer :  and  a^  it  is  frequently  seen  to  ascend  higher  towarda 
the  head,  death  ia  conehided  to  be  at  hand  wnhin  a  few  daya, 
if  not  hours,  aa  daily  experience  coofirma.  fixampka  of  thia 
lund  were  abown  mo,  when  the  person  of  whom  tha  ofaecrrsr 
tiona  were  then  made  waa  in  perfect  heahh. 

**  It  ia  ordinary  with  them  to  aee  houaea.  ganteoB,  and  treaa  is 
plaeea  void  of  all  theae,  and  this  in  proceaa  of  time  ia  wool  to 
be  accomplished :  aa  at  Bfogak>t  in  the  Isle  of  Skie,  where  Ihars 
were  but  a  few  aorry  low  houses  thatched  with  atraw :  yet  ia  a 
few  years  the  viaion,  which  appeared  often,  was  accomplishad 
by  the  bulMing  of  several  good  bouses  in  the  vary  spot  reprs- 
aented  to  the  aeers,  and  by  the  planting  of  orchards  there. 

**  To  see  a  spark  of  6re  is  a  forerunner  of  a  dead  child,  to  ba 
seen  in  the  anna  of  thuee  peraons :  of  which  there  are  sereni 
ii^t-*—  To  see  a  aeat  empty  at  thetimeofsictiag  in  icis 
a  praaaga  of  that  penoo*a  death  quickly  after  M. 
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BATTLE  OF  THE  BALTIC. 

Op  NdsoQ  vid  the  North, 

Saog  the  glorious  day's  ranowii, 

When  to  battle  fierce  came  forth 

An  the  mig^t  of  Denmark's  crown, 

And  her  arms  along  the  deep  pfondiy  shone  { 

Bf  each  gun  the  lighted  braiid. 

In  a  bold  determined  hand. 

And  the  Prince  of  all  the  land 

Lsd  than 


like  leviathans  afloat, 

Lay  their  bolwarks  on  the  brine, 

While  the  sign  of  battle  flew 

Gb  dM  krffy  British  line : 

It  was  ten  of  April  mom  by  the  chime : 

As  they  drifted  on  their  psith. 

There  was  silence  deep  as  death ; 

And  the  boldest  held  his  breath, 

FWa 


Bat  die  mi^  of  England  flosh'd 

To  anticipate  the  scene ; 

And  her  van  the  fleeter  rosh'd 

O^er  the  deadly  space  between. 

^Hearti  of  oak!"  our  captains  cried;  when 

eacfagnn 
Fnm  in  adamsntine  lips 
flfaead  a  death-shade  round  the  ships, 
like  the  hurricane  edipse 
Of  liMnin. 

Afiin!  again!  again! 

And  the  havoc  did  not  sUck, 

TEH  a  feeble  cheer  the  Dane 

To  our  dbeering  sent  us  back ;— ; 

Their  iliotB  akog  the  deep  slowly  boom  >«- 

Tlien  ceaied    and  all  is  wail, 

Ai  they  strike  the  diatter'd  sail ; 

Or,  in  oooflagration  pale, 

lighl  the  gloom.— 


*  Whs  a  Boviecb  or  OM  that  baa  latalF  obtsined  tbe  ncond 
•Mi  a  ririoa  ia  dis  oiffhtrtima  without  doon,  and  oomei 
I  iw,  ha  pnnatir  lUb  into  a  iwooo. 

M  it  ware  in  aerowd  of  paopb.  hav- 
iWMdithefeanyakiac  with  Ibem;  and  after  ■ncfa 
I  in  iwaatinf ,  and  d6Kribe  the  vinon  that 
If  thara  ba  any  of  thtir  aoqoainlanea  among  them, 
tkv  five  SB  aeeoaatof  tbeimamee,  at  ahoof  the  bearen;  but 

inf  the  oorpie.'* 
aad  eowa  (aoeoidinf  to  the  nma  eiednkHU  anthw) 
ha^wfeitainlyeomatinies  the  lame  faculty;  and  baeodeavoce  to 
move  it  by  tba  iicm  of  ftar  which  the  animah  exhibit,  when 
I  pennae  we  vieioni  in  the  Hune  place, 
(ha  eootinnei)  are  leoerally  illilerata  and  well- 
rpeaple.andaltofetherToidofderign:  nor  ooold  I  ever 
ttat  say  of  thara  erermadetheleaatgainbyit;  neither 
I  il  wralsbla  sswng  tham  to  have  that  faculty.  Beaadea,the 
I  of  tiia  IiIm  an  not  ao  creduloaa  aa  to  befieve  impficitly 

I  aceompfiahed ;  bat  when  it  la  ae- 
aAerwarda,  it  ia  not  in  their  power  to  deny 
ilpWilhoatodariBff  violeooeto  their  own  aaoae  and  reaaon.  Be- 
,if  dwaasfB  wera  deceiTera,  can  it  he  reaaooable  to  imagina 
adan  who  have  not  the  aeeond  right  ahonld  eom  • 
■•  aad  oOer  Tioleoee  to  their  oadentaadinfB  and 
to  aaiirae  thamaehrea  to  believe  a  Be  ftoa  aga  to  ageY 
aie  asvifal  pennaa  among  them  whon  tide  and  adoea- 
abore  the  aoapidoo  of  cuncuirhg  with  an  im- 
r.  maraly  to  gtatiiy  an  illiterato.  eontamptibla  aaC  of  per- 
raaaonable  penona  believe  that  ehUdna,  hemea. 
be  pre-engaged  in  a  oombiaalioa  ia  favor  of 
aight*'— JMarfM'a  Ducri^u^  0ftk§  W§tUrn  M 
ssdaaf«Bitfsad.pp.3.1L  ^^ 


Oat  spoke  the  victor  then. 
As  he  hail'd  them  o'er  the  wave; 
**  Ye  are  brothera !  ye  are  men ! 
And  we  conquer  but  to  save»^ 
So  peace  instead  of  death  let  us 
But  jrield,  proud  ibe,  thy  fleet, 
With  the  crews,  at  Enghmd's  ieet. 
And  make  submission  meet 
To  our  King."— 

Then  Denmark  blest  our  chief. 

That  he  gave  her  wounds  repose ; 

And  the  sounds  of  Joy  and  grief 

From  her  people  wildly  rose, 

Ai  death  withdrew  his  shades  from  the  day. 

While  the  sim  look'd  smiling  l»ight 

Cer  a  wide  and  woeful  sight. 

Where  the  fires  of  funeral  light 

Died  away. 

Now  joy.  Old  England,  raise ! 
For  the  tidings  of  thy  might. 
By  the  festal  cities'  blase. 
While  the  wine-cup  shines  in  light; 
And  yet,  amidst  dkat  joy  and  uproar. 
Let  us  think  of  them  that  sleeps 
Full  many  a  fiuhom  deep^ 
By  thy  wild  and  stormy  steep, 
Elsinore! 

Brave  hearts !  to  Britain's  pride 

Once  ao  fiuthful  and  so  true. 

On  the  deck  of  fiune  that  died, 

With  the  gallant  good  Riou:  > 

Soft  sigh  the  winds  of  Heav'n  o'er  their  grave ! 

While  the  billow  mournful  rolls. 

And  the  mermaid's  song  condoles. 

Singing  glory  lo  the  souls 

Of  the  brave! 


YE  MARINERS  OF  ENGLAND. 

A  NAVAL  Om. 

Yk  mariners  of  England ! 

That  guard  our  native  seas. 

Whose  flag  has  breved,  a  thousand  years. 

The  battle  and  the  breeae ! 

Your  glorious  standard  laimch  again 

To  match  another  foe ! 

And  sweep  through  the  deep, 

While  the  stormy  tempests  blow ; 

While  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long, 

And  the  stormy  tempeafia  blow. 

The  spirits  of  your  fathers 

Shall  start  from  every  wave  !— 

For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  &me. 

And  Ocean  was  their  gnve! 

Where  Bloke  and  mighty  Nelson  ieU, 

Your  manly  hearts  shall  ^ow. 

As  ye  sweep  through  the  deep, 

While  the  stormy  tempests  Uow; 

While  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long. 

And  the  stormy  tempests  blow. 


1  Captain  Rioo, 
LordNelaoo. 


entitled  the  gallant 
howrato 


the  good,  by 


\«ia 


CAMPBELL'S  POBTICAL  WOBKS. 


BkitMUiia  nMdi  DO  bohwk. 

No  towers  along  die  sleep; 

Uer  merch  m  o>r  the 

Her  iMane  k  on  the  deep^ 

With  tfamiden  fioa  her  naUve  oek, 

She  qoeUi  the  Aoode  below, — 

Aa  they  foor  on  the  Aorab 

When  theatormy  tempeeH 

When  the  bottle  ngea  load  end  leng, 

And  the  stonny  temperti  Uow. 

The  meteor  flag  of  BoB^aad 

anil  yet  terrUfc  bora. 

Till  danger't  ttonbled  ni^t  deput. 

And  the  atw  of  peooe  retam. 

Tlwn,  ihMi,  ye  ooetn-waniori! 

Oornog  and  ft«t  dan  flow 

To  the  fiune  of  your  name, 

When  the  atormhaa  ceased  to  blow; 

When  the  fieiy  fight  b  heard  no  mote. 

And  the  storm  has  ceased  to  Uow. 


BOBENUNDEN. 
when  the  son  was  low, 


On 

All  bloodless  lay  th'  untrodden  snow, 
And  dark  as  winter  was  die  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  npidly. 


But  linden  saw  anodker 
When  die  dram  beat,  at  dead  of  night. 
Commanding  fires  of  death  to  light 
The  darimeai  of  her  sc«iery. 

By  torch  and  trumpet  &>t  airay'd. 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade. 
And  furioiis  every  dwrgw  nei^^'d. 
To  join  the  dreadlul  revelry. 

TVn  shook  the  hills  with  thunder  riven, 
Then  rnsh'd  the  steed  to  battle  driven. 
And  loader  than  the  bolts  of  heavoi, 
Fto  flaah'd  the  red  artillery. 

Bat  redder  yet  diat  light  shall  gkm. 
On  linden's  hills  of  stained  snow. 
And  bloodier  yet  the  torrent  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

*Tis  BMvn,  hat  scarce  yon  level  eon 
Can  pierce  the  virar-cloads,  roUiog  don. 
Where  iiirioas  Frank,  and  fieiy  Hon, 
Shoot  in  their  salph*ioas  canopy. 


Tlie  combat  deepens.    On,  ye  bnnre. 
Who  rorii  to  g^ory,  or  the  grave ! 
Wave,  Monich!  aU  diy  banners  vrave ! 
And  charge  widi  all  fif  chivalry! 


many 

ingM 

feet 


Few,  few,  shall  part 
Tim  MMW  shall  be 
Andeveiy  tarf  beneath 
Shan  be  a  soldier's  sepalehre. 


GLESARA. 
O  HBAED  ye  yon  pibrach  soond  sod  in  dm  gali^ 
Where  a  band  oomedi  slovrly  vridi  weeping  aaid  mif 
Tis  the  chief  of  Glenara  lamcnb  ftr  Us 
And  her  sire,  and  the  people,  are  call'd  to 


Glenam  came  fint  widi  dte 
Her  khMBBen  diey  fiiQowVI,  bat 
Their  plaids  aU  dMir  boson 
Tliey  march'd  aU  in  sjleace^-  diey 
groand> 


and 
M 


looM  wfes 


In  denee  they  readi'd  over  Mwunlsin  amd  meai; 
Tk>  a  headi,  where  the  oak-tree  grow  koely  md  hoor{ 
"  Now  here  let  us  place  the  grey  staneof  har 
Why  speak  ye  no  word  f  **— said  Glenam  db 

"  And  toQ  me,  I  dmige  yoa !  ye  dm  ef  my 
Why  fold  ye  your  mantles,  vrhy  dood  ye  yoor  InawsT 
So  spake  the  rode  dueftain : — no  answer  is  made^ 
Bat  each  mantle  unfolding  a  dagger  display'Ai 

"I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  bar  sltRMd," 
Cried  a  voice  from  the  kiraanwi,  all  vfiadifiil  and  bod; 
<*  And  empty  that  shroad  and  that  ooflin  dkl  seem: 
Glenara!  Glenara!  now  read  me  my  dream!** 


O!  pale  grew  die  dieek  of  that  diieAain,  I 
When  the  shroud  was  undosed,  and  no  lady  n 
¥nien  a  voice  from  the  kinsmen  spoke  loader  in  scon, 
T  was  the  youth  who  had  loved  the  feir  EUcnofLonL- 

<*  I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  grieC 
I  dreamt  dkat  her  lord  was  a  barbaroas  chief: 
On  a  rock  of  the  ocean  feir  Ellen  did  seem; 
Glenara!  Glenara!  now  read  me  niy  dream!** 

In  dust,  low  the  traitor  has  knelt  to  the  gronnd. 
And  the  desert  reveal'd  where  his  lady  was  foond ; 
From  a  rodL  of  the  ocean  that  beauty  is 
Now  joy  to  the  house  of  feir  Ellen  of  Lorn ! 


EXILE  OF  ERIN. 

TBBtxcame  to  die  beadi  a  poor  Exile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  heavy  and  ridll  : 
For  his  country  he  sigh'd,  when  at  twilight  repairing 

To  wander  alone  by  the  vrind-beaten  hilL 

But  the  day-star  attracted  his  ejre's  sad  devotion. 

For  it  rose  o'er  his  own  natiTe  isle  of  the  ocean. 

Where  once,  in  the  fire  of  lus  yoodifol  emotioo. 

He  sang  the  bdd  anthem  of  Eiin  go  bra^ 

Sad  is  my  fete !  said  die  heart4iroken  stranger. 
The  vvild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee ; 

But  I  have  no  refoge  from  femine  and 
A  home  and  a  country  remain  not  to 

Never  again,  in  the  green  sunny  bowa% 

Where  my  forefethers  lived,  shall  I  spnd  dte  svreet 
hours, 

Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  wild-woven  flowers, 
And  strike  to  the  nambeis  of  Erin  go  brai^! 


my  coontry!  though  sod  and  forsaken. 
In  dieams  I  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore ; 
Bol,  alas !  in  a  fer  foreign  land  I  avraken. 
And  oi^  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no 
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Obcndfcle!  wih  tfaon  iwrer  replace  me 

Htvw^unriiBll  my  brothen  embnee  mef 
Ttef  died  to  defimd  oie,  or  liTe  to  deplore ! 

Where  k  nqr  cebin  door,  ftst  by  the  wild  wood  f 

flnlnfi  ud  lire !  did  ye  weep  for  ite  &llf 
Wbere  ii  die  mocber  thet  kM>k*d  oo  my  rhildhood  f 
And  wfave  it  the  boKxn-frieiid,  deeier  than  all  f 
Ok!  Mf  Md  heart!  long  abandon'd  by  pleaaiue, 
Why  id  it  dote  on  a  ftrt-fiiding  treaeuref 
tmn,  like  the  rain-drop,  may  fall  without  mearore, 
Bnimplnva  nd  beaa^  they  cannot  McalL 

Tet  eU  ite  nd  leooQectiooi  lappteMing, 
(be  dying  wish  my  lone  boeom  can  draw ; 

!  an  ei^  begneathe  thee  hii  blowing ! 
lead  of  my  foiefiuhen !  Erin  go  brag^! 

Bmied  and  cold,  when  my  heart  stills  her  motion, 

GiMB  be  dhy  lieldsr— sweetest  ide  of  the  ocean! 

And  diy  faarp«tiilung  banls  sing  aloud  with  devo- 


Emi  lancwiinin    Frin  go  bragh 


II 


LORD  ULLIN'S  DAUGHTER. 

A  omrrAUf,  to  the  Highlands  boond. 
Cries,  **  Boatman,  do  not  tarry ! 

And  1*0  give  thee  a  silver  pound. 
To  tow  ns  o'er  the  ferry." — 

'*Now  who  be  ye,  would  cross  Lochgyle^ 
This  dark  and  stormy  water  f ' 

•* Oh,  I'm  the  chief  of  Ulva's  isle. 
And  thai  hud  UUin's  daughter. 

"And  ftat  hefere  her  &ther*8  men 
ITiree  days  we've  fled  together. 

For  should  he  find  us  in  the  glen. 
My  blood  would  stain  the  heather. 

"His  horsemen  hard  behind  us  ride ; 

ShooM  diey  our  steps  discover, 
llien  who  will  cheer  my  bonny  bride 

When  they  have  slain  her  lover  V* 

Out  spoke  the  hardy  ffighland  wight, 
*  1 11  go,  my  chief— I  *m  ready: 

It  is  not  for  your  silver  bright. 
But  for  your  winsome  Isdy: 

**  And  by  my  word !  the  bonny  bird 

In  danger  shall  not  tarry ; 
So,  though  the  waves  are  raging  white, 

111  row  fOQ  o*er  the  ferry.' 


n 


Bjf  Ala  Ike  storm  grew  load  apaoe, 
Tie  wto'Wrsith  was  shrieking;* 

And  in  die  scowl  of  heaven  eadi  ftce 
Grew  dark  as  they  were  speaking. 

But  still  as  wild^  blew  the  wind, 
And  as  the  ni^t  grew  drearer, 
Adown  the  glen  rode  armed  men, 
trampling  sounded  nearer. 


1  Inkad  anr  dsflMs*-^f«laDd  fbr  wm 
t  TiM  «vl  9irii  of  ihe  wsten. 


^ O  haste  diee,  haste!"  the  lady  cries. 
Though  tempests  roimd  us  gather; 

1 11  meet  the  raging  of  the  skies. 
But  not  an  angiy  fother." 

The  boat  has  left  a  stormy  land, 
A  stormy  sea  before  her, — 

When,  oh!  too  strong  for  human  hand, 
Tlie  tempest  gather*d  o'er  her. 


And  still  they  row'd  amidst  the  roar 

Of  waters  Suit  prevailing ; 
Lord  UUin  reach'd  that  frtal  shoret 

His  wrath  was  changed  to  wailing. 

For  sore  dismajr'd,  dirough  storm  and  shade. 

His  child  he  did  discover  t 
One  lovely  hand  die  stretch'd  for  aid. 

And  one  was  round  her  lover. 

**  Come  back!  come  back !"  he  cried,  in  giief, 

"  Across  this  stormy  water ; 
And  I  'U  forgive  your  Highland  chie^ 

My  daughter !— O  my  daughter  !"— 

T  was  vain:  the  kmd  waves  lash'd  the  sbora. 

Return  or  aid  preventing : 
The  waters  wild  went  o'er  his  child. 

And  he  was  left  lamenting. 


ODE  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BURXa 

Soul  of  the  Poet!  wheresoe'er, 
Reclaim'd  from  earth,  thy  genius  plume 
Her  wings  of  immorlaliry : 
Suspend  thy  harp  in  happier  sphere, 
And  with  thine  influence  illume 
The  gladness  of  our  jubilee. 

And  fly,  like  fiends  from  secret  spell. 
Discord  and  strife  at  Buiuts's  name. 
Exorcised  by  his  memory ; 
For  he  was  chief  of  baids  that  sweO 
The  heart  with  songs  of  social  flame. 
And  high  delidoos  revelry. 

And  Love's  own  strain  to  him  was  given^ 

To  warble  all  its  ecstasies 

With  Pythian  words  unsought,  unwiU'dr— 

Love,  the  surviving  gift  of  Heaven, 

The  choicest  sweet  of  Psradise, 

In  life's  else  bitter  cup  disdU'd. 

Who  diat  has  melted  o'er  his  lay 
To  Mary's  soul,  in  Heaven  above. 
But  pictored  sees,  in  ftncy  strong, 
The  landscape  and  the  tivehmg  day 
That  smiled  upon  their  nratoal  lov»— 
Who  that  has  Mt  forgets  die  songf 

Nor  skill'd  one  flame  alone  to  fen: 
His  country's  high-soul'd  peasantry 
What  patriot-pride  he  taught! — how  mneh 
To  weigh  the  inborn  worth  of  man ! 
And  rustic  life  and  poverty 
Grow  beautiful  beneath  his  toodi. 
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Hum  in  hk  diy-biiilt  out,*  the  iiniM 
ftity^tyMj,  and  ■how'd  him  «Q  die  fiinni 
Of  fiuiy  U^t  and  wiaid  i^oon 
(That  only  gifted  Pbet  viewi). 
Hie  Genii  of  the  llooda  and  Hanm, 
And  naitaal  liindee  fiom  Glmy't  tonlK 

On  Bumock^Md  what  thonglita  arooae 

Tlie  Swain  whom  Bumm't  nog  inqarea! 

Beat  not  his  Caledonian  Teina, 

Am  o*«r  the  heioie  turf  he  plowiy 

With  aB  the  spirit  of  hia  aiei^ 

And  aB  their  aooni  of  death  and  cfaatDat 

And  aee  the  Sooctiah  exile,  tann'd 
^f  BMOja&r  and  foreign  dime, 
Bend  o'er  hie  homebotn  Tene.  and  weep 
In  mammy  of  hie  natire  land. 
With  fere  that  aooma  the  lapae  of  time. 
And  tiee  that  stretch  beyond  the  deep. 

Encamp'd  by  Indian  rivers  wild. 

The  soldier,  resting  on  his  anos. 

In  Bumm's  card  sweet  recalls 

file  scenes  that  blest  him  when  a  diikl. 

And  i^ows  and  gladdens  at  the  charms 

Of  Scotia's  woods  and  waterfidb. 


O  deem  not,  midst  this  worldly  strife. 
An  idle  art  die  Poet  brings ; 
Let  high  Philosophy  control. 
And  sages  calm  the  stream  of  life. 
Tie  he  refines  its  foimtain-«prings, 
The  nobler  passkms  of  die  sonl. 


It  b  the  mose  that  consecrates 
The  native  banner  of  the  brave, 
Unftirling,  at  the  tnunpet's  breath, 
Roae,  thisde,  harp;  'tis  she  elates 
To  sweep  the  field  or  ride  the  wave, 
A  sanhoiat  in  the  storm  of  death. 

And  dioa,  yoong  hero,  when  thy  pall 

Is  cross'd  with  moonifld  sword  and  phme. 

When  pnblio  grief  begins  to  fede, 

And  only  team  of  kindred  fidl, 

Who  bat  die  Bard  shall  dress  diy  tomb, 

And  greet  with  feme  thy  gallant  dmdef 


Soch  waa  the  aoldiei^^Buwfa.  feigtve 

That  suiiuwB  of  mine  own  intrude 

In  strains  lo  thy  great  memory  due. 

In  verse  like  diine,  oh !  coold  he  live. 

The  friend  I  mooro'd — the  brave,  the  good — 

Edward  dMt  died  at  Waterloo!* 


Farewell,  high  chief  of 
That  oooldst  alternately  impart 
MHsdom  and  mptnre  in  diy  page. 
And  brand  eadi  vice  with  satire  strong 
Whose  lines  are  mottoes  of  the  heart. 
Whose  truths  electiify  the  sage. 


wis  bon  ia  Chy-coilafe.  wUeh  hii  fittlHr  hai  bok 


SlUior  Edwsid  Hodfe  of  die  7th  RMnn,  wfco  M  at  tbe 
hasd  of  Ui  nMdRM  ia  Iht  attaek  of  Ihs  Poliih 


Farawiril!  and  ne'er  may  Envy  dam 
To  wring  one  baneful  poiaon  drop 
FVom  the  cmsh'd  lanrab  of  thy  boat: 
But  while  the  lark  sinp  sweet  in  air* 
Still  may  the  grateful  pOgrim  slop 
To  blem  the  spot  diat  holds  diy  dnat 


THE  SOLIHER*S  DREABf. 

Ouft  bo^es  sang  truce  foe  the  night^lnnd  had 
kmr'd. 

And  die  SMidnel  Stan  aet  dMir  watch  in  the  sky : 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  die  gronnd  overpower'd. 

The  weary  to  sleeps  and  die  wounded  lodia. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw. 
By  the  wolfecaring  fegot  that  guarded  dm  dain. 

At  the  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  viaon  I  saw. 
And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it  agsia. 

Bfedkoufl^t  from  the  batde-field's  drendfiil  amy. 
Far,  fer,  I  had  roam'd  on  a  desolate  track  .* 

'T  was  Autnnuv— and  sunshine  aroae  on  the  way 
To  the  home  of  my  fetbers,  that  wdcoaaed  me  back. 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields  traversed  ao  oA 
In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  boaom  vns  young; 

I  heard  my  own  monntain-goata  bleatmg  aloA, 
And  knew  die  sweet  strain  that  dm  conhreapen 
sung. 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  fiicods  never  to 
part: 

My  litde  ones  kise'd  me  a  thoosand  timea  o'er. 
And  my  wife  sobb'd  akmd  in  her  fullneas  of  heart 

Stay,  stay  with  us, — rest,  thou  art  weary  and  worn ; 

And  fein  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay : 
But  sorrow  retum'd  with  the  dawning  of  mom. 

And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away. 


LINES 

WUTTDI  Oil  VUITINO  A  WCKKE  TH  ABSTLXiBItX. 

At  the  silence  of  twilight*s  oootempUdve  hour, 

I  have  mused  in  a  sorrowful  mood. 
On  the  wind-shaken  weeds  that  emboeum  die  bower. 

Where  the  home  of  my  forefethers  stood. 
An  ruin'd  and  wild  is  their  roofless  abode. 

And  lonriy  die  dark  nven's  riieltering  tree : 
And  travell'd  by  few  is  the  giam  covered  road. 
Where  the  hunter  of  deer  and  the  warrior  trode 

To  his  hills  diat  encircle  die 


Tet  wanderiiig,  I  found  on  my  ruinous  walk. 

By  the  dial-stone  aged  and  gre«i. 
One  roae  of  the  wildemesi  left  on  its  stalk. 

To  mark  where  a  garden  had  been, 
like  a  brotheriess  hermit,  the  last  of  its  race. 

All  wild  in  the  silence  of  nature,  it  drew 
From  each  wand^ing  son-beam,  a  lonely  embrsn* ; 
For  the  night- weed  and  thorn  ovenfaadow'd  the  place 

Where  the  flower  of  my  forefethers  grew. 


i 


Sweet  bod  of  the  wilderness!  emUcm  of  all 
That  remains  in  this  desolate  heart ! 

The  febric  of  bliss  to  its  centre  may  fidl. 
But  padence  shall  never  depart ! 
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rhoui^  the  wUdi  of  enchantment*  all  Tenud  and 
bright. 

In  the  dayi  of  delonon  by  fancy  combined 
^ith  the  Taniihing  phantoms  of  Iotc  and  delight, 
Vbandcn'd  my  soul,  like  a  dream  of  the  night. 

And  leave  but  a  desert  behind. 

3e  hnih'd,  my  dark  fpirit !  fyr  wisdom  condemns 

When  die  fiunt  and  the  feeble  deplore ; 
3e  Strang  as  the  rock  of  the  ocean,  that  stems 

A  thousand  wihl  waves  on  the  shore ! 
nuoa^  the  perils  of  chance  and  the  scowl  of  disdain, 

Bfay  diy  fioot  be  unaltered,  thy  eoorage  elate ! 
f  ea !  even  the  name  I  have  wonhipp'd  in  vain 
Shan  awake  not  the  sigh  of  remembrance  again: 

TV>  bear  ia  to  conquer  our  &te. 


TO  THE  RAINBOW. 

Tbidmpbal  arch,  that  fill*st  the  sky, 
When  storms  prepare  to  part, 

I  ask  not  proud  Philosophy 
To  teach  me  what  thou  art^ 


90 


Still  seem,  as  to  my  childhood's  sight, 

A  midway  station  given 
For  happy  spirifiB  to  alight. 

Betwixt  the  earth  and  heaven, 

Ckn  all  that  Optics  teach,  unfold 

Thy  form  to  please  me  so. 
As  when  I  dreamt  of  gems  and  gold 

Hid  in  thy  radiant  bow  • 

When  Science  fiom  Creation's  face 
Endiantment's  veil  withdraws. 

What  kively  visions  jrield  their  place 
To  cold  material  laws  I 

And  yet,  fiiir  bow,  no  ftbling  dreams. 
Bat  words  of  the  Most  High, 

Have  ttM  why  first  thy  robe  of  beams 
Was  woven  in  the  aky. 

When  o'er  the  green  undeluged  earth 
HeavMi's  covenant  thou  didst  shine. 

How  came  the  world's  grey  fathers  forth 
To  watch  thy  sacred  sign ! 

And  when  its  yellow  lustre  smiled 

O^er  mountains  yet  untrod. 
Each  mother  held  alofl  her  child 

To  Uess  the  bow  of  God. 

Ifetfamki,  thy  jubilee  to  keep, 
The  first  made  anthem  rang, 

Ob  earth  deliver'd  fWmi  die  deep. 
And  the  first  poet  sang. 

Nor  ever  shall  the  Muse's  eye 
Umaptuied  greet  thy  beam : 

Theme  of  primeval  prophecy, 
Be  still  the  poet's  theme! 

Tbe  earth  to  thee  her  incense  yiMt, 
ITie  lark  thy  welcome  sings. 

When  glittering  in  tbe  fieshen'd  fields 
The  snowy  mushroom  springs. 


How  glorious  is  thy  girdle 
O'er  mountain  tower,  and  town. 

Or  mirror'd  in  the  ocean  VMt, 
A  thousand  fathoms  down ! 

As  fireah  in  yon  horixon  dark. 
As  young  ^y  beauties  seem. 

As  when  the  eagle  from  the  arK 
First  sported  in  thy  beam. 

For,  &ithful  to  its  sacred  page. 
Heaven  still  rebuilds  thy  span. 

Nor  lets  the  type  grow  pale  with  ^ge 
That  first  spoke  peace  to  man. 


THE  LAST  MAN. 

All  worldly  shapes  shall  melt  in  gloom, 

The  Sun  himself  must  die. 
Before  this  mortal  shall  assume 

Its  Immortality! 
I  saw  a  vision  in  my  sleep, 
That  gave  my  spirit  strengdi  to  sweep 

Adown  the  gulf  of  Time ! 
I  saw  the  last  of  human  mould. 
That  shall  Creation's  death  behoM, 

As  Adam  saw  her  prime ! 

The  Sun's  eye  had  a  sickly  glare. 

The  Earth  with  age  was  wan, 
The  skeletons  of  nations  were 

Around  that  lonely  man ! 
Some  had  expired  in  fight,^ — the  brands 
Still  rusted  in  their  bony  hands ; 

In  plague  and  famine  scmie ! 
Earth's  cities  had  no  sound  nor  tread ) 
And  ships  were  drifUng  with  the  dead 

To  shore*  where  all  was  dumb ! 

Yet,  prophet-like,  that  lone  one  stood, 

With  dauntless  words  and  high. 
That  shook  the  sere  leaves  from  the  wood 

As  if  a  storm  pass'd  by, 
Saying,  We  are  twins  in  death,  proud  Sun, 
Thy  face  is  cold,  thy  race  is  run, 

'Tis  Mercy  bids  thee  goi 
For  thou  ten  thousand  thousand  years 
Hast  seen  the  tide  of  human  tears. 

That  shall  no  longer  flow, 

What  though  beneath  thee  man  put  forth 

His  pomp,  his  pride,  his  skill ; 
And  arts  that  made  fire,  flood,  and  earth 

llie  vassals  of  his  will ; — 
Yet  mourn  I  not  thy  parted  sway. 
Thou  dim  discrowned  king  of  day: 

For  all  those  trophied  arts 
And  triumphs  that  beneath  thee  sprang, 
Heal'd  not  a  passion  or  a  pang 

Entail'd  on  human  hearts. 

Go— let  oblivion's  curtain  fidl 

Upon  the  stage  of  men. 
Nor  with  thy  rising  beams  recall 

Life's  tragedy  again. 
Its  piteous  pageants  bring  not  back. 
Nor  waken  flesh,  upon  the  rack 
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OfpMn_ 
Soetcli'd  in  diMMe't  Aapw  •hborr'd. 
Or  mown  in  bsltle  bjr  ^m  fwoid, 

like  giM  beoMft  die  MTtbe. 


Ev*n  I  am  weeiy  in  foo 

TV)  wttdi  thy  fiidkig  fire ; 
Teet  of  all  fomleH  asonlei, 

Behold  not  me  expire. 
My  lips  that  tpeak  diy  diige  of  deeth— 
T%eir  roonded  gasp  aind  goif^ing  bneth 

TV>  aee  thou  ihalt  not  boeat 
The  edipae  of  Natnie  apreadi  my  pidl— 
The  m^jeaty  of  Daikneaa  ahall 

Receive  my  parting  ghoat! 


apirit  riiaU  return  to  BBm 

That  gave  ita  heavenly  aparlt; 
Tet  think  not.  Son,  it  ahall  be  dim 

When  thou  tbyaelf  art  dark! 
No!  it  ihall  live  again,  and  ahine 
In  hUas  unknown  to  beama  of  thine ; 

By  him  recall'd  to  bieath. 
Who  oapdve  led  oapdvi^, 
Who  robb'd  the  grave  of  Victoty^-* 

And  took  the  ating  fiom  Death! 

Go,  Son,  while  Blercy  bolda  me  up 

On  Natnre'a  awful  waate. 
To  drink  thia  laat  and  bitter  cop 

Of  grief  that  man  ahall  taate — 
Go.  tell  the  Nif^  that  hidea  thy  lao^ 
Tboa  aaw'at  the  laat  of  Adam*a  laoe. 

On  Earth'a  lepnlchial  ckd. 
The  dark*ning  univene  defy 
To  quench  hk  Immortali^, 

Or  ahake  his  trust  in  God ! 


VALEDICTORY  STANZAS 

To  J.  P.  KEBffBLE.  Es«. 

Ompimifor  a  FicWe  MMUng,  hdd  Jrne  1817. 

Pfton  of  the  British  stage, 

A  kng  and  last  adieu ! 
Whoae  image  brought  th*  heroic  age 

Revived  to  Fancy's  view, 
like  fields  reircah'd  with  dewy  light 

When  the  sun  smiles  his  last. 
Thy  parting  presence  makea  mora  hri^ 

Our  memory  of  the  peat ; 
And  memory  ooi^ures  feelingi  up 

That  wine  or  music  need  not  swell, 
Ai  high  we  lift  the  festal  cup 

To  Kemble — &re  thee  well ! 

Hia  was  the  spell  o*er  hearia 

Which  only  Acting  lenda, 
Tlie  3roungest  of  the  sister  Alia, 

Where  all  their  beauty  blends : 
For  ill  can  Poetry  express 

Full  many  a  tone  of  thought  sublime, 
And  Fainting,  mute  and  morionleas, 

Steala  but  a  ghmoe  of  time. 


But  by  the  mighty  odor  bnmi^ 
Illusion's  perfect  triumphs 

Voiae  ceaaea  to  be  aiiy  thooghl. 
And  Scolptuio  to  be  damh. 

Time  may  again  revive. 

But  ne'er  eclipse  the  charm. 
When  Cato  spoke  in  him  alive. 

Or  Hotapor  kindled  wana. 
What  soul  was  not  lesign'd  entaro 

To  the  deep  aonowa  of  the  Moor, 
What  English  heart  waa  not  on  §n 

With  him  at  Aiinooorf 
And  yet  a  miuesty  possessed 

Hia  tianaporf  s  most  impetnooa 
And  to  each  pasann  of  hib  braoat 

The  Graces  gave  their 


High  were  the  task — too  high. 

Ye  conscious  bosoms  here! 
In  words  to  paint  your  monoiy 

Of  Kemble  and  of  Lear ; 
But  who  fiwgets  that  white  discrowned  head. 
TVise    bursts   of    Reason's    hatfcxtingnia 


Hioae  tears  upon  Cordelia's  boacm  died. 
In  doubt  more  touching  than  despair. 
If  'twas  reality  he  felt? 

Had  Shakspeare's  self  amidal  yon  been. 
Friends,  he  had  seen  you  melt. 

And  triumph'd  to  have  ■•'"  * 


And  there  waa  many  an  hour 

Of  blended  kindred  feme. 
When  Siddons's  auxiliar  power 

And  sister  magic  came. 
Together  at  the  Muse's  side 

The  tragic  paragons  had  grown — 
They  were  the  children  of  her  pride. 

The  columns  of  her  throne ; 
And  undivided  fevor  ran 

From  heart  to  heart  in  their  appla 
Save  for  the  gallantry  of  man 

In  loveUer  woman's  cause. 


Fair  aa  some  classic  dome. 

Robust  and  richly  graced. 
Your  Kemble's  spirit  was  the  home 

Of  genius  and  of  taste : 
Tmte,  like  the  silent  dial's  power, 

Tliat  when  supernal  li^t  is  given. 
Can  measure  inspiration's  hour, 

And  tell  its  height  in  heaven. 
At  once  ennobled  and  correct. 

His  mien  survey'd  the  tragic  page. 
And  what  the  actor  could  efiect. 

The  scholar  could  presage. 

Theae  w«e  hb  traits  of  worth : — 

And  mnst  wo  loae  them  now ! 
And  shall  the  scene  no  more  show  forth 

Ifis  stemlyipleasing  brow! 
Alaa,  the  moral  facings  a  tear.^ — 

'TIS  all  a  transient  hour  below ; 
And  we  that  would  detain  thee  here, 

Oursdves  as  fleetly  go ! 
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Tet  ■kaU  our  latem  age 
This  partiiig  icene  review 

Pride  of  the  British  stage, 
A  kMig  and  last  adiea! 


A  DREAM. 

Well  may  sleep  present  tis  fictiixiB, 

Since  our  waking  momenta  teem 
Widi  such  frncifiii  oonvictiiHis 

As  make  life  itself  a  dream. — 
Half  our  daylight  &ith  's  a  fable ; 

fiReep  disports  with  shadows  too. 
Seaming  in  their  turn  as  stable 

As  the  world  we  wake  to  view. 
Ne'er  by  day  did  Reason's  mint 
Give  my  thoughts  a  clearer  print 
Of  aarared  redity, 
Than  was  left  by  Phantasy, 
Stamp'd  and  color'd  on  my  sprite 
In  a  dream  of  yeste^night 

In  a  bark,  methought,  lone  steering, 

I  was  cast  on  Ocean's  strife ; 
lliis,  'twas  whisper'd  in  my  hearing. 

Meant  the  sea  of  life. 
Sad  regrets  from  past  existence 

Game,  Uke  gales  of  chilling  breaA ; 
Shadowed  in  the  forward  distance 

Lay  the  land  of  Death. 
Now  seeming  more,  now  less  remote, 
On  dial  dim^een  shore,  methought, 
I  beheld  two  hands  a  space 
Sfew  unshroud  a  spectre's  ftce ; 
And  my  flesh's  hair  upstood« — 
"T  was  mine  own  similitude. 


Bui  my  soul  revived  at  seeing 

Ocean,  Uke  an  emerald^spark, 
Kindle,  while  an  air-dropt  being 

flnuBng  steer'd  my  bark. 
Heaven-like — yet  he  look'd  as  human 

As  sopemal  beauty  can. 
Move  compassionate  than  woman, 

Loidly  more  than  man. 
And  aa  some  sweet  clarion's  breadi 
SliiB  the  soldier's  scorn  of  death — 
So  hu  accents  bade  me  brook 
Tbe  spectre's  eyes  of  icy  look, 
TSli  it  shut  them— tum'd  its  head, 
like  a  beaten  foe,  and  fled. 

"Types  not  this,"  I  said,  "fair  spirit! 

That  Biy  death-hour  is  not  come  f 
Say,  what  days  shall  I  inherit  f — 

Tell  my  soul  their  sum." 
*<  Nob"  he  said,  *"  yon  phantom's  aspeci; 

Trust  me,  woi^d  appal  thee  worse. 
Held  in  cleariy  measured  prospect : — 

Ask  not  for  a  curse  7 
Blake  not,  for  I  overhear 
Thine  unspoken  thoughts  as  clear 
As  thy  mortal  ear  could  catch 
The  doae-brought  tickings  of  a  watdi— 
Blake  not  the  untold  request 
That^  now  revolving  in  thy  breast 


**  Tis  to  live  again,  remeasuring 

Youth's  years  like  a  scene  rehearsed, 
In  thy  second  life-time  treasuring 

Knowledge  fhrni  the  first 
Hast  thou  felt,  poor  self-deceiver ! 

Life's  career  so  void  of  pain. 
As  to  wnh  its  fitful  fever 

New  begun  again  ? 
Could  experience,  ten  times  thine, 
Pain  from  Being  disentwine— 
Threads  hy  Fate  together  spun  ? 
Could  thy  flight  Heaven's  lightning  ahun  f 
No,  nor  could  thy  foresight's  glance 
'Scape  the  myriad  shafts  of  chance. 

"  Wouldst  thou  bear  again  Love's  trouble- 
Friendship's  deaih-dissever'd  tieb ; 

Toil  to  grasp  or  nuss  the  bubble 
Of  Ambition's  prize  ? 

Say  thy  life's  new-guided  action 
Flow'd  from  Virtue's  feirest  springs — 

Still  would  Envy  and  Detraction 
Double  not  their  stings  ? 

Worth  itself  is  but  a  charter 

To  be  mankind's  distinguish'd  martyr." 

— ^I  caught  the  moral,  and  cried,  **  Hail ! 

Spirit !  let  us  onward  sail, 

EInvying,  fearing,  hating  none,— 

Guardian  Spirit,  steer  me  on ! " 


LINES 

Written  at  the  rtquett  cf  ike  Highland  Sodeiff  in  Zon* 
don,  uJten  mef  to  commemorate  the  21$t  of  March,  the 
day  of  victory  in  Egypt 

Pledge  to  the  much-loved  land  that  gave  us  birth  f 

Invincible  romantic  Scotia's  shore ! 
Pledge  to  the  memory  of  her  parted  worth ! 

And  first,  amidst  the  brave,  remember  Modre ! 

And  be  it  deem'd  not  wrong  that  name  to  give, 
In  festive  hours,  which  prompts  the  •patriot's  sigh ! 

Who  would  not  envy  such  as  Moore  to  live  ? 
And  died  he  not  as  heroes  wish  to  die  f 

Yes,  though  too  soon  attaining  glory's  goal. 
To  us  his  bright  career  too  shori  was  given ; 

Yet  in  a  mighty  cause  his  phcenix  soul 
Rose  on  the  flames  of  victory  to  Heaven ! 

How  ofl  (if  beats  in  subjugated  Spain 
One  patriot  heart)  in  secret  shall  it  monm 

For  him ! — How  ofl  on  far  Corunna's  plain 
Shall  British  exiles  weep  upon  his  urn ! 

Peace  to  the  mighty  dead  .'—our  bosom  fliailka 
In  sprightlier  strains  the  living  may  inspire! 

Joy  to  the  chiefs  that  lead  old  Scotia's  ranks, 
Of  Roman  garb,  and  more  than  Roman  fiie ! 

Triumphant  be  the  thistle  still  unfurl'd. 

Dear  symbol  wild !  on  fVeedom's  hills  it  grows. 

Where  Fingal  stemm'd  the  tyrants  of  the  world. 
And  Roman  eagles  found  unconquer'd  foes. 
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Jcy  to  the  band  *  dik  day  ao  Egypt*! 

Whow  valor  tamed  proud  Fraiiee*t  tricolor, 
And  wrencfa'd  the  banner  fion  hat  braveat  lasot, 

Bapiiaed  Invincible  in  Anitria*t  gore! 


Joy  lor  the  day  oo  red  Vimeira*!  itzand. 

When,  bayonet  to  bayonet  oppoaed, 
Fint  of  Britannia*!  hoat  her  Highland  band 

Gave  but  the  death^iot  oooe,  and  fiwemoat  doaed ! 

la  there  a  ton  of  genefow  England  here. 

Or  fervid  Erin f— he  with  uiihall  join. 
To  prey  that  in  eternal  union  dear. 

The  foae^  the  ihaiuocfc.  and  the  thiadB  twine ! 

Typea  of  a  tmoe  who  riiall  th*  invader  looni. 
As  rocka  reaist  the  biUowa  reond  their  ahore ; 

TVpeaof  araee  whoihaU  to  time  onbotn 
Their  Coontiy  leave  anoonquer'd  aa  of  yore ! 


STANZAS 


TbfAe 
m  n 


of  Ae  SpamUk  PtUriaU  lateal  UUed 
fjhe  Regency  and  the  Ihike  cf  AMg<m- 


BiuvK  men  who  at  the  Trooadero  fell-— 
Beaide  your  cannona  oonquer'd  not,  though  alatn. 
There  ia  a  victory  in  dying  vrell 
For  Freedom, — aiod  ye  have  not  died  in  vain ; 
For  come  what  may,  there  ■hall  be  hearti  in  Spain 
To  honor,  aye  embrace  yoor  vautyr'd  lot, 
Cardng  the  Bigot's  and  the  Bourbon's  chain. 
And  looking  on  your  graveak  though  trophied  not, 
Ai  hdier,  hallow'd  ground  than  prieeti  could  make 
^     dieapot! 

What  though  your  cause  be  baffled — freemen  ctet 

in  dungeona    dragg'd  to  death,  or  forced  lo  flee ; 

Hope  is  not  wither*d  in  affliction's  bhwt — 

The  patriot's  Uood  *s  the  seed  of  Freedom's  tree ; 

And  short  your  orgies  of  revenge  shall  be, 

Cowl'd  Demons  of  the  Inquisitorial  cell ! 

Eardi  shndden  at  your  victory, — ^for  ye 

Are  woiae  than  common  fiends  finom  Heaven  that  fell, 

Tim  baser,  ranker  sprung,  AvtockAonei  of  HeU ! 


Go  to  your  bloody  rites  again — bring  back 
The  haD  of  horrois  and  the  assessor's  pen, 
Reooiding  answers  shriek'd  upon  die  rack ; 
Smile  o'er  the  gaspings  of  spine>br(Am  men ; — 
Preadi,  perpetrate  damnation  in  yxMU  den ; — 
Then  let  your  altars,  ye  blasphemers !  peal 
With  dianks  to  Heaven,  that  let  you  loose  again. 
To  praetiae  deeds  with  torturing  fire  and  steel 
No  eye  may  search — no  tongue  may  challenge  or 
reveal) 

Tet  lcu|^  not  in  your  carnival  of  crime 
Too  proudly,  jre  oppreasors ! — Spain  was  free; 
Her  aoil  hsa  felt  the  fbot^printa,  and  her  clime 
Been  winnow'd  by  the  wings  of  Liberty ; 
And  these  even  parting  scatter  as  they  flee 
Tlwoghts — infhiencea,  to  live  in  hearta  unborn, 
Opiniana  that  shall  wrench  the  prison-key 
From  Parsecntion-'iabow  her  maak  ofi^tora. 
And  tramp  her  bloated  head  beneath  die  foot  of  Scorn. 


Glory  to  them  diat  die  m  thia  great 
Kings,  Bigots,  can  inflict  no  brand  of 
Or  shape  of  death,  to  shrood  diem  feosa 
No! — mang^ers  of  the  martyr'a  earthly  fiame! 
Your  haiq^Dieii  fingers  cannot  tomch  his  fame 
Still  in  your  prostrate  land  there  shall  be  some 
Proud  hearts,  the  shrines  of  Freedom's  vestal 
Long  trains  of  ill  may  pass  unheeded,  dnmb^ 
But  vengeance  is  behind,  and  juailoe  ia  to  cos 


SONG  OF  THE  GREEKSL 

Again  to  the  battle,  Adiaians! 

Our  hearts  bid  the  tjrranta  defiance ; 

Our  land,  the  firtt  garden  of  Liberty's 

It  has  been,  and  shall  yet  be,  the  Ismd  of  die  free 

For  the  cross  of  our  fidth  is  replanted, 

llie  pale  dying  crescent  is  daunted. 

And  we  march  that  the  €)ot-printa  of  Bfaboaseclisb 

Bfay  be  waah'd  out  in  blood  from  our  fhrefetheife'gnvet. 

ITieir  spirits  are  hovering  o'er  us. 

And  the  swdrd  shall  to  glory  rMore  ua. 

Ah !  what  though  no  auccor  advanoaa* 

Nor  Christendom's  diivalroua  lancea 

Are  stretch'd  in  our  aid — be  the  combat  our  own ! 

And  well  poish  or  conquer  more  proudly  akme: 

For  we've  sworn  by  our  Country's  assaiiluiis, 

By  the  virgins  they  *ve  dragg'd  from  our  altars, 

l^our  massacred  patriots,  our  children  in 

Efy  our  heroes  of  old,  and  their  blood  in  oor 

lliat,  hving,  we  shall  be  victorious. 

Or  that,  dying,  our  deaths  shall  be  gkrioua. 

A  breadi  of  submission  we  breathe  not ; 

The  swdrd  that  we've  drawn  we  will  slieathe  not! 

Its  scabbard  is  lefl  where  our  martjrrs  are  laid. 

And  the  vengeance  of  ages  has  whetted  its  blade. 

Earth  may  hide — ^waves  engulf — fire  *'"*^"tr  us. 

But  they  shall  not  to  slavery  doom  ua : 

If  they  rule,  it  shall  be  o'er  our  adies  and  graves ; 

But  we  've  smote  them  already  with  fire  on  the  waveis 

And  new  triumphs  on  land  are  before  ua. 

To  the  charge ! — Heaven's  banner  ia  o'er  ua. 

This  day  shall  yo  Uush  for  its  story, 

Or  brighten  your  lives  uith  its  glory. 

Our  women,  oh,  say,  shall  they  shriek  in  despair. 

Or  embrace  ua  from  conquest  with  wreaths  in  their  hairf 

Accursed  may  his  memory  blacken. 

If  a  coward  there  be  that  would  slacken 

Till  we've  trampled  the  turban  and  shown  ourselves 

worth 
Being  sprung  fixHn  and  xuuned  for  the  godlike  of  earth. 
Strike  home,  and  the  world  shall  revere  ua 
As  heroes  descended  from  heroea. 

Old  Greece  lightens  up  with  emotion 

Her  inlands,  her  isles  of  the  Ocean ; 

Fanes  rebuilt,  and  feir  towns  shall  with  jubilee  ring. 

And  the  Nine  shall  ncw-hallow  their  Helicon's  spring : 

Our  heartha  diall  be  kindled  in  gladness, 

That  were  coU  and  eitinguish'd  in  sadness ; 
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MHiibt  am  mwdfiiw  ihaU  dance  with  thai  white 


flmgmg  joy  to  die  brave  that  delivered  their  charms, 
When  the  blood  of  3roii  Munalinaii  craveni 
Shall  have  purpled  the  beaks  of  our  ravens. 


SONG  OF  HTBRIAS  THE  CRETAN. 

Mr  wealdi*s  a  burly  spear  and  bnmd, 
And  a  right  good  shield  of  hides  untanu'd, 

Which  on  my  arm  I  buckle : 
1¥ith  dwse  I  plow,  I  reap,  I  sow, 
With  these  I  make  the  sweet  vintage  flow. 

And  all  around  me  truckle. 

Bat  your  wights  that  take  no  pride  to  wield 
A  massy  spear  and  well-made  shield, 

Nor  joy  to  draw  the  sword : 
Oh,  I  bri^g  those  heartless,  hapless  drones, 
Down  in  a  trice  on  their  marrow-bones, 

To  call  me  King  and  Lord. 


FRAGMENT 

nOM  TBS  QKEEK  OF  ALCHAN. 

Tmb  nooiitatn  summits  sleep: — glens,  clifls,  and 


Are  aileni— all  the  black  earth's  reptile  brood — 
The  bees    the  wild  b«wts  of  the  mountain  wood  : 
In  depdiB  beneaA  the  dark-red  ocean's  waves 
In  Monsten  rest,  whilst  wrapt  in  bower  and  spray 
Each  bird  is  hodi'd  that  stretch'd  its  pinions  to  the 


MARTIAL  ELEGY 

VEOM  THE  GRZKK  OP  TTETJSU8. 

How  gloffions  &11  the  valiant,  sword  in  hand. 
In  fiont  of  battle  for  their  native  land ! 
But  oh !  what  ills  await  the  wretch  that  yields, 
A  recreant  outcast  from  his  country's  fields ! 
Tbe  mother  whom  he  loves  shall  quit  her  home. 
An  aged  &ther  at  his  side  shall  roam ; 
His  hide  ones  shall  weeping  with  him  go. 
And  a  young  wife  participate  his  woe ; 
While  scom'd  and  scowl'd  upon  by  every  &ce, 
Tliey  pine  Ibr  food,  and  beg  from  place  to  place. 


To  welter  in  the  combat's  foremost  thrust, 
His  hoary  head  dishevell'd  in  the  dust, 
And  venerable  bosom  bleeding  bare. 

But  youth's  fidr  form,  though  &ll'n,  is  ever  &ir, 
And  beautiful  in  death  the  boy  appears. 
The  hero  boy,  that  dies  in  Uotxning  years : 
In  man's  regret  he  lives,  and  woman's  teais^ 
More  sacred  than  in  life,  and  lovelier  fer. 
For  having  perish'd  in  the  front  of  war. 


SPECIMENS  OF  TRANSLA'HON 

FROM   MEDEA. 


Tovs  *poo$t  fiporovs  ovk  av  anaprots, 
Medea,  v.  194,  p.  63,  Glasg.  edit. 


of  his  breed!  dishonoring  manhood's  form, 
AD  iDs  shall  cleave  to  him : — ^Affliction's  storm 
Shafl  UiDd  him  wandering  in  the  vale  of  yean. 
Till,  hat  to  all  bat  ignominious  fears. 
He  shall  not  Uuah  to  leave  a  recreant's  name. 
And  children,  like  himself  inured  to  shame. 

But  we  will  combat  for  our  fethen'  land. 
And  we  will  drain  the  life-blood  where  we  stand 
To  save  our  children: — ^fight  ye  side  by  side. 
And  serried  dose,  ye  men  of  youthful  pride, 
Disdaming  fear,  and  deeming  light  the  cost 
Of  life  itself  in  glorious  battle  lost 

Lwre  not  oor  rires  to  stem  th'  unequal  fight, 

mhs  are  nerved  no  more  wiA  booyant  might; 
lagging  backward,  let  the  younger  breast 
die  man  of  age  (a  sight  onUess'd) 

O 


Nor, 


Tell  me,  ye  bards,  whose  skill  sublime 
First  charm'd  the  ear  of  youthful  Time, 
With  numbers  wrapt  in  heavenly  fire. 
Who  bade  delighted  echo  swell 
The  trembling  transports  of  the  lyre. 
The  murmur  of  the  shell— i- 
Why  to  the  burst  of  Joy  alone 
Accords  sweet  Music's  soothing  tone  t 
Why  can  no  bard,  with  magic  strain. 
In  slumbers  steep  the  heart  of  pain  f 
While  varied  tones  obey  your  sweep. 
The  mild,  the  plaintive,  and  the  deep. 
Bends  not  despairing  Grief  to  hear 
Your  golden  lute,  with  ravish'd  ear  ? 
Oh!  has  your  sweetest  shell  no  power  to  bind 
The  fiercer  pangs  that  shake  the  mind. 
And  lull  the  wrath  at  whose  command 
Murder  bares  her  gory  hand  ? 
When,  flush'd  with  joy,  the  rosy  throng 
Weave  the  light  dance,  ye  swell  the  swg! 
Cease  ye  vain  warblers !  cease  to  charm 
The  breast  with  other  raptures  warm ! 
Cease !  till  your  hand  with  magic  strain 
In  slumbers  steep  the  heart  of  pain ! 


SPEECH  OF  THE  CHORUS  IN  THE  SAME 

TRAGEDY, 

TO  DISSUADE  MEDEA  FROM  HEE  PURPOSE  OF  PUTTIlfO 
HER  CHILDREN  TO  DEATH,  AMD  FLYING  FOR  PRO- 
TECTION TO  ATHENS. 

STROPHE  I. 

0  HAGGARD  quocn!  to  Athens  dost  thou  guide 
Thy  glowing  chariot,  steep'd  in  kindred  gore ; 

Or  seek  to  hide  thy  damned  parricide 

Where  Peace  and  Mercy  dweU  for  evermore  f 

The  land  where  Truth,  pure,  precious,  and  suUime, 
Wooes  the  deep  silence  of  sequester'd  bowers. 

And  warriors,  matchless  since  the  first  of  time. 
Rear  their  bright  banners  o'er  unconquer'd  towers! 

Where  joyous  jrouth,  to  Music's  mellow  strain. 
Twines  in  the  dance  with  nymphs  for  ever  feir. 

While  spring  eternal,  on  the  liUed  plain. 
Waves  amber  radiance  through  thi^  fii^yhk  ^  «a\ 
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The  tmiefid  NiM  <■>  Mend  to^ends  leD) 

FintwakedllMirbnvailflyTOtlieM 
Sdllin  yaatgnmmmid  bowendiqrlovelodwvil; 

Stfll  in  your  tiIw  they  iweU  the  choral  nog! 

But  tlieiv  the  tnneAil,  diarte,  Fieiian  finr, 
Tlie  giMiditti  njnphi  oTgfMn  nraMni 

SpfiBV  Ihaft  Hmoon,  iMrhUe  har  graoflIU 
WftTed  in  btii^  wibiiin  o'er  her  poliih'd 


•my. 
leire, 
of  dqr« 
the  WKTe; 


Where  eOeDt  Tilei,  and  gladee  of 
Hie  nrarauning  wreethe  of  oool 

Tliere,  M  the  nraee  hath  long,  at 
The  Queen  of  Beaaty  how'd  to 


And  bleat  the  ■tream,  and  breathed  aorwi  the  land 
Hieaoft  aweet  gale  diet  ftna  yoo  inininf  r  bowen; 

And  there  the  aiater  Lovea,  a  ndling  band, 
Crown*d  with  the  fiagrant  wrealha  of  rosy  flowers' 


•'And  go,'*  ahe  criet,  " in  yonder  Talleya  rove^ 
With  Beauty's  torch  the  aolemn  eoenei 

Wake  m  each  eye  the  radiant  light  of  Love, 
Breadie  on  each  cheek  young  PMwon's  tender 
bkxim! 

"  Entwine,  with  myrtle  diainB,  your  aoft  contnl. 
To  away  the  heaila  of  Freedom's  darling  land! 

With  glowing  charms  enimptnre  Wisdom's  aool. 
And  mookl  to  grace  ethereal  Viitne's 


■TKorai  II. 
Hie  land  where  Heaven's  own  haUow'd  waten  play. 

Where  fiiendriup  binds  the  generooa  and  the  good. 
Say,  diall  it  hafl  thee  fiom  thy  fiantic  way. 

Unholy  woman !  with  diy  hands  imbrued 


Nature  shall  throb  in  eveiy 
Tliy  trembling  heart  the  ruffianls 

Hiy  faorroMmitteB  hands  aftr  shall  fling 
The  blades  mdiench'd  in  blood*a 


dya. 


In  thine  own  diildren's  gore  T  Oh !  ere  diey  bleed. 
Let  Nature's  voice  thy  ruthless  heart  appal! 

Fuam  at  the  bdd,  irrevocable  deed — 
Tlie  mother  strikes    the  guildess  babea  shall  &11! 


what  remorse  diy 


Ihoqi^  diall 


When  dying  pangs  dieir  gentle  bosoeos  tear! 
Where  shalt  thou  s^ik,  when  lingering  echoes  ring 
The  screams  of  horror  in  thy  tortured  ear! 

No!  let  thy  bosom  mdt  to  Pity's  cry^— 
In  dust  we  kneel — by  sacred  Heaven  implore 

O!  slop  diy  lifted  arm,  ere  yet  they  die. 
Nor  dip  diy  honid  hands  in  infimt  gore! 

AimsTEOPHB  n. 
Say,  how  dialt  thou  that  barbarous  soul  aasume, 

Undamp'd  by  horror  at  the  danng  plan  T 
Hast  thou  a  heart  to  work  thy  duldfen's  doomf 

Or  hands  to  finish  what  thy  wrath  b^ganf 

When  o'er  each  babe  yoo  look  a  last  adieu. 
And  gaae  on  Innocence  that  smiles  asleep^ 

Shan  no  fimd  feeling  beat  to  Nature  true. 
Charm  thee  to  penaivethoos^ht— and  bid  thee  weepf 


When  the  young  aupplianli  daap  their  parent 

Heave  the  deep  sob,  and  pour  the  artlem  prayerr 
Ay,  dwu  shalt  melt  ^— and  many  a  heari«hed  toar 
Gush  o'er  the  harden'd  features  of  dmpair! 


GBORUa. 


HaUow'd  Eardi !  wiA 

Bfark,oh  maik,  the  murderous  deed ! 
Radiant  eye  of  wide  creation. 

Watch  the  damned 


Tet,  ere  Colchia's  rugged  danghtw 

Perpetrate  the  dire  design. 
And  consign  to  kuadred  slaughter 

Children  of  thy  golden  line ! 

Shall  thy  hand,  with  omrder  gory. 
Cause  immortal  blood  to  flow? 

Sun  of  Heaven !  array*d  in  gloiy 
Rise,  ferbid,  avert  the  btow ! 

In  the  vales  of  placid  gladnfss 
Let  no  rueful  maniac  range ; 

Chase  a&r  the  fiend  of  Madneas, 
Wrest  the  dagger  from  Revenge ! 

Say,  hast  thou,  with  kind  protection, 
Rear'd  thy  smiliiig  race  in  vain ; 

Fostering  Nature's  fond  affection. 
Tender  cares,  and  pleasing  pain  7 

Hast  thou  on  the  troubled  ocean 
Bkaved  the  tempeat  loud  and  stioB|^ 

Where  the  wavea,  in  wild  oommotkm. 
Roar  Cyanean  rocks  among? 


thou  roam  the  paths  of  danger, 
Hjrmenean  joys  to  prove? 
l^iare,  O  sanguinary  stranger. 
Pledges  of  thy  sacred  love! 

Shall  not  Heaven,  with  indignation. 
Watch  thee  o'er  the  barbaroos  deed  ? 

Shalt  thou  cleanse,  with  expiation. 
Monstrous^  murd'rous  parricide  ? 


(H)E  TO  WINTER 

Wbsr  fiiat  the  fiery-mantled  Sun 
Wm  heavenly  race  began  to  run ; 
Round  the  earth  and  ocean  blue. 
His  children  four  the  Seasons  flew. 
First,  in  green  apparel  dancing, 

Ttm  young  Spring  smiled  widi  angel  grace ; 
Rosy  Summer  next  advancing, 

Rash'd  into  her  sire's  embrace : 
Her  brig^it-liair'd  sire,  who  bade  ha  keep 

For  ever  nearest  to  his  smiles. 
On  Calpe's  olive^haded  steep, 

On  India's  citron-cover*d  isles : 
Bfore  remote  and  buxom-brown 

Tim  Queen  of  vintage  bow*d  before  his  throi 
A  ridi  pomegranate  gemm'd  her  crown, 

A  ripe  sheaf  bound  her  aooe. 
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But  howlii^  Ifirmter  fled  a&r. 
To  hiOa  that  prop  the  polar  star, 
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And  loffw  on  deeMionie  oar  to  ride, 
With  bvTCD  darknea  bjr  his  aide. 
Romid  the  Aon  where  loud  Lofcden 

Whiria  to  death  the  roaring  whale, 
Roand  the  hall  where  Runic  Odin 

Howb  hia  war«»ng  to  the  gale ; 
Save  when  adown  the  ravaged  g^obe 

He  travela  on  hia  native  storm, 
DeAow*ring  Nature's  grassy  robe, 

And  trampling  on  her  iiided  form  >— 
IW  light's  returning  lord  assume 

The  shaft  that  drivea  him  to  hia  polar  field, 
Of  power  to  pierce  his  raTen  plume, 

And  crjFSlil-oover'd  shield. 


O  sire  of  atoma!  whoae  aavage  ear 
The  Lapland  drum  delighta  to  hear. 
When  Frenzjr,  with  her  hlood-ahot  eye, 
Impkwaa  thy  dreadful  deity, 
Ardm^!  power  of  deaolatioa! 

Faat  deacoading  aa  thou  art. 
Say,  bath  mortal  iuTocation 

Spells  to  touch  thy  atony  heart! 
Thai,  aullen  Winter,  hear  my  prayer. 

And  goitly  rule  the  ruin*d  year ; 
Nor  chill  the  wanderer's  boaom  bare. 

Nor  fieeaa  the  wretch's  falling  tear  j— 
To  shuddering  want's  unmantled  bed 
Thy  ]iornu4)reathing  aguea  ceaae  to  lead. 
And  gandy  on  the  orphan  head 
Of  imiooenoe  deacend. 

Bui  diiefly  apare,  O  king  of  clouds ! 
The  sailor  on  hia  airy  ahrouds ; 
When  wracks  and  beacons  strew  the  steep 
And  apectrea  walk  along  the  deep. 
Bfilder  yet  thy  anowy  breezea 

Poor  on  yovider  tented  shores, 
Where  the  Rhine's  broad  billow  fieeies. 

Or  the  dark-brown  Danube  roars. 
Oh,  winds  of  Winter!  list  ye  there 

To  many  a  deep  and  dying  groan; 
Or  atart,  ye  demona  of  the  midnight  air. 

At  ahrieks  and  thunders  louder  than  your  own. 
Aba !  eir'n  your  unhallow'd  breath 

May  apare  the  victim  fidlen  low ; 
Bat  man  will  ask  no  truce  to  death,— 

No  bounda  to  human  woe.* 


LINES 

Spckm  hf  Mr.  ****,  at  Drmj-Lam  Theatre^  on  ike 
fim  Ofoiing  of  ike  home  after  the  death  of  ike 
Primeem  ChaHalte,  1817. 


Unoonacioua  of  the  doom,  we  dreamt,  alas ! 

That  ev'n  these  walls,  ere  many  months  should  paaa. 

Which  but  return  sad  accents  for  her  now, 

Perhapa  had  witness'd  her  benignant  lm>w, 

Cheer'd  by  the  voice  you  would  have  raised  on  high. 

In  bursta  of  British  love  and  lo3ral^. 

But,  Britain !  now  thy  chief,  thy  people  mourn. 

And  Claremont's  home  of  love  ia  left  forlorn  >— 

There,  where  the  hapfueat  of  the  happy  dwelt. 

The  'scutcheon  glooms,  and  royalty  hath  fkUt 

A  wound  that  every  boaom  foela  ita  own^— 

The  blessing  of  a  fiuher's  heart  o'erthrown— 

The  moat  beloved  and  moat  devoted  bride 

Tom  from  an  agonised  husband's  side. 

Who  **  long  as  Memory  holds  her  seat "  shall  view 

That  speechless,  more  than  spoken,  last  adieu. 

When  the  fix'd  eye  kmg  kwk'd  connubial  foith, 

And  beam'd  aSfoctkn  in  the  trance  of  death. 

Sad  was  the  pomp  that  yesterHoight  beheld. 

As  with  the  mourner's  heart  the  anthem  swell'd ; 

While  toroh  succeeding  torch  illumed  each  high 

And  banner'd  arch  of  England's  chivalry. 

The  rich  plumed  canopy,  the  gorgeooa  pall. 

The  sacred  march  and  saUe-vested  waUr— 

These  were  not  rites  of  inexpressive  show. 

But  hallow'd  as  the  types  of  real  woe ! 

Daughter  of  England !  for  a  nation's  sighs, 

A  nation's  heart  went  with  thine  obaequieaS— 

And  oft  shall  time  revert  a  look  of  grief 

On  thine  existence,  beautiful  and  brief 

Fair  spirit !  send  thy  blessing  from  above 

On  realms  where  thou  art  canonized  by  love ! 

Give  to  a  &ther's,  husband's  bleeding  mind. 

The  peace  that  angels  lend  to  human  kind ; 

To  us,  who  in  thy  loved  remembrance  feel 

A  sorrowing,  but  a  soul-ennobling  zeal — 

A  loyalty  that  touches  all  the  best 

And  lofUest  principles  of  England's  breaat! 

Still  may  thy  name  speak  concord  from  the  tomb— 

Still  in  the  Muse's  breath  thy  memory  bloom ! 

They  shall  describe  thy  life — thy  form  portray; 

But  all  the  love  that  mourns  thee  swept  awqr, 

T  is  not  in  language  or  expressive  arta 

To  paint — ^yet  feel  it,  Britona,  in  your  hearta! 


Butorb!  although  our  task  is  but  to  show 
ITie  aoenea  and  paasiona  of  fictitioaa  woe. 
Think  not  we  come  this  night  without  a  part 
In  that  deep  aonow  of  the  public  heart, 
Which  like  a  Aade  hath  dairken'd  every  place. 
And  moisten'd  with  a  tear  the  manliest  fi^a ! 
The  bdl  ia  acarcaly  huah'd  in  Windaor'a  film. 
That  toU'd  a  requiem  fiom  the  aolemn  aidea. 
For  her,  the  royal  flower,  low  laid  in  dnat. 
That  waa  your  foireat  hope,  your  fondeat  tmat 


ITUsods 


written  in  G«niianr.  at  the  doss  of  nOQ^  ka- 
ofbostitttiss. 


LINES 


ON  THE  GRAVE  OF  A  SUICIDE. 

By  strangers  left  upon  a  lonely  shore. 

Unknown,  unhonor'd,  waa  the  friendleasdead; 

For  child  to  weep,  or  widow  to  deplore. 
There  nevOT  came  to  his  imburied  head: 
All  from  his  dreary  habitation  fled. 

Nor  will  the  lantem'd  fiaherman  at  eve 
Launch  on  that  water  by  the  witches*  tow'r. 

Where  hellebore  and  hemlock  seem  to  weave 
Round  ita  dark  vaults  a  melancholy  bow'r. 
For  spirits  of  the  dead  at  night's  endwmted  hour. 

lliey  dread  to  meet  thee,  poor  unfortunate ! 

Whoae  crime  it  waa,  on  life's  unfinish'd  road 
To  feel  the  siepdame  bufletinga  of  fete. 

And  render  back  thy  being's  heavy  load. 

Ah !  once,  perhaps,  the  aodal  passwna  glow'd 

ISA 
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In  tfqr  detoled  bowai    .md  die  hand 
TlMt  muaHib  in  kindred  hanrt  might  yet  be  prope 

lb  deedi  of  mucy.    Wlw  may  uodentaiid 
Thy  niMiy  woee,  poor  ■uictde,  unknown  9^ 
He  who  dqr  being  gmve  ■hall  judge  of  thee  aloDe. 


REULLURA.* 

Sr  AK  of  die  mom  end  ere* 

Reollum  ■hooe  like  diee. 
And  wen  Sot  her  might  Aodh  grieve. 

The  derk-ettired  Coldee.* 
Ptace  to  their  ■hadet!  the  pore  Cnldeeo 

Were  Albyn**  earlieit  prieita  of  God» 
Ere  yet  en  sdend  of  her  aees 

By  fine  of  Sexon  monk  was  trade. 
Long  ere  her  churchmen  by  bigoCiy 
Were  barr'd  from  holy  wedlock'*  tie^ 
Twas  then  that  Aodh,  &med  a&r. 

In  Idoa  preached  the  word  widi  power, 
And  Reullura,  beeuty*f  star, 

Waa  the  partner  of  his  bower. 


But,  Aodh,  the  roof  liea  low. 

And  the  thlsde-down  waves  bleadiiqg. 
And  the  bat  flits  to  and  flfo 

Where  the  Gael  once  heard  thy  preadiing; 
And  frDen  is  eadi  cohmm'd  aisle 

Where  the  diieft  and  the  people  knelt 
T  was  near  that  tem{de's  goodly  pile 

That  hooor'd  of  men  they  dwelt 
For  Aodh  was  wise  in  die  sacred  law. 
And  bright  ReoUura's  eyes  oft  saw 

The  veil  of  &te  uplifted. 
Alas,  with  ^diat  virions  of  awe 

Her  soul  in  that  hour  was  gifted-^ 

When  pale  in  the  temple  and  &int 

With  Aodh  she  stood  alone 
By  the  statue  of  an  aged  Saint ! 

Fair  sculptured  was  the  slone. 
It  bore  a  crudfiz ; 

Fune  said  it  onoe  had  greoed 
A  Christian  temple,  which  the  Picts 

In  the  Britons'  bind  hud  waste : 
The  Fictish  men,  by  St  Columb  taught, 
Had  hither  the  holy  relic  brought 
Reullura  eyed  the  statue*s  fiuse. 

And  cried,  **  It  is  he  shall  come. 
Even  he,  in  diis  very  place. 

To  avenge  my  martynlmu. 

**  For,  woe  to  the  Gael  people ! 

Ulv&gre  is  on  the  main. 
And  lona  shall  look  from  tower  and  steeple 

On  the  coming  ships  of  the  Dane ; 


1  BcaDan.  ia  GmBc  aiiulies  *«bMiaifal  flsr.*' 
S  The  CttMeet  wm  tfas  praailiva  clergy  of  Seodasd,  sad  ■!»- 
penatly  her  <mIf  darsy  from  the  axth  lo  the  riereoth  eeatwy. 
iwe  of  Iriih  eriaia ;  aad  their  moaealery.  oo  die  iriend 
or  fcsobnkia.  wae  the  eemiaerr  of  ChmtieiutFia  North 
I  wiiien  have  wahed  to  prove  then  lo  have 
heea  a  sert  of  PreriiTlen.  etrmoffcn  to  the  RoBMn  Choreh  sad 
l^insaaey.  It  leeaM  to  be  eatebinhed  that  they  were  BoC  ane- 
arias  to  E^iwopaey;  kallhat  they  w«e  not  ■laTUdyaolaectsd 
to  Bean,  ike  the  clany  of  later  periode.  appeals  by  their  re- 
the  Papal  ordinancaararpertmt  the  ceKhacy  of  lehfiowa 
eawkirk  eeeoaat  they  were  akiaMtoiy  dieplaead  by  the 
I  to  sMka  way  fiir 


And,  damea  and  danghters,  shall  all 

With  the  spoiler's  grssp  entwine  f 
No !  some  shall  have  shelter  in  cavea  and  ndkt, 

And  the  deep  sea  shall  be  mine. 
Baffled  by  me  shall  the  Dane  retuin. 
And  here  shall  his  torch  in  the  temple  ham. 
Until  that  holy  man  shall  plow 

The  waves  from  Tnnisfail. 
Wb  sail  is  on  the  deep  e'en  now. 

And  swells  to  the  southern  gale,' 


. »» 


**  Ah!  knoweat  thou  not,  my  bride.** 

The  holy  Aodh  said, 
"Tliat  the  Saint  whose  form  we 

Has  fcr  ages  slept  with  the  dead? ** 
"  He  livedi,  he  liveth,"  she  said  again, 

**  For  the  span  of  his  life  teniild 
Beyond  the  wonted  years  of  men. 

He  ats  by  the  graves  of  well<loved 
That  died  ere  thy  grandsire's  grandsire^  fairtk ; 
llie  oak  is  decayed  with  (Ad  age  on  earth, 
Whoae  aoom-seed  had  been  planted  by  Mm; 

And  his  parents  remember  the  day  of  dnad 
When  the  sun  oa  the  cross  look'd  dim. 

And  the  graves  gave  up  their  dead. 


**  Yet,  preadiing  from  dime  to 

He  hath  roam'd  the  earth  for  agea. 
And  hither  he  shall  come  in  time 

IVhen  the  wrath  of  the  headien 
In  time  a  remnant  from  the  sword- 

Ah !  but  a  remnant  to  deliver ; 
Yet,  blest  be  the  name  of  the  Lord! 

His  mar^rrs  shall  go  into  Uiss  for  ever. 
Lochlin,*  appall'd,  shall  put  up  her  steel. 
And  thou  i^udt  embark  on  the  bounding  ked ; 
Safe  shalt  thou  peas  through  her  himdred  diip 

With  the  Saint  and  a  remnant  of  die  Gad, 
And  the  Lord  will  instruct  thy  lips 

TV>  preach  in  Innis&U."' 

Ilie  sun,  now  about  to  set 

Waa  burning  o'er  Turiee, 
And  no  gathering  cry  rose  yet 

O'er  the  ides  of  Albyn's  sea. 
Whilst  Reullura  saw  fiir  rowers  dip 

Their  oars  b^ieath  the  sim. 
And  the  phantom  of  many  a  Danish  sfaip^ 

Where  diip  there  yet  was  none. 
And  the  shield  of  alarm'  was  dumb. 
Nor  did  dieir  warning  till  midnight  come. 
When  watch-fim  burst  from  across 

From  Rona  and  Uist  and  Skey, 
To  tell  that  die  diips  of  the  Dane 

And  the  red-hair'd  dayers  were  nigh. 

Our  idesmen  arose  from  dumbers. 

And  buckled  on  their  arms ; 
But  few,  alas !  were  their  numbers 

To  Loddin's  mailed  swarms. 
And  the  blade  of  the  bloody  None 

Has  fiU'd  die  shores  of  the  Gad 
With  many  a  floating  corse. 

And  with  many  a  woman's  waiL 


SBtrikiBttheriMi 
theOaeL 


Slidaad 
ieataMxIeof 


IGO 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMa 


49 


Thaj  have  United  the  iBkuds  with  Ruin*s  torch. 
And  the  holy  men  of  looa't  church 
In  the  teiii]ile  of  God  lay  slain ; 

All  but  Aodh,  the  lait  Culdee, 
Bat  bound  with  meny  an  iron  chain. 

Bound  in  that  church  was  he. 

And  where  ii  Aodh'f  bride  f 

Rods  of  the  ocean  flood ! 
Flanged  ahe  not  frmn  your  heights  in  pcide^ ' 

And  mock'd  the  men  of  blood  f 
Tben  Ulvftgre  and  his  bandp 

In  die  temple  lighted  their  banquet  ajH 
And  die  print  of  their  blood-red  hands 

Was  left  on  the  altar-cup. 
Twos  then  that  the  Norseman  to  Aodh  said, 
**  Tell  where  thy  church's  treasure 's  laid, 
*<  Or  1 1^  hew  thee  limb  from  limb." 

As  he  spoke  the  bell  struck  three, 
And  OTeiy  torch  grew  dim 

That  lighted  their  reveliy, 

Bat  the  tordies  again  burnt  bright. 

And  brighter  than  before, 
When  an  eged  man  of  majestic  height 

Enter'd  the  temple  door. 
Horii'd  was  the  revellen'  sound, 

Tliay  were  struck  aa  mute  as  the  dead, 
And  d»eir  hearts  were  appall'd  by  the  very  sound 

Of  Us  ftolrtep's  measured  tread, 
Nor  word  was  spoken  by  one  beholder. 
While  he  flung  his  white  robe  back  on  his  shoulder, 
And  streCching  his  anne— as  eadi 

UnriTaied  Aodh's  bands, 
Aa  if  die  gyves  had  been  a  wreath 

Of  willows  in  his  hands. 


All  saw  die  stranger's  similitude 

To  the  ancient  statue's  form ; 
The  Saint  before  his  own  image  stood. 

And  gnq>'d  Ulv&gre's  arm. 
Tlieo  uprose  the  Danes  at  last  to  deliver 

Hieir  chief,  and  shouting  with  one  accord, 
TtMBf  drew  die  shaft  from  its  rattling  quiver, 

lliey  lifted  the  spear  and  sword. 
And  levell'd  their  spears  in  rows. 
But  down  went  aies  and  spears  and  bows, 
When  die  Saint  with  his  crosier  sign'd, 

Tlie  archer^s  hand  on  the  string  was  stopt. 
And  down,  like  reeds  laid  flat  by  the  wind, 

Their  lifted  weapons  dropt 

'nuB  Saint  then  gave  a  signal  mute. 

And  diough  Ulv&gre  wiU'd  it  not. 
He  came  and  stood  at  the  statue's  foot. 

Spell-riveted  to  the  spot. 
Till  hands  invisible  shook  the  wall. 

And  die  tottering  image  was  dash'd 
Down  fiom  its  lofty  pedestal. 

On  Ulvfogre's  l^lm  it  crash'd — 
Hefanet,  and  skull,  and  flesh,  and  brain. 
It  orosh'd  aa  miUstone  crushes  the  grain. 
Then  spoke  the  Saint,  whilst  all  and  each 

Of  the  Heathen  trembled  round. 
And  the  pauses  amidst  his  speech 

Were  as  awft])  as  the  sound : 

SI  02 


*"  Go  back,  ye  wolves,  to  your  dena,"  he  cried, 

**And  tell  the  nations  abroad. 
How  the  fiercest  of  your  herd  has  died 

That  slaughter'd  die  flock  of  God. 
Gather  him  bone  by  bone. 

And  take  with  you  o'er  the  flood 
The  fragments  of  that  avenging  stone 

That  drank  his  Heathen  blood. 
These  are  the  spoils  from  lona's  sack. 
The  only  spoils  ye  shall  carry  back ; 
For  the  hand  that  uplifteth  spear  or  sword 

Shall  be  wither'd  by  palsy's  shock. 
And  I  come  in  the  name  of  the  Lord 

To  deUver  a  remnant  of  his  flock. 

A  remnant  was  call'd  together, 

A  doleful  remnant  of  the  Gad, 
And  the  Saint  in  the  ship  that  had  brought  him 
hither 

Took  the  mourners  to  Innis&il. 
Unscathed  they  left  lona's  strand, 

When  the  opal  room  first  flush'd  the  dcy. 
For  the  Norse  dropt  spear,  and  bow,  and  brand. 

And  look'd  on  them  silently ; 
Save  from  their  hiding-places  came 
Orphans  and  mothers,  child  and  dame : 
But  alas !  when  the  search  for  Reullura  spread. 

No  answering  voice  was  given, 
For  the  sea  had  gone  o'er  her  lovely  head, 

And  her  spirit  was  in  Heaven, 


THE  TURKISH  LADY, 

"T  WAS  the  hour  when  rites  unholy 
Call'd  each  Paynim  voice  to  prayer. 

And  the  star  that  fiided  slowly 
Left  to  dews  the  freshened  air. 


Day  her  sultry  fires  had  wasted. 
Calm  and  sweet  the  moonlight 

Ev'n  a  captive  spirit  tasted 
Half  oblivi(m  of  his  woes. 


Then  't  was  flnm  an  Emir's  palace 
Came  an  eastern  lady  bright : 

She,  in  spite  of  tyrants  jealous. 
Saw  and  bved  an  English  knight. 

**Tell  me,  captive,  why  in  anguish 
Foes  have  dragg'd  thee  here  to  dwell. 

Where  poor  Christians  as  they  languish 
Hear  no  soinid  of  sabbath  bell  f* — 

**  T  was  on  Transylvania's  Bannat, 
When  the  Crescent  shone  alar, 

Like  a  pale  disastrous  planet 
O'er  the  purple  tide  of  war — 

'*  In  that  day  of  desolation, 

Lady,  I  was  captive  made ; 
Bleeding  for  ray  Christian  nation 

By  the  walls  of  high  Belgrade.** 

"  Captive !  could  the  brightest  jewel 
From  my  turban  set  thee  free  V* — > 

**  lisdy,  no ! — the  gift  were  cruel, 
Ransom'd,  yet  if  reft  of  thee. 
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**  Sqr,  frir  pnoeea!  wmild  it  grieve  thee 
Chrifltian  dimei  fbonld  we  behold  7  ** 

**  Nay,  bold  knight!  I  would  not  leave  thee 
Were  thy  lansom  paid  in  gold !** 

Now  in  Heaven's  Une  expanakm 
Roae  the  midnight  star  to  view. 

When  to  quit  her  Other's  manrinn 
Tlirioe  the  wept,  and  bade  adieo! 

**  Fly  we  then,  while  none  diaoover ! 

Tyrant  barks,  in  vain  3re  ride!** 
Soon  at  Rhodes  the  British  lover 

Chvp'd  his  bkxNnii^  Eastern  Bkide. 


THE  WOUNDED  HUSSAR 

Alokk  to  the  banks  of  the  dark-rolling  Danube 
Fair  Adelaide  hied  when  the  battle  was  o*er : — 

*'0h  whither.**  she  cried,  **  hast  thou  wanderU  my 
fever  7 
Or  here  dost  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  the  shore  7 


"What  voice  did    I  hear?  'twas  my  Heniy  that 
sigh*d!" 

All  mournful  she  haetaa*d,  nor  wander'd  she  &r. 
When  bleeding,  and  low,  on  the  heath  she  descried, 

By  the  light  of  the  moon,  her  poor  wounded  Hussar! 


FhMn  his  bosom,  that  heaved,  the  last  torrent 
streaming, 

And  pale  was  his  visage,  deep  mark*d  with  a  scar! 
And  dim  was  that  ejre,  onee  expressively  beaming, 

Tliat  melted  in  love,  and  that  kindled  in  war ! 


How  smit  was  poor  Adelaide's  heart  at  the  sight ! 

Bow  bitter  she  wept  o'er  the  victim  of  war ! 
**  Ebst  thou  come,  my  Ibnd  Love,  this  last  swrowful 
night. 

To  cheer  the  lone  heart  of  your  wounded  HuasarT 

"  lliou  shalt  live,"  she  replied,  **  Heaven's  mercy, 
relieving  * 

Each  anguishing  wound,  shall  forbid  me  to  mourn." 
"Ah,  no!  the  last  pang  of  my  bosom  is  heaving! 

No  lij^t  of  the  mom  shall  to  Henry  return ! 

"  Thou  charmer  of  life,  ever  tender  and  true ! 

Te  babes  of  my  k>ve,  that  await  me  a&r!" 
His  Altering  tongue  soarce  could  murmur  adieu. 

When  he  sunk  in  her  arms    the  poor  wounded 
Hussar! 


LINES 


IWWraiMIt  ON  THE  HOirUMEfT  LATTLT  FIWiaUgD  BT 
ME.  CHA3ITRXT, 

WUeb  IMS 


a  snetad  bf  the  Widow  of  Adairsl  Sr  O. 
K.  C.  B.  to  the  aienory  of  her  BmbsBd. 

Tb  him,  whose  kyal,  brave,  and  gentle  heart, 
FuUOl'd  the  hero's  and  the  patriot's  part«~ 
Wboae  charity,  like  that  whidi  Peul  enjoin'd, 

Waa  warm,  beneficent,  and  unoonfined, 

This  smie  ii  reared :  to  public  duty  true, 
l^e  seaman's  fiiend,  dw  lather  of  his  ciew^ 
Ifild  in  reprooC  aagacioos  in  <*imin«Tfif, 
He  spraad  fipaiemal  aeal  throughout  hb  band. 


And  led  eadi  aim  to  act,  each  heart  to  fisd 
What  British  vaknr  owes  to  Britain's  wreaL 
These  were  his  puUic  virtues . — but  to  trace 
ffis  private  life's  &ir  purity  and  grace. 
To  paint  the  traits  that  drew  affection  Mroog 
From  fiioKls,  an  ample  and  an  ardent  throng. 
And,  more,  to  speak  his  memory's  grateful  dsim 
On  her  who  mourns  him  most,  and  bears  his 
O'eroomes  the  trembling  hand  of  widow'd  grieC 
O'ercomes  the  heart,  unconscious  of  relieC 
Save  in  Religion's  high  and  ho\y  trust. 
Whilst  placing  their  memorial  o'or  his  duat 


THE  BRAVE  ROLAND.* 

The  brave  Roland ! — the  brave  Roland  !— 
False  tidings  reach'd  the  Rhenish  strand 

That  he  had  fall'n  in  ^ht; 
And  thy  fidthful  boscmi  swoon'd  with  pain. 
O  loveliest  maiden  of  Allemayne ! 

For  the  loss  of  diine  own  true  kni^L 

But  why  so  rash  has  she  ta'en  the  veil. 
In  yon  Nonnenwerder's  ckiotori  pale  7 

For  her  vow  had  scarce  been  awom. 
And  dM  &tal  mantle  o'er  hw  fiung. 
When  the  Drachenfells  to  a  tnimpet  twig^ 

T  was  her  own  dear  warrior's  horn ! 

Woe!  woe!  each  heart  shall  bleed— dtaU  fafwk 
She  would  have  hung  upon  his  neck* 

Had  he  come  but  yester^ven : 
And  he  had  dasp'd  those  peerl 
That  shall  never,  never  fill  his 

Or  meet  him  but  in  heaven. 

Tet  Roland  the  brave — RolaiHl  the  true — 
He  could  not  bid  that  spcrt  adieu ; 

It  was  dear  still  'midst  his  woes; 
For  he  loved  to  breathe  the  neighboring  air 
And  to  think  she  blest  him  in  her  prayer. 

When  the  Halleluiah 


There 's  yet  dne  window  of  that  pile. 
Which  he  built  above  the  Nun's  green  isle ; 

Thence  sad  and  oft  look'd  he 
(When  the  chant  and  organ  sounded  slow) 
On  the  mansion  of  his  \ove  below. 

For  herself  he  might  not 


She  died ! — He  sought  the  battle-plain ! 
Her  image  fill'd  his  dyipg  brain. 

When  he  fell  and  wish'd  to  Ml  : 
And  her  name  was  in  his  latest  sigh. 
When  Roland,  the  flower  at  chivalry. 

Expired  at  RoncevaU. 


1  The  tnditMHi  which  fonne  the  inbetaaco  of  three 
H  Mill  preeenred  m  GenDSOf .   As  SBcient  lower  oo  s ! 
called  the  Bolewlwck.  a  few  mOet  above  Bono  oa  the 
ie  ihown  ee  the  habitation  which  Roknd  hoik  ia  sii 
nannerr.  into  whkh  hie  mktnm  had  retiied.  oa  hai 
•a  nnfiHiaded  eeeount  of  hie   death, 
thought  of  the  oredibilitr  of  the  lereod.  iti 
raeoOeeted  with  pleaanra  br  evety  ooe  who  baa 
rooMBiie  laadeeape  of  the  DrecfaenieHi.  the  BoJendeeck. 
the  heaatifiil  adjeoent  ielet  of  the  Rhine,  when 
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THE  SPECTRE  BOAT. 

A  BALLAD. 

iMWt  roed  ftlae  Ferdinand  to  leave  a  lovely  maid 

ftrionif 
Wk)  broke  her  heart  and  died  to  hide  her  Uuahing 

lAnetk  from  soom. 
Qm  nigfat  he  dreamt  he  vroo'd  her  in  their  wonted 

bower  of  love, 
Whoe  the  flowers  fprang  thick  around  them,  and  the 

birdt  tang  eweet  above. 

But  the  Mene  wai  swiftly  changed  into  a  church- 
yard's dismal  view, 

And  her  lips  grew  black  beneath  his  kiss,  from  love*s 
delicious  hue. 

Wbit  more  he  dreamt,  he  told  to  ncme ;  bat,  shud- 
dering,  pale,  and  dumb. 

liook'd  oat  upon  the  waves,  like  one  that  knew  his 
hour  was  come. 

TwM  now  the  dead-watch  of  the  night — the  hehn 

was  lash'd  a-lee, 
And  the  ship  rode  where  Mount  iElna  lights  the 

deep  Levantine  sea ; 
When  beneadi  its  glare  a  boat  came,  row'd  by  a 

woman  in  her  shroud, 
Who^  with  eyea  that  made  our  blood  ran  cold,  stood 

up  and  spoke  aloud  .* — 

*Cnab,  TVaitor,  down,  for  whom  my  ghoet  still 

wandeiB  unforgiven ! 
CoQB  down,  &ke  Ferdinand,  for  whom  I  broke  my 

peace  with  Heaven!" — 
It  WM  vain  to  hold  the  victim,  for  he  plunged  to 

meet  her  call, 
like  the  bird  that  shrieks  and  flutters  in  the  gazing 

serpent's  thrall. 

Too  may  guess  the  boldest  mariner  shrunk  daunted 

from  the  sight, 
For  the  Spectre  and  her  winding-sheet  shone  blue 

with  hideous  light ; 
like  a  fiery  wheel  the  boat  spun  with  the  waving  of 

her  hand. 
And  round  they  went,  and  down  they  went,  aa  the 

cock  crew  from  the  land. 


THE  LOVER  TO  HIS  MTTTRESS, 

ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 

Ir  any  white-wing'd  Power  above 
My  joys  and  grieCi  survey, 

The  day  when  thou  wert  born,  my  love- 
He  surely  bless*d  that  day. 

I  laugVd  (till  taught  by  thee)  when  told 

Of  Beauty's  magic  powers. 
That  lipen'd  life's  dull  ore  to  gold. 

And  changed  its  weeds  to  flowers. 

My  mind  had  lovely  shapes  portray'd ; 

But  diought  I  earth  had  one 
Could  make  ev'n  Fancy's  visions  fiide 

Like  staxB  before  the  sun  f 


I  gazed,  and  felt  upon  my  lipa 
Th'  unfinished  accents  hang : 

One  moment's  bliss,  one  bunung  kias, 
To  mpture  changed  each  pang. 

And  though  as  si^ift  as  lightning's  fladi 
Those  tranced  moments  flew, 

Not  all  the  waves  of  time  shall  wash 
Their  memory  from  my  view. 

But  duly  shall  my  raptured  song. 

And  gladly  shall  my  eyes. 
Still  bless  this  day's  return,  as  long 

As  thou  shalt  see  it  rise. 


LINES 

ON  RRCKTVINO  A  SEAL  WITH  THE  CAMPBELL 
FROM  K.  M ,  BEFORE  BSE  MARRIAGE. 

This  wax  returns  not  back  vaort  &ir 
Th'  imprearion  of  the  gift  you  send, 

Than  stamp'd  upon  my  thoughts  I  bear 
The  image  of  your  worth,  my  friend  f 

We  are  not  friends  of  yesterday; — 
But  poets'  fimcies  are  a  little 

Disposed  to  heat  and  cool  (they  say) 
By  turns  impressible  and  brittle. 

Well !  should  its  frailty  e'er  condemn 
My  heart  to  prize  or  please  you  less. 

Your  type  is  still  the  sealing  gem, 
And  mine  the  waxen  brittleneas. 

What  transcripts  of  my  weal  and  woe 
This  liule  signet  yet  may  lodtr^ 

What  utt'rances  to  friend  or  foe. 
In  reason's  calm  or  paasion's  shock! 


What  scenes  of  life's  yet  curtain'd  pagia 

May  own  its  confidential  die. 
Whose  stamp  awaits  th'  unwritten  page 

And  feelings  of  ftiturity  !— 

Yet  wheresoe'er  my  pen  I  lift 

To  date  th'  epistolary  sheet, 
'Hie  blest  occasion  of  the  ^ft 

Shall  make  its  recollection  sweet : 

Sent  when  the  star  that  rulee  your  fetia 
Hath  reach'd  its  influence  moat  benign — • 

When  every  heart  congratulates, 
And  none  more  cordially  than  mine. 

So  speed  my  stnig — mark'd  with  fl!ie  crest 
That  erst  th'  advent'rous  Nonnan*  wore 

Who  won  the  Lady  of  the  West, 
The  daughter  of  Macaillain  Mor. 

Crest  of  my  rim !  whose  blood  it  seaTd 
With  glory  in  the  strife  of  swords, 

Ne'er  may  the  scroll  that  bears  it  yield 
Degenerate  thoughts  or  faithless  words ! 


1  A  Nonnan  leader,  in  the  lenrice  of  the  hint  of  Scotland, 
married  the  beireei  of  Loehow  in  the  tuvelfth  eantniy ,  and  ftoa 
bin  the  CaraypbeOe  are  iprung.  .. 
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Tet  litlla  night  I  priM  tfw 

If  it  bat  tjrped  die  frodal  tree 
Fiom  wiMDoe.  a  •caOer'd  Imi^  I'm  blown 

In  Fortune's  mutability. 

No! — but  it  telb  me  of  a  heart. 
Allied  by  fiiendthip**  living  tie; 

A  prise  beyond  tbe  henld**  art— 
Our  ■ool^eprang  conmngoinity ! 

Kath'rine !  to  many  an  hour  of  mine 
light  wings  and  smiahine  yon  hare  lent; 

And  10  adiem  and  itiU  be  thine 
Tile  aI14n^  of  liie— Content! 


GILDEROY. 

Tulait,  die  &tal  hoar  it  come. 
Tint  bean  my  love  from  me ; 

I  hear  the  dead  note  of  the  dram, 
I  mark  the  gallowa*  tree ! 

Tbe  ben  has  toU'd:  it  shakes  my  heart; 

Tlie  trampet  speaks  thy  name ; 
And  most  my  GiMeioy  depart 

To  bear  a  death  of  shame  f 

No  bosom  trembles  lor  thy  doom; 

No  moorner  wipes  a  tear; 
Tlie  gaUowa'  fcot  is  all  thy  tomb^ 

The  sledge  is  all  thy  bier. 

Oh,  GiUeroy!  bethoaght  we  then 

So  soon,  so  sad  to  part. 
When  first  in  Roslin's  lovely  glen 

Too  triomph'd  o'er  my  heart  7 


Toor  locks  they  gUtter'd  to  the 
Toor  banter  garb  was  trim ; 

And  grsoeful  was  the  riband  green 
Tlmt  bound  yoor  manly  liinb! 

Ah!  little  dioagbt  I  to  deplore 
Tlwse  limbs  in  fetters  boand; 

Or  hear,  apcm  the  scsflbld  floor, 
Tbe  midnight  hammer  soond* 

Te  eraeL  croel,  that  combined 

Tbe  guiltless  to  poisae ; 
Bfy  GiMeroy  was  ever  kind. 

He  could  not  injure  you! 

A  bmg  adieu !  but  whoe  shall  fly 

Thy  widow  all  Ibrkirn, 
When  every  mean  and  cruel  eye 

Regards  my  woe  with  soomf 

Tes!  diey  will  mock  thy  widow's  t6B& 
And  bate  thine  orphan  boy ; 

Aks !  his  in&nt  beauty  wean 
ThefermofGildeioy. 

Then  will  I  seek  die  dreary  nwitt^i^ 
That  wrsps  diy  moukierii«  day. 

And  weep  and  Imger  on  dm  gRMoid, 
And  sigh  my  heart  awqr. 


ADELGITHA. 

The  oideal's  &tal  trumpet  sounded. 
And  sad  pale  Adelgitha  came. 

When  forth  a  valiant  champion  bounded. 
And  dew  the  slanderer  of  her 


She  wept,  deliver'd  from  her  danger ; 

But  when  he  knelt  to  claim  her  gIov( 
**  Seek  not,"  she  cried,  **oh!  gallant 

For  hapless  Adelgitha*s  love. 

**  For  he  is  in  a  foreign  fiir  land 

Whose  arm  should  now  have  set  me  free  { 
And  I  must  wear  the  willow  gariaod 

For  him  that's  dead,  or  &]se  to  nie.** 

'Nay!  say  not  that  his  fiudi  is  tainted !  "^ 
He  raisied  his  viaor — At  the  sight 

She  fen  into  his  arms  and  fiunted ; 
It  was  indeed  her  own  true  knight ! 


ABSENCE. 

'TIS  not  the  loss  of  love's  Msurance, 
It  is  not  doubting  what  thou  art. 

But  'tis  the  too,  too  long  endurance 
Of  absence,  that  afflicts  my  heart. 

The  findest  thoughts  two  hearti  can  chehsk, 
When  each  is  lonely  doom'd  to  weep^ 

Are  fruiti  on  desert  isles  that  perish. 
Or  ridies  buried  in  the  deep. 

What  dioagb,  imtouch'd  by  jealous  madnMs. 

Our  bosom's  peace  may  &11  to  WTK-k ; 
Th'  undoubting  heart  that  breaks  v«ith  sadne 

Is  but  more  slowly  doom'd  to  break. 

Absence !  is  not  the  soul  torn  by  it 

From  more  than  light,  or  life,  or  breath? 

Tis  Lethe's  gloom,  but  not  its  quiets — 
Tlie  pain  without  the  peace  of  death ! 


THE  RTTTER  BANN. 

Ths  RittOT  Bann  from  Hungary 
Came  back,  renown'd  in  arms. 

But  scorning  jousts  of  chivalry 
And  love  and  ladies'  charms. 

While  other  knights  held  revels,  he 
Was  wrapt  in  thoughts  of  gloom. 

And  in  Vienna's  hostelrie 
Skfw  paced  his  lonely  room. 

There  enter'd  one  whose  fece  he  knew.- 
Whose  voice,  he  was  aware. 

He  oft  at  mam  had  listen'd  to. 
In  the  holy  house  of  prayer. 

T  was  die  Abbot  of  St  James's  monks, 

A  fresh  and  fiur  old  man  : 
His  reverend  air  arrested  even 

The  ^oooiy  Bitter  Bann. 

IM 
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But  tedsg  with  him  an  andent  dame 
Come  dad  in  Sootdi  attire, 

The  RiUer's  color  went  and  came, 
And  kmd  he  ipoke  in  ire. 

"Ha!  nune  of  her  that  was  my  bane, 
Name  not  her  name  to  me ; 

I  wiah  it  Uotted  from  my  hram : 
Art  poorf — ^take  alms,  and  flee." 


**  Sv  Knight,**  the  abbot  interposed. 

**Tliia  case  ymir  ear  demands;** 
And  the  crone  cried,  with  a  cross  inclosed 

In  bodi  her  trembling  hands : 

"  Remember,  each  his  sentence  waits ; 

And  he  that  shall  rebut 
Sweet  Mefcy*s  suit,  on  him  the  gates 

or  Bleffcy  shall  be  shut 

«*  Tou  wedded  undispensed  by  Church, 

Tour  cousin  Jane  in  Spring ; — 
In  Autumn,  when  you  went  to  search 

For  diurchmen's  pardoning, 

**  Her  house  denounced  your  marriage-band, 

Betrothed  her  to  De  Grey, 
And  the  ring  you  put  upon  her  hand 

Waa  wrendi*d  by  force  away. 

**  Then  wept  jrour  Jane  upon  my  neck, 
Ciying, '  Help  me,  nurse,  to  flee 

Tb  my  Howel  Bann*s  Glamorgan  hills ; ' 
But  word  arrived— «h  me  .*^^ 

"Ton  were  not  there;  and  *twas  their  threat, 

By  foul  means  or  by  fair, 
Tivmorrow  morning  was  to  set 

Thtb  seal  on  her  despair. 


"  I  had  a  son,  a  sea-boy,  in 

A  ship  at  Hartland  bay ; 
By  his  aid,  from  her  cruel  kia 

I  bore  my  bird  away. 

"To  Scotland  from  the  Devon's 

Given  myrde  shores  we  fled ; 
And  the  Hand  that  sent  the  ravens 

To  Eliliah,  gave  us  bread. 

"  She  wrote  you  by  my  son,  but  he 

From  England  sent  us  wind 
Ton  had  gone  into  some  for  country, 

In  grief  and  gloom  he  heard. 

"For  diey  that  wiong*d  yon>  to  elude 
Tour  wrath,  defamed  my  child ; 

And  yoD— -ay,  blush.  Sir,  as  you  shouM-^ 
Beliered,  end  wer^  beguiled. 

*  To  die  but  at  your  feet,  she  vow*d 

To  roam  the  world ;  and  we 
Would  both  have  sped  and  begg*d  aai  bread. 
But  so  it  might  not  be. 

*  For  when  the  snow-storm  beat  our  rooC 

She  bore  a  boy,  Sir  Bann, 
Who  grew  as  foir  your  likeness  proof 
As  child  e'er  grew  like  man. 


**  T  was  smiling  on  that  babe  one  mom. 
While  heath  bloom'd  on  the  moor. 

Her  beauty  struck  young  Lord  Kinghom 
As  he  hunted  past  our  door. 

**  She  ahunn'd  hinv  but  he  raved  of  Jane, 
And  roused  his  mother's  pride ; 

Who  came  to  us  in  high  disdain, 
*  And  where  *s  the  face,*  she  cried, 

**  'Has  witch'd  my  boy  to  wish  for  one 

So  wretched  fcv  his  wife  f — 
Dost  love  thy  husband  ?   Know,  my  son 

Has  sworn  to  seek  his  life.* 

**  Her  anger  sore  dismayed  us. 
For  our  mite  was  wearing  scant, 

And,  unless  that  dame  would  aid  us. 
There  was  none  to  aid  our  want. 

*'  So  I  told  her,  weeping  bitterly, 

What  all  our  woes  had  been ; 
And,  though  she  was  a  stem  ladie. 

The  tears  stood  in  her  een. 

**  And  she  housed  us  both,  when,  cheerfully. 

My  child  to  her  had  sworn. 
That  even  if  made  a  widow,  she 

Would  never  wed  Kinghom." 

Here  paused  the  nurse,  and  then  began 

The  abbot,  standing  by  : 
**  Three  months  ago,  a  wounded  man 

To  our  abbey  came  to  die. 

**  He  heard  me  long,  with  ghastly  eyes 

And  hand  obdurate  clench'd. 
Speak  of  the  worm  that  never  dies. 

And  the  fire  that  is  not  quench'd. 

«"  At  last  by  what  this  scroll  attests 

He  left  atonement  brief, 
For  years  of  anguidi  to  the  breasts 

His  guilt  had  wrung  with  grief 


'"There  lived,'  he  said,  *  a  fair  young  dame 

Beneath  my  mother's  roof; 
I  loved  her,  but  against  my  flame 

Her  purity  was  proof 

**  *  I  feign'd  repentance,  fnenddiip  pure ; 

That  mood  she  did  not  check. 
But  let  her  husband's  miniature 

Be  copied  from  her  neck. 

**  *  As  means  to  search  him,  my  deceit 

Took  care  to  him  was  borne 
Nought  but  his  picture's  counterfeit. 

And  Jane's  reported  scorn. 

**  *  The  treachery  took ;  she  waited  wild ; 

My  slave  came  back  and  lied 
Whate'er  I  wished ;  she  clasp'd  her  child. 

And  swoon'd,  and  all  but  died. 

**  *  I  felt  her  tears  for  years,  and  yean 
Quench  not  my  flame,  bfut  stir ; 

The  very  hate  I  bore  her  mate 
Increased  my  love  for  her. 
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"'Fame  told  « of  hk  gloiy,  while 

Jogr  llnih'd  the  6oe  <^  Jane ; 
And  whOe  the  bleaa'd  hit  nunep  her 

Snack  fire  unto  my  brain. 

**  *  No  feaia  oould  damp ;  I  reaeh'd  die  camp, 

Sought  oat  ita  cfaamnoa ; 
And  if  my  braad-tfrord  M'd  at  laat, 

TwBB  long  and  well  kid  on. 

**  «'niit  woond '•  nqr  meed,  my  name  *s  JOnghorn, 

My  fte*8  the  Ritter  Bann.' 

The  wafer  to  his  lipa  waa  home. 

And  we  ahiived  the  dying  man. 

**  He  died  not  till  you  went  to  fight 

The  Torks  at  Warradein ; 
Bat  I  aee  my  tale  has  changed  yoa  pale.'* — 

The  abbot  went  for  wine ; 

And  brooght  a  little  page,  who  poar'd 

It  oat,  and  knelt  and  oniled : — 
Tlie  stann*d  knight  nw  himaelf  reatored 

Tb  childhood  in  his  diild ; 

And  stoop'd  and  ceoght  him  to  his  breast, 

Laogh'd  loud  and  wept  anon. 
And  with  a  shower  of  kisses  prem'd 

The  darling  little  one. 

**  And  where  went  Jane  V — f*  To  enmmeiy.  Sir— 

Look  not  again  so  pale— 
Kingfaom's  old  dame  grew  harsh  to  her.' 

"  And  has  she  ta'en  the  yeiir" 


-  Sit  down.  Sir,**  said  the  priest,  - 1  bar 
Rash  words."— Tliey  sat  all  diree. 

And  the  boy  phy'd  with  the  knight's  broad  star, 
As  he  kept  him  on  his  knee. 

**  Think  ere  yoa  ask  her  dweUing^plaoe," 

The  abbot  farther  aaid  ; 
**  Time  draws  a  veil  o'er  beaaty*s  &oe 

More  deep  than  cloister's  shade. 


"  Grief  may  have  made  her  what  yoo 
Scarce  love  perhaps  for  life." 

«  Hash,  abbot,"  cried  the  Ritter  Bom, 
"Or  tell  me  where 's  my  wife." 

The  priest  undid  two  doors  that  hid 

The  inn's  adjacent  room. 
And  there  a  lorely  woman  stood. 

Tears  bathed  her  beaoty's  bknu. 

One  moment  may  with  blim  repay 
Unnumber'd  boors  of  pain ; 

Such  was  the  throb  and  motnal  sob 
Of  the  Knight  embracing  Ji 


THE  HARPER 

On  the  green  banks  of  Shannon,  when  flhedah 
nigh. 

No  blithe  Irish  kd  was  so  happy  ai  f ; 

No  harp  like  my  own  couM  so  cheerily  piqr. 

And  wherever  I  went  was  my  poor  dqg  Tray. 


When  at  last  I  was  forced  fimm  my  Sbeddk  to  p 
She  said  {wbiie  the  sorrow  was  big  at  her  heart; 
Oh!  remember  ywu  Sheelah  when  for,  for  away; 
And  be  kind,  my  dear  Pat,  to  our  pow  dog  Trsy. 

Poor  dog!  he  was  fiulhful  and  kind,  to  he  son 
And  he  constantly  loved  me,  although  I  was  poo 
When  die  8our4oc4ui^  folks  sent  me  heartless  an 
I  had  always  a  fiiend  in  my  poor  dog  Tray* 

When  the  road  was  so  dark,  and  the  niglit  wai 
cdd. 
And  PU  and  his  dog  were  grown  weary  and  old 
Horn  snugly  we  slept  in  my  old  coat  of  grey. 
And  he  lick'd  me  for  kindness— my  poor  dog  Tn 

Though  my  wallet  was  scant,  I  remember'd  his  c 
Nor  reftMed  my  last  crust  to  his  pitiful  five; 
But  he  died  at  my  feet  on  a  ookl  winter  day. 
And  I  pUy'd  a  sad  lament  for  my  poor  dog  Tray 

Where  now  shall  I  go.  poor,  forsaken,  and  Uii 
Can  I  find  one  to  guide  me,  so  fiulhful  and  kind 
To  my  sweet  native  village,  so  &r,  tkt  away, 
I  can  never  more  return  with  my  poor  dog  Tray 


SONG. 
TO  THE  EVENING  STAl. 

Stak  that  bringest  home  the  bee. 
And  sett'st  the  weary  laborer  free! 
If  any  star  shed  peace,  'tis  thou. 

That  send'st  it  fhrni  above. 
Appearing  when  Heaven's  breath  and  hnm 

Are  sweet  as  hers  we  love. 

Come  to  the  luxuriant  ddes, 
Whilst  the  landscape's  odois  rise. 
Whilst  fiu^]ff  lowing  herds  are  heard. 

And  songs,  when  toil  ii  done. 
From  cottages  whose  smc^  unatiiT^d 

Curis  yeUow  in  the  sun. 

Star  of  love's  soft  interviews. 
Parted  lovers  on  thee  muse ; 
Their  remembtancer  in  Heaven 

Of  thrilling  vows  thou  art. 
Too  delicious  to  be  riven 

^absence  fiom  the  heart 

SONG. 
**  MEN  OF  ENGLAND.** 

Bfxif  of  England !  who  inherit 

Rights  that  cost  your  sires  their  blood ! 

Man  whose  undegeneraie  spirit 
Has  been  proved  on  land  and  flood : — 

By  the  fi>es  ye  've  fiiught  uncounted. 
By  the  glorious  deeds  ye've  done, 

TVophies  captured — breaches  mounted. 
Navies  oonqoer'd — kingdoms  won.' 

Tet,  remember,  England  gathers 
Hence  but  fruitless  wreaths  of  fome. 

If  the  patriotiBm  of  your  fothers 
Glow  not  in  yoar  hearts  the  same. 
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Wbat  WB  BWiminepii  of  Imveiy , 
Whcov  DO  public  Tirtuei  Uoom  7 

What  aTsil,  in  lands  of  ilavery, 
T^ophied  templei,  arch  and  tomb  f 

Figaaiili&— Let  the  world  revere  ns 
For  o«r  people's  rights  and  laws, 

And  the  breasts  of  civic  heroes 
Bared  in  FreedMn's  holy  cause. 

Toon  are  Hampden's,  Rosiers  glory, 
BydatifB  matchless  shade  is  yoan^^> 

filartfia  in  heroic  sbuy, 

Wordi  a  hnndred  Aiinoonis! 


We're  the  sons  of  sires  that  baffled 
Crown'd  and  mitred  tjrranny :— - 

They  defied  die  field  and  soafibld 
For  Ihsir  fairtiMights— «>  will  we! 


THE  BfAnyS  REMONSTRANCE. 

Nkvie  wedding,  ever  wooing, 
Sdll  a  lovelom  heart  pnnuing, 
Bead  yon  not  the  wrong  you  're  doing 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hue  f 
An  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing, 

Wed,  or  cease  to  woo. 


Rivals  hanish'd,  bosons  plig^ited. 
Still  our  days  are  disanited ; 
Now  the  lamp  of  hope  is  lighted, 

Now  half  qoeneh'd  appears, 
Damp'd,  and  waverin^g,  and  benighted, 

Afidst  my  sighs  and  team. 

Charms  yon  call  your  dearest  blessing, 
lips  that  thrill  at  your  caressing, 
Eyes  a  mutual  mni  confessing, 

Sooo  yon  11  make  them  grow 
and  worthless  jrour  possessing. 

Not  with  age,  but  woe ! 


SONG. 

DUNX  ya  to  her  that  each  loves  best, 

And  if  yoa  numea  fiame 
Tlwt's  told  but  to  her  mutual  brsasf, 

We  will  nol  aak  her  name. 

Eaough,  while  memory  tmced  andf^ 

Punts  silently  the  feir. 
l%at  each  shonld  dream  of  joys  Im's  had. 

Or  yet  may  hope  to  share. 


Tec  §u,  §u  hence  be  jest  or  boast 
FVom  hallow'd  thoughts  so  dear ; 

Bat  dimk  to  thsm  dmt  we  kive  most, 
As  they  wonld  love  to  hear. 


SONG. 

WflBr  Napoleon  was  flying 
From  the  field  of  Waterloo, 

A  British  soldier,  dsring. 
To  hii  brodier  bade  adieu ! 


"  And  take,"  he  said,  « this  token 
To  the  maid  that  owns  my  feith. 

With  the  words  that  I  have  spoken 
In  aflection's  latest  breath." 

Sore  moum'd  the  brother's  heart. 
When  the  youth  beside  him  fell ; 

But  the  trumpet  wam'd  to  part. 
And  they  took  a  sad  ferewell. 

There  was  many  a  fiiend  to  lose  him. 
For  that  gallant  soldier  sigh'd ; 

Bat  the  maiden  of  his  bosom 
Wept  when  all  their  team  were  dried. 


THE  BEECH-TREE'S  PETITION. 

O  LEAVE  this  barren  spot  to  me .' 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree ! 
Though  bush  or  floweret  never  grow 
My  dark  unwarming  shade  below ; 
Nor  summer  bud  perfume  the  dew 
Of  rosy  blush  or  yellow  hue ; 
Nor  fruits  of  autumn,  blossom-bom. 
My  green  and  glossy  leaves  ad<wn ; 
Nor  murmuring  tribes  from  me  derive 
Th*  ambrosial  amber  of  the  hive ; 
Yet  leave  this  barren  spot  to  me : 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree ! 

Thrice  twenty  summers  I  have  seen 
The  sky  grow  bright,  the  forest  green ; 
And  many  a  wintry  wind  have  stood 
In  hlooroless,  fruitless  solitude. 
Since  childhood  in  my  pleasant  bower 
First  spent  its  sweet  and  sportive  hour, 
Since  youthful  lovers  in  my  diade 
Their  vows  of  truth  and  mptnre  made ; 
And  on  my  trunk's  surviving  fiame 
Carved  many  a  kmg-forgotten  name. 
Oh !  by  the  sighs  of  gende  sound. 
First  breathed  upon  this  sacred  ground : 
By  all  that  Love  hss  whisper'd  here. 
Or  Beauty  heard  urith  revish'd  ear ; 
As  Love's  own  altar  honor  me. 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree ! 


SONG. 

Eabl  March  look'd  on  his  djring  diild. 
And  smit  with  grief  to  view  her — 

The  youth,  he  cried,  whom  I  enled, 
Shall  be  restored  to  woo  her. 

She 's  at  the  window  many  an  hour. 

His  coming  to  discover ; 
And  her  love  kx>k'd  up  to  Ellen's  bower. 

And  she  look*d  on  her  lover— 

But  ah !  so  pale,  he  knew  her  not, 
Though  her  smile  on  him  was  dwelling- 

And  am  I  then  forgot— forgot  9^ 
It  broke  the  heart  of  ElleiL 

In  vain  he  weeps,  in  vain  he  sighs. 

Her  cheek  is  cold  as  ashes ; 
Nor  love's  own  kiss  shall  wake  those  eyes 

To  lift  their  silken  Utfhes. 
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LOVE  AICD  BfADNESS. 

AN  SLBOT.  WMflTKlf  IN  17M. 

Hakk  !  from  the  battlementi  of  yooder  tower* 
The  tolemn  hell  hat  toird  the  nudnight  hour! 
Roueed  fiom  drew  viaooi  of  dktemper'd  deep» 
Poor  B      ■     k  wakee — in  aolitnde  to  weep! 


(the  fiiendleH  moamer  cried) 
To  probe  the  bomn  too  MTeraly  tried ! 
Oh!  ever  ceeee,  my  penaive  thooghia,  to  atiay 
Tliioqgh  the  hii|^  fidda  of  Fortone'a  better  day. 
When  yomhfiil  Hon,  die  oniric  of  the  nund. 
Timed  an  in  cfaanaa,  and  E        nvna  kind! 


"Yet,  can  I  eoaae,  while  gkma  thia  trembling  fiine. 

In  aigha  to  ipeak  thy  mdancholy  name  f 

I  hear  Ihy  apiiit  wail  in  eveiy  atorm! 

In  midnight  ahadea  I  view  tiliy  peering  firm! 

lUe  aa  in  that  lad  hour  when  doam*d  to  6eU 

Deep  in  diy  pequred  heart,  the  bloody  eteel ! 

"Demonaof  Vengeanee!  ye  at  whoae  oommand 
I  graap*d  die  sword  widi  more  than  woman's  hand. 
Say  ye,  did  Pity's  trembling  voice  oootxd. 
Or  horror  damp,  the  purpose  of  ray  soul  7 
No !  my  wild  heart  sat  amiling  o'er  die  plan. 
Till  Hato  folfiU'd  what  baffled  Love  began! 

"Tea ;  let  die  day-cold  breast  that  never  knew 
One  tender  pang  to  generous  Nature  true, 
Hiatfmiiigling  pity  i^th  the  gall  of  acorn, 
CondeeBn  diM  heart,  dmt  Ued  in  kwe  fcrkvn! 

"And  ye,  prood  &ir,  whoae  aool  no  gladness  waima, 
Save  Raptore's  hoouige  to  your  conadoua  charma ! 
Delighted  idols  of  a  gaudy  train, 
ni  can  your  blunter  leeliz^  gneas  the  pain, 
MThen  the  fond  fridifol  heart,  inspired  to  prove 
Friendship  refined,  the  calm  delight  of  love. 
Feeb  all  its  tender  strings  widi  anguish  tun. 
And  bleeds  at  pe^ured  Pride's  inKnman  ■com ! 

"Say,  then,  did  pitying  Heaven  condemn  the  deed. 
When  Vengeance  bade  thee,  fiuthless  lover!  bleed  r 
Long  had  I  watch'd  diy  dark  foreboding  brow. 
What  lime  thy  bosom  soom'd  its  dearest  vow ! 
Sad,  thongh  I  wept  the  (riend,  the  k>ver  changed, 
Sdll  thy  cold  look  was  scornful  and  estranged. 
Till,  fiom  thy  pity,  love,  and  shelter  thrown, 
I  wander'd  hopeless,  friendless,  and  alone ! 

"Oh!  righteons  Heaven!  'twas  then  my  toitored  soul 

Firrt  gave  to  wrath  unlimited  control ! 

Adieu  die  sflmt  look!  the  streaming  eye! 

The  raurmnr'd  plaint !  the  deep  heartheaving  sigh ! 

Long-slumbering  Vengeance  wakes  to  bitter  deeds; 

He  shrieks,  he  &lls,  the  peijnred  kyver  bleeds ! 

Now  the  last  langh  of  agony  is  o'er. 

And  pale  in  bkiod  he  sleeps,  to  wake  no  more ! 

"Tisdone!  the  iama  of  hate  no  longer  boms : 
Nature  relenn,  bat,  ah!  too  lato  retomi! 


Why  does  my  soul  diM  godi  of  ftndncas  frail 
Trembling  and  frint,  I  drop  the  guilty  slael ! 
Cold  on  my  heait  the  hand  of  terror  liea. 
And  shades  of  horror  dose  my  languid  cyea! 
"Oh !  'twas  a  deed  of  Murder's  deepest  grain! 
Coold  B     .       k*^  aonl  m  tme  to  wrath  rramiiiT 
A  friend  long  true,  a  once  food  lover  foil! — 
Whoe  Love  was  foster'd  could  not  Pity  dwsiir 


"Unhappy  youdi,  while  yon  pale 

To  watch  on  silent  Nature's  deep  repoae. 

Thy  sleepless  spirit,  breathing  from  the 

Foretalla  my  fote,  uid  ■»™"»«i« 

Cbee  mon  I  aee  thy  sheeted  spc 

Roll  die  dun  eye,  uid  wave  the  paly  hand ! 


"Soon  may  diis  flntteriiv  spaik  of  vital 
Fotaake  its  languid  mduicholy  frame! 
Soon  may  theae  eyes  their  trembling  loacre 
Welcome  the  dreamless  ni^t  of  long 
Soon  may  this  woe-woni  spirit  seek  the 
Where,  Inll'd  to  slumber,  Grief  foigets  to 


SONG. 
Ob,  how  hard  it  is  to  find 


The  one  just  suited  to  our 

And  if  that  one  should  be 
False,  nnkiiid,  or  found  too  lato. 
What  can  we  do  but  sigh  at  fote. 
And  sing  Woe 's  me— Woe 's 


1  Wsnriek  Csflde. 


Love's  a  boundlem  burning 
Where  Blim's  stream  we  seldom 

And  still  more  seldom  flee 
Suspenae'j  dkoma,  Sivpidon's  stii^ ; 
Tet  somdtow  Love  a  something  brinp 

That's  sweet    ev'n  wiien  we  sigh  'Woe's 


OTANZAS 
ON  THE  THREATENED  DfVASIGN,  UtfL 

OuE  bosoms  well  bare  for  the  gkrioos  strife. 

And  our  oath  is  recorded  on  high. 
To  prevail  in  the  cause  that  is  dearer  than  lifo, 

(>  crush'd  in  its  ruins  to  die ! 
Then  rise,  feUow-fieemen.  and  stretch  the  right  hand. 
And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land! 

Tis  the  home  we  hold  sacred  is  laid  to  our  trust — 
God  Uem  the  green  Isle  of  the  brave ! 

Should  a  conqueror  tread  on  our  fore&thers*  dust. 
It  would  rouae  the  old  dead  fiom  their  grave ! 

Then  rise,  foUow-fieemen,  and  stretch  the  right  hand. 

And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  luid ! 

In  a  Briton's  sweet  home  shall  a  spoiler  abide — 

Profiming  its  loves  and  its  charma? 
Shall  a  Frenchman  insult  the  loved  foir  at  our  ride  * 

To  arms !  di.  my  country,  to  arms ! 
Then  rise,  feUow-fieemen,  and  stretch  die  right  hand. 
And  swear  to  prevafl  in  your  dear  native  land ! 
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flhftll  a  tynnl  •nriaTo  «,  my  oonntrymen ! — ^No! 

Bm  head  to  Ibe  twonl  ihall  be  gnren — 
A  deadi-bed  repenlaiice  be  tanght  the  proud  he. 

And  hk  bkod  be  an  oflering  to  HeaTen! 
Hien  liae^  lellow-fieeinen,  and  stretch  the  right  hand, 
And  flwwr  to  pferail  in  yonr  dear  natiye  land ! 


SONG. 

WrrBSiBAW  not  yet  thoie  lipa  and  fingeri, 
Whoae  tondi  to  mine  is  rapture's  ^dl! 

life's  joy  £)r  OS  a  moment  lingers. 

And  deadi  seems  in  the  word— &rewell. 

He  boor  that  bids  us  part  and  go^ 

It  soqnds  not  yet— oh !  no*  no,  no! 


'nma,  whilst  I  gaae  upon  thy  sweetneai^ 
Fliea  like  a  courser  nigh  the  goal ; 

Tmborow  where  shall  be  his  fleetness, 
When  thou  art  parted  from  my  soul  f 

Our  hearCi  diall  heat,  our  tears  shall  flow, 

But  not  Iqgetherr-iio,  no,  no ! 


HALLOWED  GROUND. 

What's  haUow'd  ground f  Has  earth  a  dod 
Its  Bfaker  meant  not  should  be  trod 
By  man,  die  image  of  his  God, 

Erect  and  fiee, 
Uneeourged  by  Superstition's  rod 

To  bow  the  knee  7 

Tbat's  haUow'd  gnnmd-^where,  moum'd  and 
llie  lips  lepoae  our  love  has  kiss'd ; — 
But  where 's  their  memory's  mansion  f  b  t 

Yon  church-yard's  bowers? 
No!  in  ouraelves  their  souls  exist, 

A  part  of  ours. 


A  Urn  can  consecrate  the  ground 
Where  mated  hearts  are  mutual  bound : 
The  spot  where  love's  first  links  were  wound, 

Tliat  ne'er  are  riven, 
la  haUow'd  down  to  earth's  profound. 

And  up  to  heaven ! 

For  time  makes  aU  but  true  love  old ; 
TIm  boming  thoughts  that  then  were  told 
Ron  Boltea  stiU  in  memory's  mould; 

And  vriU  not  cool, 
Uolil  die  heart  itseU*  be  coU 

In  Lethe's  pool 

What  haUowi  ground  where  heroes  sleep? 
Tb  not  die  sculptured  piles  you  heap ! 
In  dawB  that  heavens  fiu*  distant  weep 

llieir  turf  may  bloom ; 
O  GaoB  twine  beneath  the  deep 
coral  tomb. 


'd. 


Bat  strew  his  ashes  to  the  wind 

Whoae  sword  or  voice  has  served  mankind— 

And  ia  he  dead,  whose  glorious  mind 

lifts  thine  on  high  ? — 
To  live  in  hearts  we  leave  behind 

Is  not  to  die. 

33  P 


Is 't  deadi  to  &U  for  Freedom's  right? 
He 's  dead  alone  that  lacks  her  li{^! 
And  murder  sullies  in  Heaven's  Sf^i 

The  sword  he  draws : — 
What  can  alone  ennoble  fii^t  ? 

A  noble  cause ! 

Give  that !  and  welcome  War  to  brace 

Her  drums !  and  rend  Heaven's  reeking  space! 

The  colon  planted  fiu;e  to  face, 

The  charging  cheer, 
Though  Death's  i»le  horse  lead  on  the  chase, 

ShaU  still  be  dear. 

And  place  our  trophies  where  men  kneel 
To  Heaven ! — but  Heaven  rebukes  my  seal ! 
The  cause  of  Truth  and  human  weal, 

O  God  above! 
Transfer  it  from  the  sword's  appeal 

To  Peace  and  Love. 

Peace,  Love !  the  cherubim,  that  join 
Their  spread  wings  o'er  Devotion's  shrine- 
Prayers  sound  in  vain,  and  temples  shine, 

Where  they  are  not — 
The  heart  alone  can  make  divine 

Religion's  spot 

To  incantations  dost  thou  trust,  »' 

And  pcnnpoos  rites  in  domes  august? 
See  mouldering  stones  and  metal's  rust 

Belie  die  vaunt, 
That  man  can  bless  one  pOe  of  dust 

With  chime  or  chaunt 

The  ticking  wood-worm  mocks  thee,  man ! 
Thy  temples*— creeds  themselves  grow  wan! 
But  there 's  a  dome  of  nobler  span, 

A  temple  given 
Thy  faith,  diat  bigots  dare  not  ban^ 

lis  space  is  Heaven ! 

Its  roof  star-pictured  Nature's  ceiling. 
Where  trancing  the  rapt  spirit's  feelhig. 
And  God  himself  to  man  revealing. 

The  harmonious  spheres 
Make  music,  though  uidieard  their  pealing 

By  mortal  ears. 

Fair  stars !  are  not  your  beings  pure  ? 
Can  sin,  can  death  your  worlds  obscure  ? 
Else  why  so  swell  the  thoughts  at  your 

Aspect  above  ? 
Ye  must  be  Heavens  that  make  us  sure 

Of  heavenly  love ! 

And  in  your  harmony  sublime 
I  read  the  doom  of  distant  time ; 
That  man's  regenerate  soul  from  crime 

Shall  yet  bo  drawn. 
And  reason  on  his  mortal  clime 

Immortal  dawn. 

What's  hallow'd  ground?  Tis  what  gives  birth 
To  sacred  thoughts  in  souls  of  worth ! — 
Peace !  Independence  I  Truth !  go  forth 

Earth 's  compasi'd  round ; 
And  your  high-priesthood  shall  make  earth 

AU  haWow'd  ground. 
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CAROLINE. 

PAST  L* 

I*LL  bid  the  hyadndi  lo  blow, 
1*11  teach  nqr  giotlo  green  lo  be ; 

And  ang  mjr  true  love,  ell  bdow 
Hie  boUy  bower  and  myitle-tree. 


TbflTO  an  hit  wild-wood  aweeti  to 
The  aweel  aooth  wind  ahan  wander  by. 

And  with  die  muae  of  hit  wing 
Ddi|^  my  raatting  canopy. 


Come  to  my  ckoae  and  durtering  bower, 

IVm  ai^rit  of  a  milder  dime, 
Freah  with  the  dewa  of  fivit  and  flower. 

Of  mwmtain-heaA.  and  raoQiy  diyme. 

With  all  thy  mral  edioeaoome. 

Sweet  comrade  of  the  voay  day. 
Wafting  die  wild  bee*a  gentle  hmn. 

Or  cadBoo*s  plaintiTe  roondelay. 

Whoe'er  thy  morning  breath  hat  play'd. 

Whatever  iaiea  of  ocean  &nn'd, 
Come  to  my  bloatom-woven  thade, 

Tlioa  wandering  wind  of  ftiry-land. 

For  tore  from  aome  endianted  ale. 

Where  Heaven  and  Love  their  aabbadi  holda. 
Where  pore  and  happy  apiiitt  anile, 

Of  beaoty't  fiureat.  brii^tett  movJd ; 


To  Peatce,  to  Fleaaore,  and  to  Love^ 
So  kind  a  atar  thou  aeem'at  to  be. 

Sore  aome  enamoor'd  orb  above 
Deooenda  and  bona  to  meet  with 


Fknm  tome  green  Eden  of  the  deep^ 
Where  Fleeauie't  aigh  alone  it  heaved. 

Where  teart  of  raptore  lovert  weep, 
Endear'd,  undoubting,  undeceived ; 


From  aome  tweet  paradiae  a&r, 
Thy  mnaic  wandera,  dialant, 

Where  Nature  lighto  her  leediz^ 
And  love  it  never  oott'd. 


Oh  gentle  gale  of  Eden  boweia. 
If  back  thy  voay  feet  thonld  roam, 

Ta  revel  with  the  cloodleta  Hoort 
In  Natore't  more  propitioaa  hoaae. 

Name  to  thy  loved  Elyaian  grovea, 
Hiat  o*er  endianted  tpirita  twine, 

A  &irer  form  than  chemb  lovea, 
And  let  the  name  be  Caroline. 

PAST  u. 
TO  THE  EVENIIKS  STAR. 

GcM  of  the  crimion-cokir'd  Even, 

Companion  of  retiring  day. 
Why  at  die  cloaing  gatea  of  Heaven, 

Bdoved  atar,  doaC  thou  delay  f 

So  &ir  thy  pentile  beauty  buina. 

When  soA  the  tear  of  twilight  flowa; 

So  doe  thy  plighted  love  retnma, 
Td  chamben  brighter  than  the  roae ; 


it  the  breathing,  blothing  hoar, 
Whm  all  unheavenly  pawinnt  fly, 
Chaaed  by  the  tool-aobduing  power 
Of  Love's  delidout  witcheiy. 

O!  tacred  to  die  Ml  of  day. 

Queen  of  propitiooa  ttart,  appear. 

And  early  riae,  and  h»g  dday. 
When  Caroline  heradf  ia  here ! 

Shine  on  her  choaen  green  leaoit, 
Whoae  treea  the  tunward  tumadt  crown. 

And  wanton  floweri,  that  well  mair  oowt 
An  AngeVt  feet  to  tread  them  down. 

Shine  on  her  tweedy^acented  road. 
Thou  atar  of  evening't  purple  dome. 

Tliat  lead'tt  the  nightingale  abroad. 
And  goidett  the  pilgi^  to  hit  home. 

Shine,  vdieie  my  charmer't  tweeter  breath 
RmlialiM  the  toft  eihaling  dew. 

Where  djring  vrindt  a  aigh  bequeath 
To  kaa  the  chedL  of  roay  hue. 

Where,  vriniiow*d  by  the  gende  air. 
Her  tilken  trcttet  darkly  flow. 

And  &11  upcm  her  brow  to  &ir. 

Like  thadowi  on  the  mountain  anow. 

Tlint,  ever  thut,  at  day*t  dedine, 
hk  OQOvene  tweet,  to  wander  &r, 

O  bring  widi  thee  my  Caroline, 
And  thou  thalt  be  my  Ruling  Star  * 


FIELD  FLOWERS. 

Yb  field  flowers!  the  gardent  eclipae  you,  'tit  true 
TeC,  vrildingi  of  Nature,  I  dote  upon  you. 

For  ye  waft  me  to  tummers  o£  dd. 
When  the  earth  teem'd  around  me  vrith  &iry  deligfa 
And  when  daitict  and  butmcupt  gladden*d  my  sigl 

Uke  tieaauiet  of  tilver  and  gold. 

I  love  you  ibr  lulling  me  back  into  dreamt 

Of  die  Uue  Highland  mountaint  and  echoing  atream 

And  of  birdien  gladet  breathing  their  balm. 
While  the  deer  was  teen  glancing  in  tuudiine  remoi 
And  die  deep  mellow  crudi  of  the  wood-pigeon*s  no 

Blade  mutic  that  tweeten'd  the  calm. 

Not  a  paalofal  aong  baa  a  pleatanter  tune 

Than  ye  apeak  to  my  heart,  little  wildings  of  June 

Of  old  ruinoot  catdet  ye  tell. 
Where  I  thought  it  delightful  yoar  beautiet  to  find 
When  the  magic  of  Nature  firtt  breathed  on  my  minr 

And  your  blottomt  were  part  of  her  tpelL 

Ev'n  now  what  aflectkm  die  violet  awaket ; 
What  loved  Htde  idanda,  twice  teen  in  their  laket 

Can  the  vrild  vrater-lily  reeiore ! 
What  landtcapea  I  road  in  the  primroae's  looka. 
And  what  picturet  of  pebbled  and  minnowy  brod 

In  the  vetchea  that  tangled  their  shore ! 
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BuUi'f  cnltmlefli  bndi,  to  1117  heart  y9  were  dear, 
En  the  ttmr  of  paHion,  or  ague  of  fear 

Had  ecathed  my  exiatence's  bloom ; 
Onoe  I  wdoome  yoa  more,  in  lile**  paanonlefi  itage. 
With  the  viriona  of  youth  to  revisit  my  age, 

And  I  wish  yon  to  grow  en  my  tombu 


STANZAS 

ON  THB  BATTLE  OF  NAVARINO. 

Hbartb  of  oak  that  have  bravely  delivered  the  brave. 
And  uplified  old  Greece  fiom  the  brink  of  the  grave, 
T  waa  the  helplcM  to  help,  and  the  hopelen  to  save. 

That  your  thunderbolti  twept  o*er  the  brine ; 
And  aa  kng  ae  yoa  mm  Bhall  look  down  on  the  wave. 

The  light  of  your  glory  ■hall  diine. 

For  the  gnerdonye  lought  with  your  bloodshed  and  toil, 
Waa  it  davea,  or  dominion,  or  rapine,  or  spoil  7 
No!  jrour  loAy  emprise  was  to  fetter  and  Ibil 

The  upiooter  of  Greece's  domain ! 
When  he  tore  the  last  remnant  of  food  fiom  her  soil. 

Till  her  fiumsh*d  sank  pale  aa  the  slain ! 

Yet,  Navarin*8  heroes !  does  Christendom  breed 
The  base  hearts  diat  will  question  the  ftme  of  your 

dwsdf 
Are  diey  men  ^— let  ineffiible  scorn  be  their  meed. 

And  oUhridn  diadow  their  gravea ! — 
Are  they  women f — to Tuikishserails  let  them  speed! 

And  be  mothers  of  Mussulman  slaves. 


Abettors  of  massacre !  dare  ye  deplore       , 

Hiat  die  death-diriek  is  silenced  on  Hellas*s  shore  7 

That  the  mother  aghast  sees  her  oflspring  no  more 

By  the  hand  of  Infimtidde  grasp'd  f 
And  that  8tretch*d  on  yon  InllowB  distain*d  by  their  gore 

Missotongfai's  assaiinii  have  gasp'd  f 


Prouder  scene  never  hallowed  war's  pomp  to  the  mind. 
Than  when  Christendom's  pennons  woo'd  social  the 

vfind. 
And  die  flower  of  her  brave  for  the  combat  combined, 

Thair  watdi-word,  humanity's  vow ; — 
Not  a  sea4)oy  that  fought  in  that  cause,  but  mankind 

Owea  a  gariand  to  honor  his  brow ! 

Nor  grudge,  by  our  side,  that  to  conquer  or  fidl, 
Came  die  hardy  rude  Russ,and  the  high-mettled  Gaul ; 
For  whoso  was  the  genius,  that  plann'd  at  its  call, 

Where  the  whirlwind  of  battle  should  roUT 
AH  were  brave !  but  the  star  of  success  over  all 

Was  die  light  of  our  Codrington's  souL 

Hiat  star  of  thy  day-spring,  regenerate  Greek ! 
Dimm*d  die  Saracen's  moon,  and  struck  pallid  his 

dieek: 
In  in  fist  flushing  morning  thy  Muses  shall  speak 

When  their  lore  and  their  lutes  they  reclaim : 
And  the  fiist  of  their  songs  fiom  Pannssus's  peak 

Shall  be  "  Ohry  to  CodringUm'»  namer* 


UNES 
ON  LEAVING  A  SCENE  IN  BAVARIA. 

ADIKI7  the  woods  and  waters'  side. 
Imperial  Danube's  rich  domain ! 

Adieu  the  grotto,  wild  and  wide, 
The  rocks  abrupt,  and  grassy  plain ! 


For  pallid  Autumn  once  again 
Hath  swell'd  each  torrent  of  the  hill ; 
Her  clouds  collect,  her  shadows  sail. 
And  watery  winds,  that  sweep  the  vale 
Grow  loud  and  louder  stiU. 

But  not  the  storm,  dethroning  fist 
Yon  monarch  oak  of  massy  pile ; 

Nor  river  roaring  to  the  blast 
Around  its  daik  and  desert  isle; 
Nor  church-bell  *  tolling  to  begiiile 

The  cloud-bom  thunder  passing  bjr. 
Can  sound  in  discord  to  my  soul : 
Roll  on,  ye  mighty  waters,  roll ! 

And  rage,  thou  darken'd  sky ! 

Thy  bloaMims,  now  no  longer  bright  ; 

Thy  iKiiher'd  woods,  no  kmger  green ; 
Yet,  Eldum  shore,  with  dark  <^light 

I  visit  thy  unlovely  scene! 

For  many  a  sunset  hour  serene 
My  steps  have  trod  thy  mellow  dew. 

When  his  green  light  the  fire-fly  gave. 

When  CjHfithia  fiom  the  distant  wave 
Her  twilight  anchor  drew. 

And  plow'd,  as  with  a  swelling  sail, 
'Hie  billowy  clouds  and  starry  sea : 

Then,  while  thy  hermit  nif^tingale 
Sang  on  his  fragrant  ap^e-tree,i — 
Romantic  solitary,  fiee. 

The  visitant  of  Eldum's  shore, 

On  such  a  moonlight  mountain  stray'd 
As  echo'd  to  the  music  made 

By  Druid  harps  of  jrore. 

Around  thy  savage  hills  of  oak. 
Around  thy  waters  bright  and  blue. 

No  hunter's  horn  the  silence  broke. 
No  dying  shriek  thine  echo  knew  ; 
But  safe,  sweet  Eldum  woods,  toyvu 

The  wounded  wild  deer  ever  ran. 

Whose  myrtle  bound  their  grassy  cavov 
Whoso  very  rocks  a  shelter  gave 

From  blood-pursuing  man. 


Oh,  heart  effusions,  that  arose 

From  nightly  wanderings  cherish'd  here ; 
To  him  who  flies  fiom  many  woes. 

Even  homeless  deserts  can  be  dear ! 

The  last  and  solitary  cheer 
Of  those  that  own  no  earthly  home. 

Say — is  it  not,  ye  banish'd  race. 

In  such  a  loved  and  lonely  place 
CompanionlesB  to  roam  f 

Yes !  I  have  loved  thy  wild  abode, 
Unknown,  unplow'd,  untrodden  shore, 

Where  scarce  the  woodman  finds  a  road. 
And  scarce  the  fisher  plies  an  oar : 
For  man's  neglect  I  love  thee  more ; 

That  art  nor  avarice  intrade 

To  tame  thy  torrent's  thundeindiock, 
Or  pranc  thy  vintage  of  the  rock 

Magnificently  rode. 


t 


1  In  CathoKe  eoontries  joa  oftsn  hear  the  chnrch-belli  rvs 
to  propitiate  HeaTen  durinc  Uraodnt-iAmnA. 


CAMPBELL'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Unheeded  qmedi  tby  UoHoni'd  bad 

In  wSSky  hommk  to  the  bee ; 
Unheeded  ftlb  akog  the  flood 

Tlqr  denlate  and  aged  trae. 

Fofwken  eoene.  how  like  to  diee 
Tlie  frto  of  imbefiiended  Wordi! 

like  thine  her  fruit  dkiMMMMT'd  ftUi ; 

like  diee  in  aolitiide  die  calb 
A  thoonnd  trannne  fiwih. 

O!  akntaiiritardiepboe. 
If  tinkering  with  die  min'd  yetr, 

Thy  houy  fom  end  ewful  &oe 
I  yet  ougfat  ivatcfa  end  wonhip  bete ! 
Thy  atonn  were  mnic  to  mine  ear, 

Thy  wikieit  walk  a  ihelter  given 
Sofaiiiner  thoofl^ii  on  earth  to  find. 
And  ahare,  with  no  unhallow'd  mind. 

The  miuealy  of  Heayen. 

What  ihoagfa  the  boaom  fiiendi  of  Fate^— 

iVoaperitylt  miweaned  broody — 
Thy  conadlatiooa  cannot  rate, 

0  aelMependait  aoUtade ! 
Yet  with  a  spirit  unrabdned. 

Though  darkea*d  by  the  clonda  of  Care, 
To  wordiip  thy  ooqgenial  gloom, 
A  pilgrim  to  the  Pko{)het*s  tomb 

Miafcitane  ihall  repair. 

On  her  (he  world  hath  never  imiled, 
Or  look*d  bat  with  aocunng  e3pe  ^— 

All-nlent  goddeai  of  the  wild. 
To  thee  that  miaanthrope  diall  fly ! 

1  hear  her  deep  aotiloqiiy, 

I  mark  her  prood  but  ravaged  fcnn, 
Ai  ttera  the  wimpa  her  mantle  round. 
And  faida,  on  winter's  bleakest  ground. 

Defiance  to  the  storm. 


Than  man'a  ooU  cfaaritiea 

mhffl^  around  his  pet^ded  |Jy*y^ 
Wharo'er  die  social  savage 

Smbannceof  woe! 


Ptaoe  to  her  banish'd  heert,  at  last. 
In  thy  dominions  shall  deaoend. 

And,  Strang  as  beecfawood  in  the  Mast. 
H^  spirit  shall  refuse  to  bend ; 
Enduring  life  widiout  a  friend, 

The  world  and  fidaefaood  left  behind, 
Tliy  votary  shall  bear  date 
(Triumphant  o'er  opposing  Fate). 

Her  dark  inspired  mind. 

But  dost  thou.  Folly,  mock  the  muse 
A  wanderer's  mountain  walk  to  sii^, 

Who  shuns  a  warring  world,  nor  wooes 
The  vulture  cover  of  its  wing  7 
Then  fly,  thou  cowering,  shivering  thiog. 

Back  to  die  festering  world  beguOed, 
To  wasto  in  sdAxmsuming  strife 
The  bveleas  brodierhood  of  life. 

Reviling  and  reviled! 

Away,  thou  lover  of  the  race 

That  hither  chased  yon  weeping  deer ! 
If  nature's  all  majestic  fiu:e 

More  pitilen  than  roan*R  appear  ; 

Or  if  the  wild  wind?  scorn  more  diear 


His  art  and  honors  wouldst  thou 
Emboss'd  on  grandeur's  giant  walkf 

Or  hear  his  moral  drandeis  speak 
Where  senates  light  Uieir  airy  halb, 
IVhere  man  his  bioUier  roan  oilhrals ; 

Or  sends  his  whiriwind  warrants  ferdi 
To  loose  the  slumbering  fiends  of  war. 
To  dye  the  blood-warm  waves  afer. 

And  deaolato  the  earth? 


Ftam  dime  to  dime  pursue  the  scene. 
And  mark  in  all  thy  spadoua  way. 

Where'er  the  tyrant  man  has  been. 
There  Peace,  the  cherub,  cannot  stay ; 
In  wilds  and  woodlands  &t  aii-ay 

She  builds  her  sditaiy  bower. 
Where  only  anchorites  have  trod. 
Or  friendless  men,  to  worship  God, 

Have  wander'd  for  an  hour. 

In  ndi  a  fiur,  fersaksB  vale^ — 

And  such,  sweet  Eldura  vale,  is  diine, — 

Afflicted  nature  shall  inhale 

Heaven-borrow'd  thoughts  and  joya  divine 
No  longer  wish,  no  more  repine 

For  man's  neglect  or  woman's  seam  9 — 
Tlien  wed  thee  to  an  exfle's  lot. 
For  if  the  worid  hath  k>ved  thee  not. 

Its  afaaenoe  may  be  borne. 


9rAlCZAS  TO  PAINTING. 

0  TBOD  by  whose  expremvo  art 
Her  perfect  image  Nature  sees 

In  union  with  the  Graces  start. 
And  sweeter  by  reflection  please ! 

In  whoso  creative  hand  the  hues 
Fredi  fimn  yon  orient  rainbow  shine , 

1  bless  diee,  Pkomedi^  Muse! 

And  call  thee  brightest  of  the  Nine ! 

IVwawBing  more  than  vocal  power, 
Ftesuasive  more  than  poet's  tongue ; 

Whose  lineage,  in  a  raptured  hour,' 
From  Love,  the  Sire  of  Nature,  »prung. 

Does  Hope  her  high  possession  meet  f 
Is  Joy  triumphant.  Sorrow  flown  f 

Sweet  is  the  trance,  the  tremor  sweet. 
When  all  we  love  is  all  our  own. 

But  oh!  thou  pulse  of  pleasure  dear, 
Sbw  throbbing,  cold,  I  feel  thee  part  ; 

Lone  absence  plants  a  pang  severe. 
Or  death  inflicts  a  keener  dart 


1  ABadiat  Is  the  wsB-ksowa  tndHion  retpectinc  the  ongu 
of  psiatinc,  tfast  it  siom  firon  a  yoaac  Corindiiaa  leamle  traciaf 
the  ihadow  of  her  iwer'c  profile  00  the  wall,  m  be  iay  mIccp 
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TVn  fiw  *  beam  of  jof  to  light 
In  Memory'a  sad  and  wakeful  eye ! 

Or  tauah  from  the  noon  of  night 
Her  dreama  of  deeper  agony. 

ghill  nog  ita  witching  cadence  roll  ? 

Tea,  even  die  tendereat  air  repeat. 
That  brealhed  when  aoui  waa  imit  to  aool, 

And  iMait  to  heart  reaponaive  beat  ? 

What  viaana  riae !  tochann,  tomeltl 
llie  loaU  die  loved,  the  dead,  are 

Oh,  hoah  that  aUain,  too  deeply  felt! 
And  oeaae  that  aolaoe,  too  severe ! 


But  Aon  aerenely  ailent  art ! 

By  heaven  and  love  waa  taught  to  lend 
A  nulder  aolace  to  the  heart, 

Tlie  aacred  image  of  a  friemi 

All  ■  not  kat!  if.  yet  poneat. 
To  me  that  aweet  memorial  ahine .' — 

If  doae  and  doaer  to  my  breaat 
I  hold  diat  idol  all  divine. 

Or,  gasng  through  luxurioua  tean, 
Melt  o'er  the  loved  departed  ibrm. 

Till  death'a  cold  boaom  half  appears 
Widi  life,  and  apeech,  and  spirit  warm. 

She  looks!  abelivea!  diia  tranced  hour 
Her  bright  eye  aeema  a  purer  gem 

Than  aparidea  on  the  throne  of  power, 
Or  gkxy'a  wealthy  diadem. 

Tea,  Genioa,  srea !  thy  mimic  aid 

A  traaaure  to  my  soul  has  given, 
Where  Beanty*s  canonised  shade 

in  the  sainted  hues  of  heaven. 


19o  apaeire  ftnna  of  pleosuro  fled, 
T^  aoft'ning,  aweet'ning  tints  restore ; 

For  tiboQ  canat  give  us  badk  the  dead, 
E'en  in  the  loveliest  looks  they  wore. 

Then  bleat  be  Nature's  guardian  Muse, 
Whose  hand  her  perish'd  grace  redeema! 

Whoae  tablet  of  a  thousand  hues 
The  mirror  of  creation  seems. 

From  Love  began  thy  high  descent ; 

And  lovers,  cbarm'd  l^  gifla  of  thine. 
Shall  bleaa  thee  mutely  eloquent. 

And  can  thee  farighteat  of  the  Nine ! 


DiaNKINO490NG  OF  MUNICH. 

SwBT  ber !  were  thy  aunny  realm 

And  itowery  gardens  mine, 
Tliy  wateia  I  would  shade  with  elm 

IVi  prop  the  tender  vine: 
My  gciden  flagona  I  would  fill 
With  may  draugfata  from  eveiy  lull ; 

And  under  every  mjrrde  bower, 
Mf  gay  oompaniona  should  proloag 
lie  hiqi^  the  revel,  and  the  song. 

To  many  an  idle  hour. 


like  riven  crimson'd  with  the  beam 

Of  ]ronder  planet  bright. 
Our  balmy  cups  should  ever  stream 

Profoaion  of  delight ; 
No  care  should  touch  the  mellow  heart. 
And  sad  or  sober  none  depart ; 

For  wine  can  triumph  over  woe. 
And  Love  and  Bacchus,  brother  powen^ 
Could  build  in  Iser*s  sunny  bowers 

A  paradise  below. 


P2 


LINES 

ON  REVISITING  A  SCOTTISH  RIVER. 

And  call  they  this  Improvement  ? — to  have  changed, 
My  native  Clyde,  thy  once  romantic  shore, 
l^ere  Nature's  ftce  is  banish'd  and  estranged. 
And  Heaven  reflected  in  thy  wave  no  more ; 
Whose  banks,  that  sweeten'd  May-day's  breath  before, 
Lie  sere  and  leafless  now  in  summer's  beam. 
With  sooty  exhalationa  oover'd  o'er ; 
And  fi>r  the  daisied  greeu'sward,  down  thy  stream 
Unsighdy  brick-lanes  smoke,  and  dankmg  enginea 
gleam. 

Speak  not  to  life  of  swarms  die  scene  sustain ; 
One  heart  ftee  tasting  Nature's  breath  and  bloom 
Is  worth  a  thousand  slaves  to  Mammon's  gains. 
But  whither  goes  that  wealth,  and  gladd'ning  whom? 
See,  left  but  life  enough,  and  breadiing-room 
The  hunger  and  the  hope  of  life  to  feel, 
Yon  pale  Mechanic  bending  o'er  his  loom. 
And  Childhood's  self  as  at  Ixion's  wheel, 
From  mom  till  midnight  task'd  to  earn  its  lilde  meaL 

Is  this  Improvement  f — where  the  human  breed 
Degenerates  as  they  swarm  and  overflow. 
Till  Toil  grows  cheaper  than  the  trodden  weed. 
And  man  competes  with  man,  like  foe  with  foe. 
Till  Death,  that  thins  them,  scarce  seema  public  woe  f 
Improvement ! — amUea  it  in  the  poor  man's  eyes. 
Or  blooms  it  on  the  cheek  of  Labor  ? — No^ 
To  gorge  a  few  with  Trade's  precarious  priae. 
We  banuh  rural  life,  and  breathe  unwholesome  skies. 

Nor  call  that  evil  slight ;  God  has  not  given 
This  passion  to  the  heart  of  roan  in  vain. 
For  Earth's  green  fiice,  th'  untainted  air  of  Heaven, 
And  all  the  bUss  of  Nature's  rustic  reign. 
For  not  alone  our  frame  imbibes  a  stain 
From  fetid  skies ;  the  spirit's  healthy  pride 
Fades  in  their  gloom — And  therefore  I  complain 
That  thou  no  more  through  pastoral  scenes  shouldst 

glide. 
My  Wallace's  own  stream,  and  once  romantic  Clyde ! 


LINES 

ON  REVISITING  CATHCART. 

Oh!  scenes  of  my  childhood,  and  dear  to  my  hoart. 
Ye  green-waving  woods  on  the  margin  of  Cart, 
How  blest  in  the  rooming  of  life  I  have  stray'd 
By  the  stream  of  the  vale  and  the  grasa-cover'd  glade ! 
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Thflo,  dMiu  oToiy  implm  WM  foanf  ind  nioero. 
Ere  tbe  iimriuiie  of  blki  ww  bedinmi'd  bf  a  tear. 
And  a  iweetcr  delight  ereiy  eoene  aeea'd  Id  lend, 
Tliet  tiie  mtiMiaQ  of  peace  WM  the  houee  of  a  nuENiK 


Now  the  eoeMe  of  nqr  childhood  and  dear  to  my  heart, 
AU  penaive  I  Tint,  and  ngh  to  depart; 
llieir  floweia  aeem  to  kngoiah,  their  bean^  to  oeaee. 
For  a  Una^ier  inhabiti  the  manaiaQ  of  peaoe. 

But  hneh*d  be  the  wgh^hat  ontinidy  eomplaine, 
While  Friendahip  and  aU  ili  encfaanimeiit  remaim. 
While  it  bkxMiw  like  die  flower  of  a  winterieH 
Untainted  by  diance,  mwhated  bf  tine. 


THE  -NAME  UNKNOWN,-" 

IN  OOTATION  OF  KliOFSTOCK. 

PaoPHrric  pencfl !  wilt  dioa  tr^e 
A  fiuthful  imi^  of  the  fiuse. 

Or  wilt  Ihoo  write  the  **  Name  Unknown,*' 
Oidain'd  to  Ue«  mj  charmed  soul. 
And  all  my  future  &te  control, 

UnriTaU*d  and  alone  7 

Ddicioae  Idol  of  my  thought! 
Tbongh  aylph  or  epirit  hath  not  taught 

My  boding  heart  thy  precious  name ; 
Yet  miaing  on  my  dirtant  fide, 
Todiarme  unseen  I  consecrate 

A  Tisiaoary  flame. 

Thy  rosy  blush,  thy  meanipg  eye, 
Thy  rirgin  voice  of  melody. 

Are  ever  present  to  my  heart ; 
Tlry  murmur'd  vojkm  shall  yet  be  mine. 
My  thrilling  hand  shall  meet  with  thine. 

And  never,  never  part! 

Tlien  fly,  my  days,  on  rapid  wing, 
TVH  Love  the  viewless  treasure  bring ; 

While  I,  like  conscious  Athens,  own 
A  power  in  mystic  silence  seal'd, 
A  guardian  angel  unreveal'd. 

And  bless  the  *'Name  Unknown!" 


TRAFALQAR. 

WflmFrendmien  saw,  with  coward  ait, 

The  assassin  shot  of  war 
Tliat  piMoed  Britain's  noUest  heart. 

And  quench'd  her  brightest  star, 


Their  shout  was  heard, — diey  triumphed  now, 

Amidst  the  battle's  roar. 
And  thought  the  British  oak  would  bow, 

Smoe  Nelson  was  no  mwe. 

But  fiercer  flamed  old  England's  pride, 
And — mark  the  vengeance  due, 

**  Down,  down,  insulting  ship,"  die  cried, 
-To  deadi,  with  all  thy  crew! 


**  So  perish  ye  fcr  Nelson's  blood,— 
If  deaths  like  thine  can  pay 

For  bkxxl  so  brave,  or  ocean  wave 
Can  wash  that  crime  away ! ' 


UNES  WRITTEN  IN  SICKNESB. 

Ob,  deadi!  if  there  be  quiet  in  dune 

And  I  must  cease— gently,  oh,  gently 
Tome!  and  let  my  soul  learn  no  alarms. 

But  strike  me,  ere  a  shriek  can  edm^ 
Senseless,  and  breathless >— And  thou,  siddy  lifr. 

If  the  decree  be  writ,  that  I  must  die. 
Do  thou  be  guilty  of  no  needless  slrift. 

Nor  pull  me  downwards  to 
When  it  were  fitto'  I  should  take  a 

Bat  whither?  Holy  Pity,  hear,  oh  hear! 
And  lift  me  to  some  fitrofl*  skyey  sphere. 

Where  1  may  wander  in  celestial  light: 
Bfigfat  it  be  so---then  would  my  spirit  Cear 

To  quit  the  diings  I  have  so  loved,  when 

The  air,  die  pleasant  sun,  die 
Knowing  how  few  would  shed  one  kindly  tear. 

Or  keep  in  mind  that  I  had  ever  been! 


UNES  ON  THE  STATE  OF  GREECE, 

OCCASIONED  BT  BEING  PRESBDED  TO  MAKE  IT 
SUBJECT  OF  POETRY,  18S7. 

In  Greece's  cause  the  Muse,  you  deen, 
Oo|^  still  to  plead,  persirting  strong  i 

But  led  jrou  not,  't  is  now  a  dieine 
That  wakens  thought  loo  deep  for  aoogf 

Hie  Christian  world  has  seen  you,  Greeks, 

Heroic  on  your  ramparts  ftll ; 
The  worid  has  heard  your  widows'  shrieks. 

And  seen  your  orpbsns  diagg'd  in  thraD. 


i»» 


Even  England  brooks  that,  reekmg  hot. 
The  n^bm's  sabre  drinks  your  veins. 

And  leaves  your  thinning  remnant's  lot 
The  bitter  choice  of  death  or  chains. 

Otkl  if  we  have  nor  hearts  nor  swords 
To  snatch  you  from  the  sssasrins'  bnmd. 

Let  not  our  pity's  idle  wwds 

Insult  your  pale  and  prostrate  land. 

No!  be  your  cause  to  England  now. 
That  by  permitting  acts  the  wrong. 

A  thoii^t  of  horror  to  ha  brow, 
A  theme  fiv  blushing — not  fiw  song. 

To  see  her  unavenging  ships 

Ride  fist  by  Greece's  funeral  pile, 

Tis  worth  a  curse  fiom  Sibyl  Ups ! 
Tis  matter  fcr  a  demon's  smile ! 


LINES 

ON  JAMES  IV.  OF  SCOTLAND.  WHO  FELL  AT  Tl 
BATTLE  OP  FLODDEN. 

'TWAS  he  that  ruled  his  country's  heart 

Wiih  more  than  ro3raI  sway; 
But  Scotland  saw  her  James  depart. 

And  sadden'd  at  his  stay. 
She  heard  his  fate— ^le  vrept  her  grief— 
Hiat  James,  her  loved,  her  gallant  chief. 

Wss  gone  for  evermore : 
But  this  she  learnt,  that,  ere  be  fell. 
(O  men !  O  patriots !  mark  it  well), 
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*eIlow-«oldien  round  hk  fidl 
■ed  him  like  a  living  wmll, 
joDg  thmr  kiiidred  gore ! 
vras  die  day  of  Flodden  done, 
they  were  daoghter'd  one  by  one ; 
id  this  may  lerve  to  show : 
Q  kingi  are  patriots,  none  will  fly — 
n  soch  a  king  was  doom*d  to  die, 
who  wonld  death  forego  t 


SMIBfA,  ROSE,  AND  £LEANORE, 

JCB  CELSBEATKD  BCOTTIBB  BIAUTXSB. 

Tomuiee's  heroines! 
e  the  nymphs,  who  this  good  hour 
aim  me,  not  in  fiction's  scenes, 
ch  me  beanty's  living  power ; — 
•pt  that  has  been  mute  too  long, 
eep  at  beauty's  name  no  more, 
four  smiles  reward  my  song, 
,  Rose,  and  Eleanore^ — 

le  benignant  eyes  are  beaming 
m  of  parity  and  truth ; 
I  we  ftncy  woman's  seeming, 
;ieatkm's  golden  youth; — 
we  I  look  upon  thy  grace, 
I  could  hdi  the  more, 
Jemima's  witching  face, 
B  sweet  voice  of  ^eanore. 

wen  Lawrence,  kings  had  wanted 
ortraits,  till  I  'd  painted  yours ; 
9se  had  future  hearts  enchanted 
his  poor  verse  no  more  endures ; 
1  have  left  the  congress  faces, 
eyed  diplomatic  corps, 
ad  groaped  you  as  the  graces-^ 
I,  Rose,  and  Eleanore. 

itholic  bids  fiur  saints  befriend  him ; 
let's  heart  is  Catholic  too, — 
uy  shall  be  flowers  ye  send  him, 
itHdays  when  he  visits  you. 
f  sere  laurels  for  my  duty, 
bus  at  your  touch  would  rise, 
give  verse  one  trace  of  beauty 
at  which  glads  me  from  yaui  eym. 

d  by  you,  these  lips  have  spoken, 

I  to  aoDg  for  many  a  day ; 

tuned  a  harp  whose  strbigs  were  Inoken, 

irm'd  a  heart  of  callous  clay ; 

m  my  fimcy  next  refuses 

ne  for  you  a  garland  more, 

lack  again  and  be  my  muses, 

;,  Roae,  and  Eleanore. 


SONG. 

now  die  hour— 'tis  now  die  hour 
IS  bow  at  beauty's  shrine ; 
,  whilst  our  hearts  confess  die  power 
Of  women,  wit,  and  wine ; 
beaming  eyes  look  on  so  bright, 
springs,  wine  sparkles  in  their  light 


In  such  an  hour-^in  such  an  hour, 

In  such  an  hour  as  this, 
While  pleasure's  fount  throws  up  a  shower 

Of  social  sprinkling  bliss. 
Why  does  my  bosom  heave  the  sigh 
That  mars  delight?— She  is  not  1^ ! 

There  was  an  hour — ftim  was  an  hour 

When  I  indulged  ^U0^, 
That  love  wound  round  me  widi  a  power 

Words  vainly  try  to  tell ; — 
Though  love  has  fill'd  my  chequer'd  doom 
With  fruits  and  thorns,  and  light  and  gloom — 

Tet  there's  an  houi^— there's  stiU  an  hour 

Whose  coming  sunshine  may 
Clear  from  the  clouds  that  hang  and  lour 

My  fortune's  future  day : 
That  hour  of  hours  beloved  will  be 
That  hour  that  gives  thee  back  to  me ! 


UNES  TO  EDWARD  LYTTON  BULWER, 

ON  THK  BIRTH  OF  HI8  CHILD. 

My  heart  is  with  you,  Bulwer!  and  portrays 
The  blessings  of  your  first  paternal  days ; 
To  clasp  the  pledge  of  purest,  holiest  foidi. 
To  taste  one's  own  and  love-bom  infimt's  breath, 
I  know,  nor  would  for  worlds  forget  the  bliss. 
I  've  felt  that  to  a  fother's  heart  that  kiss. 
As  o'er^ts  little  lips  you  smile  and  ding, 
H^  fragrance  which  Arabia  could  not  bring. 

Soch  are  the  joys,  ill  mock'd  in  ribald  song. 
In  thought,  ev'n  firesh'ning  life  our  life-time  long, 
That  give  our  souls  on  eiulh  a  heaven-drawn  bloom : 
Without  them  we  are  weeds  upon  a  tomb. 

Joy  be  to  thee,  and  her  whose  lot  with  thine 
Propitious  stars  saw  truth  and  passion  twine  i 
Joy  be  to  her  who  in  your  rising  name 
Feels  love's  bower  br^hten'd  by  the  beams  of  &me! 
I  lack'd  a  fother's  claim  to  her-— but  knew 
Regard  for  her  young  yean  so  pure  and  true. 
That,  when  she  at  the  altar  stood  your  bride, 
A  sire  could  scarce  have  felt  more  sire-like  pride. 


SONG. 

When  Love  came  first  to  Earth,  the  Spring 
Spread  rose-bods  to  receive  him. 

And  back  he  vow'd  his  flight  he  *d  wing 
To  heaven,  if  she  should  leave  him. 

But  Spring,  departing,  saw  his  fidth 
Pledged  to  the  next  new-comer — 

He  revell'd  in  the  warmer  breath 
And  richer  bowers  of  Summer. 

Then  sportive  Autumn  daim'd  by  rights 

An  archer  for  her  lover, 
And  even  in  Winter's  dark,  cold  nights 

A  diaim  he  could  discover. 

Her  routs  and  balls,  and  fireside  joy. 
For  this  time  were  his  reason*— 

In  short,  young  Love's  a  gallant  boy. 
That  likes  all  times  and  seasons. 
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MBGEOF  WALLACE. 

Thxt  Hghtad  a  taper  at  die  dead  of  ni^ 

Anddianted  dieirhdieatliyiim; 
.  Bui  her  brow  and  her  boeom  were  daBq>  with  affiiig^t, 

Her  eye  was  all  ileeplea  and  dim! 
And  die  hkly  of  Elderriie  wept  ht  her  kxd. 

When  a  duatli  wiiJb  heat  in  her  koely  nam. 
When  her  curtain  IhA  Apok  of  in  own  aeooid ; 
And  die  ra^en  had  Btipffd  at  her  window-board. 

To  tall  of  her  wanioc't  doom! 

"  Now  ang  you  die  deadMOBg,  and  hmdly  pnf 

For  die  eonl  of  ny  knig^  10  dear ; 
And  call  me  a  widow  thie  wreldied  dqr» 

Since  the  wamiDg  of  God  ie  here! 
For  nightmare  ridee  on  ny  itian|^  deep>— 

'Hie  lord  of  ny  boiom  ii  doom'd  to  die : 
Hit  valorooi  heart  they  have  wounded  deep; 
And  the  blood-ied  teari  ahaD  hit  ooontiy  weep, 

For  Wallace  of  Eldenlie!" 

Tet  knew  not  hit  comilry  dat  oaoinoaB  hour. 

Ere  the  loud  matin-bell  was  rang, 
Tliat  a  trumpet  of  deadi  on  an  En^iah  tower 

Had  thedlrgeof  her  chanpiooaang! 
When  hia  dungeon  lif^  hxik'd  dim  and  red 

Oil  the  high^ton  bkxid  of  a  mar^  alam. 
No  anthem  waa  aong  at  hia  holy  deatblied ; 
No  weeping  waa  there  when  hia  boaom  blei^ 

And  hia  heart  waa  rant  in  twain!  * 

Oh,  it  waa  not  thoa  when  hia  oaken  apear 

Waa  tme  to  diat  knight  foriom; 
And  the  hoata  of  a  tfaooaand  were  acatter'd  like  deer, 

At  die  blwtof  the  hnnter'a  hom; 
When  he  atiode  on  the  wreck  of  each  well4baght  field 

ll^th  the  yellow-hair'd  diieft  of  hia  native  land ; 
For  hia  lance  waa  not  ahiver'd  on  helmet  or  ahield— * 
And  the  awoid  that  aeem*d  fit  for  Ardiangel  to  wield, 

Waa  light  in  hii  terrible  hand! 

Tet  bleeding  and  boond,  thoogh  her  Wallace  wig^ 

For  hia  long-loved  coontry  die. 
The  bogle  ne'er  airng  to  a  braver  knight 

Than  WaUace  of  Elderalie! 
Bot  the  day  of  hia  gkry  ahall  never  depart, 

Hia  head  mientomb*d  dudl  with  gkry  be  balm'd, 
Fnm  iti  blood-atreaming  altur  hia  apirit  afaall  atart : 
Thoi^  die  mven  baa  fed  on  hia  moolderiog  heart, 

A  nobler  waa  never  embalmed ! 


SONG. 

My  mind  ia  my  kingdom,  bot  if  thoa  wflt  deign 
To  away  diere  a  queen  without  meanire, 

Then  come,  o*er  ita  wiihea  and  homage  to  reign. 
And  make  it  an  empire  of  pleaaore. 

Then  of  thoughti  and  emotiona  each  mutinoaa  crowd 
Tliat  rebell'd  at  atem  reaaoo  and  du^, 

Returning  shall  yi^  all  their  loyal^  ptood 
To  the  haliTon  dominion  of  Beauty. 


SONG. 

O  CHERUB  Content!  at  thy  moaa-oovet^d  Anam, 

I'd  all  the  gay  hopea  of  my  boaom  iiaiji^n, 

I'd  part  with  ambition  diy  vot'ry  to  be. 

And  breathe  not  a  ai|^  but  tofiiendriupand  thee 


Bot  thy  preacnce  appears  fifom  my  wiahea  to  fly. 
Like  the  gold-cokir'd  dooda  on  dw  veigeof  theik 
No  luatre  that  hanga  on  die  green  wiDow-tree, 
b  ao  aweet  aa  the  amile  of  diy  &vQr  to 


In  die  pake  of  ny  heart  I  have  nourhb'd  m 
Tliat  Ibrfaida  me  diy  aweet  inapiradosi  to  abare, 
TIm  noon  of  my  life  alow  depaitiog  I  aee, 
Bot  ita  yean  aa  diey  pass  bring  no  tidings  of 


0  dierub  Content!  at  diy  moas  covei'd  duine, 

1  would  ofier  my  vovrs  if  Matilda  were  mine ; 
Could  I  call  her  my  own,  whom  enraptured  I  aee 
I  would  breathe  not  a  ai|^  but  to  irieoilship  and  thi 


TBE  FRIARS  (»*  DUON. 

A  TALE. 

When  honeat  men  confeas'd  dieir  aina. 
And  paid  the  church  genteelly. 

In  Burgundy  two  capoc&na 
lived  jovially  and  fiedy. 

Tliey  mareh'd  about  fifom  place  to  place. 
With  ahiift  and  diapenaatian ; 

And  mended  broken  conadencea, 
Soul-tinken  by  vocation. 


One  fiiar  waa  Father  Boniface, 
And  he  ne*er  knew  diaquiet. 

Save  when  oondemn'd  to  aaying  grace 
O'er  mortifying  diet 


The  other  waa  lean  Dominick, 
Whoae  alender  fcrm,  and  aallow. 

Would  acaroe  have  made  a  candlewick 
For  Boni&oe'a  tallow. 

Albeit,  he  dppled  like  a  fiah, 
lliongh  not  theaame  potation; 

And  mortal  man  ne*er  dear'd  a  diah 
With  nimbler  maatication. 

Tlioae  aaints  without  the  shirti  arrived. 

One  evening  late,  to  pigeon 
A  countiy  pair  fcr  ahna,  that  lived 

About  a  league  firom  DQon ; 

Whoae  aupper-pot  waa  aet  to  boil 

On  fiigoti  bfiddy  crackling : 
The  fiian  enter'd  vnth  a  amile 

To  Jacques  and  to  Jacqueline. 

They  bow'd  and  bleas*d  the  dame,  and  then 

In  pious  terraa  beaought  her 
To  give  two  hdy-minded  men 

A  meal  of  bread  and  water. 
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The  priesiB  knew  not  that  oountiy-fiilki 

Gave  pigs  the  name  of  frian ; 
But  startled,  witleM  of  the  joke. 

As  if  they  trod  on  briers. 

Meanwhile,  as  they  perspired  with  dread, 

The  hair  of  either  craven 
Had  stood  erect  upon  his  head, 

But  that  dieir  heads  were  shaven. 

"  What!  pickle  and  smc^e  us  limb  by  limb? 

God  curse  hun  and  his  larders ! 
St  Peter  will  bedevil  him 

If  he  saltpetre  fiiars. 

**  Tett  Dominick,  to  die ! — the  bare 

Idea  shakes  one  pddly ; 
Tes,  Boni&ce,  'tis  time  we  were 

Beginning  to  be  godly. 

"  Would  that,  ibr  absolution's  sake, 

Of  all  our  sins  and  cogging. 
We  had  a  whip  to  give  and  take 

A  last  kind  mutual  flogging, 

"  0  Dominick !  thy  nether  end 

Should  bleed  for  expiation. 
And  thou  shouldst  have,  my  dear  (at  friend, 

A  glorious  flagellation." 

But  having  ne'er  a  switch,  pooraoubi! 

They  bow'd  like  weeping  willows. 
And  told  the  Saints  long  rigmaroles 

Of  all  their  peccadilloes. 

Yet,  'midst  this  penitential  plight, 
A  thought  their  fancies  tickled ; 

Twere  better  brave  the  window's  height 
Than  be  at  morning  pickled. 

And  so  they  girt  themselves  to  leap, 

Both  under  breath  imploring 
A  r^ment  of  saints,  to  keep 

Their  host  and  hostess  snoring. 

The  lean  one  'lighted  like  a  cat. 

Then  scamper'd  oflf  like  Jehu, 
Nor  stopp'd  to  help  tl^  man  of  fat. 

Whose  cheek  waa  of  a  clay  hue — 

Who,  being  by  nature  more  designed 

For  resting  than  ibr  jumping, 
Fell  heavy  on  his  parts  behind. 

That  broadcn'd  with  the  plumping. 

There  long  beneath  the  window's  sconce 

His  bruises  he  sat  pawing. 
Squat  as  the  figure  of  a  bonze 

Upon  a  Chinese  drawing. 

At  length  he  waddled  to  a  sty; 

The  pig9,  you  'd  thought  ibr  gsmc-sakc. 
Came  round  and  nosed  him  lovingly. 

As  if  they  'd  knoiKH  their  namesake. 

Meanwhile  the  other  flew  to  town. 

And  with  short  respiration 
Bray'd  like  a  donkey  up  and  down, 

"  Ass-ass-ass4mination ! " 
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For  water  and  a  cnist  they  crave, 
Th/Me  mouths  that,  even  on  Lent  days, 

Seaioe  knew  the  taste  of  water,  save 
When  wptoring  for  dainties. 

Qnodi  Jaoquei,  **  That  were  sorry  cheer 
For  men  fotigued  and  dusty ; 

And  if  yoa  rapp'd  on  crusts,  I  fear 
Toa'd  go  to  bed  but  crusty." 

So  foidi  he  brought  a  flask  of  rid^ 

Wine  fit  to  t^  Sil^nus, 
And  TiandB,  at  the  sight  of  which 

TTiey  langh'd  like  two  hyenas. 

Altenatalj,  the  host  and  spouse 
Regaled  each  pardon-gauger, 

Who  toU  them  tales  right  marvellous. 
And  lied  v  for  a  wage^-f 


'Boat  diiirdies  like  balloons  oonvey'd 

Widi  a&oiviutic  martjm ; 
And  wells  made  warm,  where  holy  maid 

Had  only  dipt  her  garters. 

And  if  Hmt  hearers  gaped,  I  guess, 
With  jaws  three  inch  asunder. 

T  WW  partly  out  of  weariness. 
And  partly  out  of  wonder. 

Then  sinking  up  duets,  the  fibres 

Went  on  to  ting  in  matches. 
From  psalms  to  sentimental  airs, 

Fnm  thfsae  to  glees  and  catches. 

At  last  they  would  have  danced  outright. 
Like  a  baboon  and  tome  bear, 

If  Jacques  had  not  drunk  Good  Night, 
And  shown  them  to  their  chamber. 

The  room  was  high,  the  host's  was  nigh : 

Had  wiie  or  he  suspicion 
That  monks  would  make  a  raree^ow 

Of  chinks  in  the  partition  ? — 

Or  tfiat  two  oon&ssors  would  come, 

Their  hcdy  ears  outreaching 
To  conversations  as  huindrum 

Almost  as  their  own  preaching  ? 

Shame  on  you,  IHars  of  orders  grey. 
That  peeping  knelt,  and  wriggling. 

And  when  ye  should  have  gone  to  pray, 
Betook  yourselves  to  giggling ! 

But  every  deed  vrill  have  its  meed : 

And  hark !  what  information 
Hae  made  die  sinnen,  in  a  trice, 

Look  black  with  consternation. 

The  former  on  a  hone  prepares 
His  knifo,  a  long  and  keen  one ; 

And  talks  of  killing  both  the  ir&res. 
The  iat  one  and  the  lean  one. 

To-morrow  by  the  break  of  day. 

He  orders,  too,  saltpetre 
And  pickling  tubs But,  reader,  stay, 

Onr  boat  was  no  man-eater. 
S3 
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Mbd  kft  dMr  bedi^  and  mglitHStiiiird  hendi 
Popped  oat  fioni  6V6fy  ciMiMDt « 

TIm  eui  lui  fii^tflo^  on  tiie  leadb; 
Dgon  watall 


Doon  bong'd,  dop  b^d,  tod  Inyi  Imm'd, 
Huooti  gaped  aghiol  m  bare  nmu, 

Tin  aoaiidest  deeping  iwatdmwn  woke. 
And  eyen  at  laat  t^  mqror 


Wbov  diaiging  bub  beftte  polioey 

Demands  of  Dominick  anrly, 
Wbat  eartbiiiiake,  file,  or  brMdi  of  peaee 

Made  all  thii  hnriy-bmljr 


qooch  die  priert,  " 
Are  (hence  a  league,  or  ni|^iei) 
About  tooalt,  ecrape,  mMncre, 
And  barrel  np  a  fijar." 

Soon,  at  the  magielrate*!  comnBind, 
A  troop  fiom  the  geoa^i'annee'  hooae 

Of  twenty  men  rode  twotd  in  hand. 
To  storm  the  Uoodly  frim's  hooae. 

As  they  were  cantering  toward  the  place, 
Comes  Jaoqnes  to  the  swine-jrard. 

Bat  started  nHien  a  great  rouid  ftoe 
Cried, -Rascal!  hold  thy  wUnyard. 


•> 


Tww  BooHhee,  aa  nad's  Kmg  Laar, 
Flaying  aniMB  in  the  piggery : 

«  And  what  the  devil  bRN^  yoa  here. 
Yon  moontain  of  a  fiiar,  dit** 

Ah !  onoe  how  jolly,  now  how  wan 
And  faiobber'd  widi  die  Tapora, 


llmt  fiantic  capodiin  began 
T9  cut  ftntastie 


Ciying.-Help!  hoOo!  thebeOawa 
llie  pot  is  oo  to  stew  me; 

I  am  a  pretty  pig — ^bot  no! 
They  shall  not  barbacoe  me.** 

Nor  was  this  raring  fit  a  sham ; 

In  tnith  he  was  hysterical, 
UntQ  they  brought  him  out  a  dram. 

And  tlmt  \«70«igfat  like  a  mirade. 


lost  as  the  horaemen  halted 

Ciying,  ** Morderer,  stop^  ohqy,  oh!" 
Jacques  was  oomfivting  the  frire 

Widiagood  glamaf  noyan— 

Who  beckon'd  to  them  not  to  kick  vp 

A  row;  bot  waxing  mellow, 
Sqoeeied  Jacques*  hand,  and  widi  a  hidEop 

Said,  *<  Toa're  a  damn'd  good  feOow.** 

Explaining  lost  bat  little  braadi  :— 

Here  ended  all  the  matter ; 
So  God  mve  Qoeen  Eliaabeth, 

And  kng  live  Henri  Qoatre ! 

The  genad*armes  at  the  sloiy  brake 

Into  hone-fiti  of  lani^iter. 
And.  as  if  they  had  known  the  joke, 

Tlieir  hotaes  neigfa'd  thereafter. 

Lean  Doarinick,  methinkB,  bis  dmps 
Tawn*d  weaiy,  worn,  and  moody ; 

So  may  my  readen*  too^  peihaps. 
And  thus  I  wish 'em  good  day. 
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Tm  little  port  of  Irvine  in  the  county  of  Ayr- 
ahiie.  North  Britain,  was  the  place  where  James 
MoirrooMXRY  first  saw  the  day.  He  was  bom  on 
the  4th  of  November,  1771.  His  father  was  one 
of  that  singular  and  exemplary  body  of  Christians 
denominated  Moravians,  a  sect  by  no  means  nu- 
merous in  Great  Britain,  and  least  of  all  in  Scot- 
land :  the  religious  tenets  with  which  the  subject 
of  the  present  memoir  was  thus  impressed  in  his 
earliest  youth,  have  tinged  his  writings,  and  been 
reflected  in  his  subsequent  conduct  through  life. 
He  did  not  long  remain  in  his  native  town,  for, 
at  lour  years  of  age,  his  father  took  him  over 
to  Ireland,  his  parents  having  fixed  their  resi. 
denee  at  Gracehill  in  the  county  of  Antrim.  He 
•ojoamed,  however,  but  a  short  time  in  Ireland, 
ftr  his  fiither,  most  probably  with  the  view  of 
affisrding  him  the  benefits  either  of  a  better  edu- 
eelioD,  or  one  more  consistent  with  his  own  re- 
figioas  tenets,  sent  him  to  England,  and  he  was 
placed  at  a  Moravian  seminary  at  Fulnick  in 
Torkahire,  where  he  remained  ten  years. 

Soon  after  the  establishment  of  Montgomery  at 
FVilniek,  his  father  and  mother  left  Ireland  for  the 
Weat  Indies.  The  elder  Montgomery  had  under- 
taken the  duty  of  a  missionary  to  instruct  the 
negroes  in  the  doctrines  of  Christianity.  Both 
ftiher  and  mother  fisll  victims  to  that  pestilential 
dimate,  tiie  one  in  Barbadoes,  and  the  other  in 
Tobago.  To  their  fate  it  is  the  poet  so  beautifully 
alludes  when  he  writes — 

Ifjr  fttber— mother— fiareiitt,  are  no  more  I 

Beneath  the  Lion  itar  they  deep 

Beyond  the  weetern  deep; 
And  when  the  nu'e  noon  glory  crefts  the  waves. 
Be  ridnes  without  a  shadow  on  their  graves  I— 

Montgomery  was  not  the  only  offspring  thus 
left  to  the  wicto  world ;  his  parents  had  two  other 
dbiJdren,  who  were,  it  is  said,  placed  under  the 
fwHIanship  of  the  benevolent  body  of  Christians 
ie  wliich  their  parents  had  belonged.  During 
Ifae  time  the  subject  of  the  present  memoir  was 
at  Fulnick,  he  was  carefully  excluded  from  the 
wmrkL  The  institutions  of  the  Moravian  brethren 
■re  almost  uKmastically  rigid.  For  ten  yean  that 
he  was  in  this  seminary,  he  scarcely  saw  or  oon- 
versed  with  any  individual  who  was  not  of  their 
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own  faith.  His  instruction  was,  however,  carefblly 
attended  to,  and  he  was  tati^t  assiduously  the 
Greek,  Latin,  French,  and  German  languages, 
independently  of  the  common  and  inferior  ac- 
quirements deemed  necessary  to  pupils  in  every 
station  of  life. 

Before  Montgomery  had  attained  his  tenth 
year,  he  exhibited  his  inclination  ftr  poetry. 
The  peculiar  opinions  and  discipline  of  the  Mo- 
ravians  were  calculated  to  cherish  his  propensity 
fbr  the  Muse.  The  monotony  of  his  life,  the 
well-nigh  cloistered  seclusion  c^the  scholars,  and 
the  systeni  which  inculcated  the  doctrines  of  the 
brethren,  nurtured  that  sombre  and  melanchdy 
bias  which  is  always  inherent  in  the  poetical 
temperament  The  indulgence  of  the  imagination 
under  such  circumstances  tends  to  render  the 
mind  exquisitely  susceptible  of  external  impres- 
sions. The  love  of  Jesus  Christ,  to  which  every 
instruction  of  the  Moravian  brethren  directs 
the  mind  of  the  pupil,  and  which  b  the  chief 
awakener  of  their  feelings,  they  making  the 
second  Person  of  the  Trinity  the  object  of  bro- 
therly affection  as  well  as  of  adoration,  was  a 
captivating  theme  fbr  the  young  poet  The  hymns 
of  the  Moravians  were  the  seducers  of  Mont- 
gomery into  the  flowery  paths  of  poesy.  Religions 
aspirations,  the  tender  afibction,  the  beauty  of 
holiness,  kindled  the  love  of  sacred  song  in  his 
callow  bosom.  A  little  volume  was  soon  filled 
with  the  effusions  of  his  young  imagination,  and 
first  developed  that  genius  to  which  the  virtuous 
part  of  mankind  have  since  not  hesitated  to  do 
the  justice  it  merits.  He  knew  nothing  at  this 
time  of  the  English  poets,  for  they  were  carefully 
kept  out  of  sight  by  his  instructors,  lest  some 
dangerous  passage  should  give  a  pruriency  fbr 
unhallowed  and  contagious  principles.  The  little 
volume  was  therefore  wholly  his  own.  The  fiither 
of  one  of  the  boys  had  sent  a  volume  of  selected 
poems  from  Milton,  Thomson,  and  Young,  to 
his  son,  yet,  though  the  choicest  and  most  moral 
passages  only  were  selected,  it  was  clipt  and 
mangled  by  the  good  brethren  befbre  it  was  de- 
livered  to  its  owner.  The  natural  consequence 
ensued, — Montgomery   clandestinely   borrowed 

books,  and  read  them  by  stealth. 
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Aft  fiwrteon  yean  of  age,  besidee  two  muiQ 
•cripi  fvilaiiies  of  his  Tones,  ho  had  oompoeed  a 
jBOcUiefoic  poem  of  a  thonsand  lines,  in  three 
caBftos:  it  was  an  imitatinn  of  *The  Frogs  and 
Miee**  of  Homer.  Fnm  his  companinns  and 
finends  he  wceiyed  pnlses  which  excited  him  to 
fiesh  eiertions.  He  phuined  several  epic  poems, 
tor  DoChing  short  of  an  epic  would  satisfy  his 
craving  desire  hr  literary  &me,  till  after  much 
of  resolve  and  re-resolve,  he  began  one  mider 
ths  title  of  ^'Alfred  the  Great**  Of  this  poem  he 
completed  two  books ;  the  boldness  of  the  attempt 
ssems  to  have  alarmed  the  good  fatben  of  the 
Fuhuck  academy.  Such  a  flight  by  a  youth  des- 
tined &r  the  study  of  divinity  (tho  proftssioo 
which  they  had  in  prospect  for  their  pupil  being 
that  of  a  minister),  was  by  no  means  suitable  to 
their  ideas  of  the  fitness  of  things.  Tho  young 
poet  panted  for  tho  great  world,  to  live  among 
and  study  mankind ;  the  brethren  strove  to  stifle 
these  dndres,  and  to  lead  back  the  erring  ima- 
gination of  their  pupil  to  serious  realities,  and 
devotional  resignation.  The  world  to  him  was 
yet  a  pure  mystery,  while  his  longing  desire  to 
mingle  in  it  no  discipline  could  rejoess.  His 
health  became  afiected  in  the  contest  The  irre- 
sistible promptings  of  genius,  however,  vrere 
ultimately  triumphant  The  Moravian  brethren, 
finding  they  could  not  succeed  in  recalling  him 
to  the  line  of  conduct  and  study  which  they 
deemed  proper  for  a  minister  of  their  persuasion, 
and  seeing  that  an  opposite  desire  vnis  fixing  it- 
self deeper  and  deeper  in  his  heart,  had  the  good 
sense  to  give  up  their  object,  and  to  place  him 
in  trade  with  a  brother  believer,  who  was  in 
business  at  Mirfield,  near  Wakefield,  in  the  same 
oounfty. 

Montgomery  thus  afibrds  another  instance  of 
the  triumph  of  genius  over  almost  insuperable 
obstacles.  Naturo  awoke  in  his  bosom  those 
mysterious  impulses  which  have  been  developed 
in  many  othnr  minds  similarly  constituted — in 
many  other  master  spirits,  which  have  made 
to  themselves  immortal  names  in  all  ages  and 
countries,  breaking  tho  gloom  in  which  tho  acci- 
dents of  birth  and  fortune  may  have  placed 
them,  and  becoming  shining  lights  to  tho  world. 
In  his  new  situation,  little  congenial  toan  aspiring 
mind,  Montgomery  continued  but  a  year.  He 
had  formed  in  his  imagination  tho  most  elevated 
and  erroneous  ideas  of  the  great  world ;  he  saw 
it  in  perspective,  all  glorious  and  honorable ;  he 
panted  to  be  distinguished  among  men ;  and  fiill 
of  the  delusions  of  youth  in  this  respect,  in  which 
vre  ara  all  mora  or  leas  prone  to  indulge  in  the 
morning  of  life,  ho  penned  a  letter  to  his  master, 
and  with  a  fow  clothes  snd  three  shillings  and 
sixpence  in  moooy  in  his  pocket,  ho  left  his  dom- 
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idle,  to  pfamge  into  that  paradise  of 

fame  which  hncf  had  so  gorgeously 

Ho  was  not  an  articled  apprentice,  and 

he  violated  no  contract  by  his  dopemenL  Hi 

wasal  this  time  but  sixteen  yean  of  age,  and  Ikm 

young  ho  cast  himsdf  upon  ftrtnne^  a  wiU  aad 

inexperienced  adventurer. 

The  usual  result  followed.  The  wurid  had  sf. 
peered  a  fiury  picture  in  his  imaginatiaB,  baft  ift 
proved  in  reality  to  be  just  what  ift  is,  a  lefion 
of  struggles  snd  disaj^ointments.  Ota  the  fiorth 
day  after  his  departure  fiom  FiiJbikkt  ke 
himself  obliged  to  enter  into  a  sitnation 
to  that  which  he  had  held  but  a  shorft 
viously,  at  a  place  called  Wash.  From 
ho  wrote  to  his  late  employer  and 
character,  for  he  had  hitherto 
own  without  the  slightest  moral  taint  The, 
ter  consulted  his  Moravian  friends,  who 
ed  the  virtues  and  talents  of  MontgomAry,  and 
agreed  to  give  him  any  character  necessary,  h«t 
desired  that  ho  might  be  invited  to  retam  to 
them.  The  worthy  man  setoff  accordingly,  and 
met  Montgomery  in  an  inn-yard,  on  his  arrhil 
at  Wash,  and  they  rushed  at  once  bj  a  sort  of 
kindred  sympathy  into  each  other*s  anna.  It 
was  in  yain,  hovvevcr,  that  the  master  invitod 
his  late  pupil  to  return,  by  the  most  flattmng 
ofiere  of  profit ;  the  young  poet  resisted  then 
alL  The  benefactor  was  not  the  less  kind.  He 
supplied  his  wants;  sent  him  the  clotliee  and 
property  he  had  left  in  his  possession,  and  gave 
him  a  testimonial  of  his  esteem  in  a  written 
document  to  exhibit  when  requirecL  In  his  new 
situation  he  remained  about  a  year,  during  which 
period  ho  punctnaUy  fulfilled  the  dutiee  of  his 
station ;  but  nursed  at  the  same  time  the  sosa- 
bre  character  which  his  peculiar  religious  educ^ 
tion,  and  the  bent  of  his  genius,  both  oontribotod 
to  encourage. 

Mr.  Harrison,  a  bookseller  of  Patemoster-row, 
having  received  a  volume  of  his  poems  in  manu- 
script, before  ho  quitted  Wash  for  Londoo,  took 
him  on  his  arrival  into  his  employ,  and  recom- 
mended him  k>  cultivate  his  talents,  which  in 
time,  he  told  him,  ho  had  no  doubt  vrould  render 
him  distinguished.  The  toil  of  a  bookseller's 
clerk,  in  the  dingy  purlieus  of  the  Row,  was  a 
complete  cure  for  Montgomery's  delusioii  re- 
electing the  great  irorld,  its  glorious  hoBOf% 
and  all  its  bright  dreams  of  immortality.  Having 
in  vain  endeavored  to  induce  a  bookseller  lo 
treat  with  him  for  a  prose  tale,  he  left  Mr.  Har- 
rison's empk>y  at  the  end  of  eight  months,  and 
returned  into  Yorkshire  to  the  situation  he  had 
previously  held.  It  is  no  slight  proof  of  Mont- 
gomory's  excellent  character  and  dispooitioo,  that 
ho  won  tho  afifection  of  his  cmployors  succes- 
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rivelj,  who  all  treated  him  like  a  son.  So  strong 
was  the  attachment  of  his  master  at  Wash, 
that  eren  in  the  fnture  troubles  of  the  poet's 
life  he  sapported  him,  not  merely  with  empty 
conaolation,  hnt  with  more  solid  and  substantial 
aid.  The  master  sought  out  his  former  servant 
when  he  was  on  the  point  of  being  tried  in  a 
eoort  of  law  fivr  libel,  and  comforted  and  con- 
soled  him. 

TIm  bent  of  Montgomery's  mind  was  still  to- 
wards literature.  A  newspaper  which  had  been 
Terj  popular,  published  at  Sheffield  by  a  Mr. 
Galea,  had  received  many  of  the  young  poet's 
ooDtrihntions.  This  paper  was  called  the  "  Shof. 
field  Register.**  It  does  not  appear  that  Mont- 
gomery contributed  any  politick  writing  to  its 
pages,  his  communications  being  chiefly  poetical; 
but  he  assisted  Mr.  Gales  in  his  occupation,  and 
removed  to  Sheffield  for  that  purpose  in  1792. 
In  the  following  year  Montgomery  was  assailed 
by  iUnoss,  during  which  he  was  nursed,  and 
most  kindly  treated,  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Gales, 
having  been,  as  usual,  successful  in  winning  the 
sympathies  of  those  around  him.  It  was  not 
long  after  this  that  a  political  prosecution  was  in- 
stttnted  against  the  proprietor  of  the  "  Sheffield 
Register,**  and  Mr.  Gales  lefl  fhigland  to  avoid  a 
prosecatioii.  At  that  time  the  quailing  cause  of 
arbitrary  authority,  and  divine  political  right,  was 
making  its  last  struggles  against  freedom  and 
mmnHWi  sense.  Libels  wore  sought  for,  and  pros- 
ceoted  with  rigor,  and  not  even  the  most  cau- 
tious individual  of  honest  principles  could  bo 
deemed  safo  from  attack.  Montgomery,  on  the 
departure  of  Mr.  Gales,  being  assisted  by  a  friend, 
became  the  publisher  of  the  newspaper  himself; 
the  name  of  which  he  changed  to  tlmt  of  tlic 
**  Iris.**  It  was  now  conducted  with  less  party 
violenee  than  before,  whilo  a  greater  variety  of 
miscellaneous  matter  was  to  be  found  in  its  col- 
ums.  The  cause  supported  by  Montgomery  was 
always  that  of  political  independence,  humanity, 
and  freedom.  The  tone  of  his  paper  was  ex- 
ceedingly temperate,  but  firm :  indeed  it  was  so 
moderate  as  to  give  offisnco  to  all  violent  party 
men  who  dealt  in  extremes,  and  imagined  the 
canse  of  liberty  could  only  be  supported  by 
noisy  declamation.  In  his  newspaper  he  had  a 
series  of  articles  inserted  under  the  title  of  "  The 
Ebtkoeiast,**  which  attracted  particular  attention 
from  bnng  pictures  of  his  own  mind.  There  were 
other  articles  which  drew  much  notice,  from  the 
impress  of  genius  they  exhibited. 

Notwithstanding  the  moderation  of  our  poet- 
editor,  it  was  not  long  before  the  fongs  of  the  har- 
pies of  the  law  were  upon  him.  A  song  written 
and  prepared  for  publication  before  Mr.  Gales 


quitted  England,  was  unluckily  published  from 
his  office.  It  was  written  by  a  clerg3rroan  to 
commemorate  the  destruction  of  the  Bastile  in 
1789,  and  was  sung  openly  at  Belfast  in  1793. 
The  war  broke  out  nine  months  after  it  was  writ- 
ten, and  half  the  newspapers  in  the  kingdom 
had  printed  it;  yet  the  unlucky  ballad-singer,  at 
whose  suggestion  it  was  carried  to  the  press  to 
strike  off  a  few  copies,  was  arrested  seUing  them 
at  Wakefield,  became  evidence  against  the  print- 
er, and  in  1795  Montgomery  was  found  **  guilty 
of  publishing.**  This  would  not  do  for  the  ser- 
vile judges,  who  made  the  jury  re-consider  their 
verdict,  and,  afler  an  hour*s  hesitation,  they 
brought  in  a  verdict  of  guilty.  Montgomery 
was  fined  twenty  pounds,  and  imprisoned  for 
three  months  in  the  Castle  of  York.  As  always 
happens  in  a  country  like  England,  when  fioedom 
of  mind  is  interfered  with,  the  sufferer  is  borne 
above  persecution  by  those  honest  sympathizing 
spirits  that  step  forward  to  his  support.  Montgo- 
mery found  his  newspaper  and  business  carefhlly 
superintended  by  a  friend,  and  he  was  welcomed 
from  prison  as  the  victim  of  on  unjust  sentence. 
On  his  deliverance  from  his  incarceration,  he 
resumed  his  professional  labors,  and  avoided 
every  extreme  in  politics.  He  printed  numerous 
essays  in  his  paper,  under  different  heads ;  some 
humorous,  otlicrs  serious,  but  all  agreeable  and 
entertaining.  These  essays  were  published  in  a 
volume,  long  out  of  print,  and  now  not  easily 
attainable. 

Wiien  the  emissaries  of  the  law  lie  in  wait 
to  entangle  a  victim,  they  never  foil  to  discover 
some  charge,  that  may  be  twisted  to  bear  them 
out  in  their  object  Montgomery  had  scarcely 
resumed  his  duties,  when  two  men  were  killed 
in  a  riot  in  tho  streets  of  Sheffield  by  the  sol- 
diery, lie  gave  a  narrative  of  the  circumstances, 
correct  enough,  there  is  no  dou1)t ;  but  a  volun- 
teer officer,  who  was  also  a  magistrate,  feeling 
his  dignity  or  honor  hurt  by  the  statement, 
preferred  a  bill  of  indictment  for  libel  against 
tho  printer.  It  was  tried  at  Doncaster  in  January 
179G.  The  defence  made  justified  the  truth  of 
tho  statement  on  very  satisfactory  testimony; 
but  in  vain — Montgomery  was  found  guilty,  and 
sentenced  to  six  months*  imprisonment  and  a 
fine  of  thirty  pounds.  It  is  remarkable,  that 
before  the  death  of  tho  individual  who  was  the 
cause  of  this  prosecution,  he  seemed  conscious 
of  the  injustice  ho  had  done  Montgomery,  by 
treating  him  with  sedulous  attention  after  the 
expiration  of  his  term  of  imprisonment;  and 
once,  when  presiding  in  a  court  of  justice,  call- 
ing him  from  among  the  crowd  to  sit  by  his 
sido  on  the  bench,  that  he  might  be  kept  firom 
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tlie  aimoyaiioe  and  protsora  of  the  mob.  Tho 
poet  took  his  teat  accordingly;  and  it  waa,  no 
doubt,  a  proud  triumph  to  his  feelings. 

During  this  imprisonment  it  was  that  he  wrote 
his  poems  entitled  "Prison  Amosements,**  tboqgh 
he  did  not  poUish  them  nntil  1797.  In  the 
prison  he  was  well  aooommodated,  and  had  erery 
indulgence  aflordad  him ;  a  large  yard  supplied 
him  with  an  airy  promenade.  He  is  also  said 
to  hate  anraaed  himself  in  composing  a  work 
of  some  bulk  of  a  homoroiis  character,  but  which 
has  not  seen  tiie  light  He  went  to  Scarboroogh 
tat  the  benefit  of  his  health«as  soon  as  ho  was 
liberated.  This  happened  in  July  1796,  his 
health  baring  been  much  afibcted  by  anxiety 
and  imprisonment.  It  was  from  a  risit  to  the 
same  place  sobeeqnently,  that  he  composed  his 
poemof** The  Ocean**  in  1805.  It  was  singnlar 
that  the  anthor  of  the  **  Prison  Amusements** 
dionld  have  sufiered  that  and  other  published 
works  to  sleep  ^om  want  of  making  them  more 
known — he  allowed  them  to  drop  into  complete 
ofalirion.  In  1806  appeared  *'The  Wanderer  of 
Switaerland,**  which,  in  spite  of  a  severe  criti- 
cism  in  the  EdMurgk  JBmeie,  conferred  upon 
him  great  and  deeenred  celebrity.  It  was  not 
onCil  then  that  ho  took  his  station  among  the 
better  order  of  his  oountry*8  poets.  It  is  said 
he  was  on  the  point  of  publishing  another  poem 
in  prefrrence,  which  has  not  yet  been  given  to 
the  world,  though  nearly  ready  for  the  press  at 
the  time  **The  Wanderer  of  Switzerland**  ap- 
peered.  Mr.  Bowyer  printed  Montgomery*s  next 
work,  **  The  West  Indies,**  in  a  most  expensive 
form,  with  superb  emboUishmonts :  nearly  ten 
thousand  copies  of  the  difierent  editions  were 
sold.  The  humane  feelings  of  the  author  ap- 
pear  to  predominate  in  this  work;  it  is  har- 


moniously and  touchingly  written.  The  **  Wodi 
before  the  FkxMi,'*  which  appeared  in  1812,  is 
perhaps  the  least  popular  of  his  prodnctiaBa. 
In  this  work  his  wonted  piety  and  the  efibcte  of 
his  early  education  strongly  a{^pear,  wliile  be 
has  introdoced  various  enlivening  inciileBte  ts 
break  the  uniformity  of  the  subject  Since  thui 
poem,  **  Greenland,**  *«Tbe  Pelican  Island,**  and 
numerous  occasional  pieces,  have  dropped  from 
his  pen.  His  thoughts  are  all  remarkable  for 
their  parity.  He  is  the  poet  of  religion  and 
morality.  His  political  principles  are  those  of  a 
fiee  Englishman. 

In  person,  Montgomery  is  below  tlie  middle 
height,  and  of  slender  frame;  his  complexion 
foir,  and  hair  yellow.  His  limbe  are  well  pro- 
portioned. There  is  a  cast  of  melancholy  over  his 
features,  unless  when  they  are  lighted  up  by  con- 
versation, and  then  his  eyes  show  all  the  fire  of 
genius.  In  manner  he  is  singularly  modest  and 
unobtrusive,  especially  among  strangers.  It  is 
cmly  in  intercourse  with  his  fiiends  that  he 
opens  vrith  a  power  and  eloquence  which  finr 
would  expect  of  him.  Though  kind  and  amiabfe, 
he  can  wound  keenly  by  wit  and  sarcasm  in 
argument,  but  it  is  without  a  tincture  of  ill-na- 
tore,  and  he  generally  conveys  himself  the  cure 
for  the  wounds  he  inflicts,  by  the  kindneas  with 
which  he  winds  up  his  conclusions.  As  a  poet, 
he  ranks  only  in  the  second  class  of  British  living 
vvriters.  He  never  falls  low,  and  rarely  rises  high; 
his  character  may  be  designated  as  that  of  the 
calm  river,  rather  than  the  romantic  torrent; 
but  his  course  is  peculiarly  his  own.  He  is  very 
little  of  an  imitator,  and  deserves  immortal  eulogy, 
in  that  he  has  written  no  line 
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IN  SIX  PARTS. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tdk  hittorical  &ct8  alluded  to  in  The  Wanderer 
or  SwrnjULLiUiD  msy  be  ibund  in  the  Supplement  to 
Cose'f  TVmxUf  in  Planta's  IRstory  of  Ae  Helvetic 
Camfwieraeyf  and  in  Zschokke^s  Invasion  of  Switzer- 
6y  tke  Fmkdk,  in  1798,  trandaUd  by  Dr.  Aikin. 


PART  I. 


A  Wanderer  of  Switzerland  and  his  Family,  consist- 
ing of  his  Wife,  his  Daughter,  and  her  young 
Children,  emigrating  from  their  Country,  in  con- 
Mqneoce  of  its  subjugation  by  the  French,  in  1798, 
arrive  at  the  Cottage  of  a  Shepherd,  beyond  the 
FronfierB,  where  they  are  hospitably  entertained. 


SHEPHERD. 


**  WAirmnuat,  whither  dost  thon  roam  ? 
Weary  wanderer,  old  and  grey ; 
Wherefcre  hast  thou  left  thine  ^me 
In  the  sunset  of  thy  day  ? " 


WANDERER. 

**  In  the  sonset  of  my  day. 
Stranger !  I  have  lost  my  homo : 
Weaiy,  wandering,  old  and  grey — 
Therefere,  therefore  do  I  roam. 

"  Here  mine  arms  a  wife  enfold, 
Fainting  in  their  weak  embrace ; 
There  my  daughter's  charms  behold. 
Withering  in  that  widow'd  face. 

**  These  her  infimts— Oh  their  Sire, 
Worthy  of  the  race  of  Tell, 
In  the  battie*B  fiercest  fire, 
— In  his  country's  battle  fell ! " 
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SHEPHERD. 

"  Switzerland,  then,  gave  thee  birth  t" 

WANDERER. 

"  Ay — 't  was  Switzerland  of  yore ; 
But,  degraded  spot  of  Earth, 
Thou  art  Switzerland  no  more : 

"  O'er  thy  mountains  sunk  in  blood, 
Are  the  waves  of  ruin  hurl'd ; 
like  the  waters  of  the  flood 
Rolling  round  a  buried  world." 

SHEPHERD. 

"  Yet  will  Time  the  deluge  stop : 
Then  may  Switzerland  be  blest ; 
On  St  Gothard's  '  hoary  top 
Shall  the  Ark  of  Freedom  rest" 

WANDERER. 

**  No ! — ^Irreparably  lost. 
On  the  day  that  nmde  us  slaves, 
Freedom's  Ark,  by  tempest  tost, 
Founder'd  in  the  swallowing  waves." 

SHEPHERD. 

"  Welcome,  Wanderer  as  thou  art. 
All  my  blessings  to  partake ; 
Yet  thrice  welcome  to  my  heart. 
For  thine  injured  coimtry's  sake. 

"  On  the  western  hills  afar 
Evening  lingers  viith  delight. 
While  she  views  her  favorite  star 
Brightening  on  the  brow  of  night 

"  Here,  though  lowly  be  my  lot, 
Enter  freely,  freely  share 
All  the  comforts  of  my  cot. 
Humble  shelter,  homely  fare." 

"  Spouse,  I  bring  a  sufiering  guest, 
With  his  family  of  grief; 
Give  the  weary  pilgrims  rest. 
Yield  the  Exiles  sweet  relief" 


1  St  Gothsid  is  the  nsme  of  ths  highest  moontsin  in  the  ean- 
ton  of  Uri,  the  birth-plaoe  of  SwiM  indspendenee. 
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■mPHDLD'S  WIFE. 

"  I  win  yield  them  iweec  relief: 
Weary  pOgrintt  *  welcome  here ; 
Welcome,  frmily  of  grieC 
Welcome  to  my  wumeet  cheer.** 

W4NOKEXB. 

**  When  in  prayer  the  broken  heart 
Aeks  a  bleenng  from  above. 
Heaven  ihall  take  the  Wanderer*e  part. 
Heaven  reward  the  ■tranger's  love.** 


"  Hacte.  recmit  the  fidling  fir«. 
High  the  winterAgota  raise ; 
See  the  creckling  flunee  aspire ; 
O  how  cheerfully  diey  blaae! 

"  Momnen,  now  fi»get  ytmr  carea. 
And,  till  eapper^ioard  be  crown'd. 
Closely  draw  your  fireade  chairs ; 
Form  the  dear  domestic  roond.*' 

WANDDtKE. 

**  Host,  thy  smiling  daughters  brii^, 
fidng  those  rosy  lads  of  thine ; 
Let  diem  mii^le  in  the  ring 
With  these  poor  lost  babes  of  mine.* 


••Job  die  ring,  my  girls  and  boys; 
This  enchanting  circle,  this 
Binds  the  social  loves  and  joys  : 
Tis  the  &iry  ring  of  Uas!** 

WANDKanu 

-  O  ye  loves  and  joys !  that  qnrt 
In  the  fiuiy  ring  of  blim. 

Oft  with  me  ye  held  your  court : 

I  had  ODoe  a  home  like  this ! 

-  Bomitiful  my  Ibnner  k>c 
As  my  nadve  country's  rills ; 
The  fbondations  of  my  cot 
Were  her  everlasting  hills. 

••  But  those  streams  no  knger  poor 
Rich  abundance  round  my  lands ; 
And  my  Other's  cot  no  more 
CXi  my  fiuher's  mountain  stands. 

••  By  an  hundred  winters  piled. 
When  the  Glaciers,'  dark  with  death. 
Hang  o'er  precipices  wild. 
Hang    suspended  by  a  breath : 

*  If  a  pulse  but  throb  alarm. 
Headlong  down  the  steeps  they  &11 ; 
--For  a  pulse  wiU  break  the  charnv— 
Bounding,  bursting,  burying  aU. 


••  Struck  with  horror  stiff  and  pale. 
When  the  chaos  breaks  oo  high. 
All  that  view  it  from  the  vale. 
All  that  hear  it  coming,  die  :— 

**  In  a  day  and  hour  accurst 
O'er  the  wretched  land  of  Tklu 
Thus  the  Gallic  ruin  burst. 
Thus  the  Gallic  glacier  fell !  ** 

SBxranou 

•*  Hush  that  melancholy  strain ; 
H^pe  diose  unavailing  tears : " 

WANDKRER. 

••  Nay — ^I  must,  I  wiU  complain ; 
Tis  the  privilege  of  years : 

••  T  is  the  privilege  of  Woe 
Thus  her  anguish  to  impart : 
And  the  tears  that  freely  flow 
Ease  the  agonizing  heart** 

SHEPHXaOu 

••  Tet  suspend  thy  griefr  awhile ; 
See  the  plenteous  table  crown*d ; 
And  my  wife's  endearing  smile 
Beams  a  rosy  welcome  round. 

**  Cheese,  fitnn  mountain  dairies  ptest. 
Wholesome  herbs,  nutritious  roots. 
Honey,  from  die  vrild-bee's  nest. 
Cheering  wine  and  ripen'd  fruits  : 

*•  These,  with  soul-sustaining  bread. 
My  paternal  6elds  afibrd .- — 
On  such  fare  our  fiithers  fed ; 
Holy  pilgrim!  bless  die  board." 


PART  IL 

After  supper,  die  Wanderer,  at  die  desire  of  his  I 
relates  die  sorrows  and  sufferings  of  his  Cooi 
during  the  Invasion  and  Conquest  of  it  by 
French,  in  connexion  with  his  own  Story. 
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8REPHEEO. 

-  Wandeeee  !  bow'd  widi  grieft  and 
Wanderer,  vridi  die  cheek  so  pale. 
Oh  give  language  to  those  teais ! 
Tell  their  melancholy  tale.** 

WANDEEEE. 

••  Strangerfiiend,  the  tears  that  flow 
I>>wn  the  channels  of  this  cheek. 
Tell  a  mystery  of  woe 
Which  no  human  tongue  can  speak. 

-  Not  die  pangs  of  'Hope  deferr'd  * 
My  tormented  bosom  tear : 

Oa  the  tomb  of  Hope  interr'd 
Scowls  die  spectre  of  Despair. 
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«' Where  tiie  Alpine  mnmiito  rite, 
Hei^t  o'er  height  ttapendoiis  hiui*d ; 
like  the  piUere  of  the  ikies, 
like  the  nunperts  of  the  world : 

"  Bom  in  FreediHn'i  eagle  neet, 
Rock*d  fay  whirlwinda  in  their  nge, 
Noned  at  Freedom't  ilormy  breait, 
lived  mf  mien  from  age  to  age. 

**  High  o*er  Underwalden's  vale, 
Whcore  the  forest  fronii  the  mom ; 
Wheoce  (he  boondleat  eye  might  sail 
CXer  a  na  of  momitainfl  borne ; 


"  There  my  little  native  cot 
Peep'd  upon  my  Other's  ftrm  ;— 
Oh!  it  waa  a  happy  spot, 
Rich  in  every  rurad  charm ! 

"There  my  life,  a  silent  stream, 
Glid  akmg,  yet  seem'd  at  rest ; 
Lovely  as  an  in&nt*s  dream 
On  the  waking  mother's  breast 

''Till  the  storm  that  wreck'd  the  world, 

In  its  horrible  career, 

Into  hopeleaB  ruin  huri'd 

An  tfaia  aching  heart  held  dear. 

"Oil  the  princely  toweis  of  Beme 
Fdl  the  Gallic  thunder-stroke; 
To  the  lake  of  poor  Lucerne, 
AU  submitted  to  the  yoke. 

-  RsDiifG  then  his  standard  raised. 
Drew  hia  sword  on  Bnmnen's  plain ;' 
But  in  vain  his  banner  blazed, 
RxDUfQ  drew  his  sword  in  vain. 

"  Where  our  conquering  &thers  died. 
Where  their  awfUl  bones  repose* 
Tlirice  the  battle's  &te  he  tried, 
Thrice  o'erthrew  bis  country's  foes.' 

"  Happy  then  were  those  who  fell 
Fighting  on  dieir  fiithers'  graves ! 
Wretched  those  who  lived  to  tell 
TVeason  made  the  victors  slaves  !* 

**  Thus  my  country's  life  retired. 
Slowly  driven  from  part  to  part  j 
Underwalden  last  expired, 
Underwalden  was  the  heart.* 


1  BmaMO,  St  the  foot  of  the  monotaiiM.  oa  the  bordenof  the 
«ko  ofUri.  whete  the  first  Swim  Patrioti,  Walter  Font  of 
rri.  Wener  Stanflhcber  of  Sebwitz,  sod  Arnold  of  Mdchtal 
I  Uodvwalden,  oonapifed  acaint  the  tjrranny  of  Austria  in 
ST.  ifaiD  in  ITWL  beoame  the  seat  of  the  Diet  of  thees  three 

t  On  the  ptaim  of  Mortartheo,  where  the  SwiM  cahied  their 
■t  decirire  Tielory  over  the  force  of  Aiutria,  and  theraby  se- 
■ad  the  mdepondeoee  of  their  eountry ;  Aloyi  Reding,  at  the 
nd  of  Ike  troopa  of  the  little  cantom,  Uri.  Schwits,  and  Un- 
arwmldso,  lapeatedlr  repulied  the  invadiof  army  of  Ftanoe. 
3  By  tbe  resjetinre  of  thew  tman  cantom,  the  French  Gene- 
J  SehawaabouTf  waa  eompelied  to  reipect  their  independenee, 
id  gave  them  a  aolemn  pledge  to  that  purport ;  bat  no  loooar 
id  Ihsir  diiSfned.  on  the  faith  of  thia  engagement,  than  the 
ioddenly  opcHi  them  with  an  immenee  finee;  and 
of  eztanniaation  compelled  them  to  take  the  ehric 
able  Iks  asw  eonrttotioa.  impoeed  opoa  all  Swilavlsod. 
4Tke  istehilaflla  ofths  Lower  Valley  of  UaderwaMM  alone 


*«  In  the  vaUey  of  their  birtii, 
Where  our  guardian  moimtains  stand ; 
In  the  eye  of  heaven  and  earth. 
Met  the  warriors  of  our  land. 

"  Like  their  sires  in  olden  time, 
Arm'd  they  met  in  stem  debate ; 
While  in  eveiy  breast  sublime 
Glow'd  the  Spuit  op  the  State. 

" Gallia's  menace  fired  their  Vtood: 
With  one  heart  and  voice  they  lose ; 
Hand  in  hand  the  heroes  stood. 
And  defied  their  fiuthless  foes. 

**  Then  to  heaven,  in  calm  despair. 
As  they  tum'd  the  tearless  eye. 
By  their  country's  wrongs  they  swara 
With  their  cotmtry's  rights  to  die. 

**  Albert  from  the  council  came 
(My  poor  daughter  was  his  wife : 
All  the  valley  loved  his  name ; 
Albert  was  my  staff  of  life). 

"  From  the  council-field  he  came : 
All  his  noble  visage  bum'd ; 
At  his  look  I  caught  the  flame ; 
At  his  voice  my  youth  retum'd. 

**  Fire  from  heaven  my  heart  renew'd. 
Vigor  beat  tiirougb  every  vein ; 
All  the  powers,  that  age  had  hew'd. 
Started  into  strength  again. 

**  Sudden  from  my  couch  I  sprang. 
Every  limb  to  life  restored ; 
With  die  boimd  my  cottage  rang. 
As  I  snatch'd  my  fiohers'  sword. 

**  This  the  weapon  they  did  wield 
On  Morgarthen's  dreadful  day ; 
And  through  Sempach's '  iron  field 
This  the  plowshare  of  their  way. 

**  Then,  my  spouse !  in  vain  thy  fears 
Strove  my  fury  to  restrain ; 
O  my  daughter !  all  thy  tears, 
All  thy  children's,  were  in  vain. 

"  Quickly  from  our  hastening  foes, 
Albert's  active  care  removed, 
Far  amidst  the  eternal  snows, 
Those  who  loved  us« — those  beloved.* 


reaisted  the  French  memage.  which  required  rabmiarioB  to  the 
new  comtitution,  and  the  immediate  nirrrader.  aimeordMd,  of 
nine  of  their  leaden.  When  the  demand,  aoeompanied  by  a 
menace  of  deKruction,  was  read  in  the  Amembly  of  the  Diilriet, 
all  the  men  of  the  Valley,  filVaen  hundred  in  nrnaber,  took  op 
arma,  and  devoted  themMlTea  to  periih  in  the  raua  of  their 
country. 

1  At  the  battle  of  Sempach,  the  Austriana  pisesnted  ao  im- 
penetrable a  front  with  their  projected  epears,  that  the  Bwin 
were  repeatedly  compelled  to  retire  from  the  attack,  Ifli  a  nalhrs 
of  Underwalden.  nained  AmoU  de  Winkelried.  eoauaendiag 
hie  family  to  hie  countrymen,  iprang  upon  the  enemy,  and 
burying  aa  many  of  their  apean  as  he  conld  grav  in  hk  body, 
made  a  breach  in  their  line;  tbe  Swim  ruahed  in,  and  lootsd 
the  Austriana  with  a  terrible  slaughler. 

S  Many  of  the  Underwalden,  on  the  approach  ofths  IhmA 
army,  removed  their  fiunifiea  and  cattle  among  the  Bighar  Alps; 
and  themselvee  returned  to  join  their  brethcee,  who  had  sa* 
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w»  paH^d, 


"ThflO  oar  oottH^e  we 
Tec  at  doim  the  Heepe 
Bfany  an  esooisog  )ook 
Hooieward  o'er  the  hiUa  we 


**  Now  we  reecfa*d  the  nether  f^en. 
Where  in  aim  oar  fareduen  lay ; 
Huioe  five  hundred  fearleM  men. 
Blen  of  adamant  were  they ! 

**  Natore't  bulwarka,  boik  by  Time^ 
'Gainat  Etemi^  to  itand, 
Moantaine,  teiiibly  mblhne. 
Girt  the  camp  on  either  hand. 

**  Dim  behind,  the  TaOey  brake 
Into  rodu  that  fled  fiom  view ; 
Fair  in  front  the  gleaming  Lake 
RoU*d  it!  waters  bright  and  bloe. 

«*  'Midst  the  hamlets  of  the  dale. 
Stantz,*  with  simple  grandeur  crown'd, 
Seem*d  the  Mother  of  the  vale. 
With  her  children  scatter'd  round. 

**  *Afidst  the  ruins  of  the  dale 
Now  she  bows  her  hoary  head, 
like  the  Widow  of  the  vale 
Weeping  o'er  her  children  dead. 

**  Bmpfier  then  had  been  her  fate. 
Ere  Ae  fell  by  such  a  foe. 
Had  an  earthquake  sunk  her  state. 
Or  die  li^tning  laid  her  low ! " 

SHCPHEAn. 

**  By  the  lightning's  deadly  flash 
Would  her  foes  had  been  consumed ! 
Or  amidst  the  earthquake's  crash 
Suddenly,  alive,  entomb'd ! 

**  Why  did  justice  not  prevail?" 

WANDUUCE. 

"Ah!  it  was  not  thus  to  be!" 


**  Man  of  grief!  pursue  diy  tale 
1>9  the  death  of  liberty." 


PART  IIL 


Hie  Wanderer  continues  his  Narrative,  and  describes 
the  Battle  and  Maancre  of  Underwalden. 


WAHfOUUCE. 

"From  the  valley  we  deacried. 
As  the  Gauls  approach'd  our  shores, 
Keeb  that  darken'd  all  the  tide, 
the  Lake  with  oars. 


.    linl]HirutiTsVaBBr.oiitheboffdera«»ftiM 
•wiitad  Ike  attack  of  the  easBur. 

1  Tks  O^Nlal  of  I'oderwaklen. 


**'nien  the  moantain-echoea 
With  die  dangour  of  alama 
Shrill  the  signal4rumpet 
All  our  warriors  leapt  to 


*«  On  the  margin  of  the  flood. 
While  the  frantic  foe  drew  nigh. 
Grim  as  watching  wolves  we  stood. 
Prompt  as  eagles  stretch'd  to  fly. 

"  In  a  deluge  upon  land 
Burst  their  overwhelming  might ; 
Back  we  huri'd  them  from  the  strand. 
Oft  returning  to  the  fight 

*  Fierce  and  long  the  combat  held — 
im  die  waves  were  warm  with  blood. 
Till  the  booming  waters  sweird 
As  they  sank  bcaaeath  the  flood.' 

**  For  on  that  triumphant  day 
Underwalden's  arms  (mce  mate 
Broke  Oppression's  black  array, 
Dash'd  invaaon  fhm  her  shore. 

"  Gaul's  surviving  barks  retired. 
Muttering  vengeance  as  they  fled ; 
Hope  in  us,  by  Conquest  fired. 
Raised  our  spirits  fiom  the  dead. 

**  From  the  dead  our  spirits  rose. 
To  the  dead  they  soon  retum'd ; 
Bright,  on  its  eternal  close, 
Underwalden's  glory  bum'd. 

"*  Star  of  Svvitzerland !  whoee  rays 
Shed  such  sweet  expiring  light. 
Ere  the  Gallic  comet's  blaze 
Swept  thy  beauty  into  night : — 

"  Star  of  Switzerland !  thy  &me 
No  recording  Bard  bath  sung ; 
Yet  be  thine  immntal  name 
Inspiration  to  my  tongue !  * 

**  While  the  lingering  moon  delay 'd 
In  the  wilderness  of  night. 
Ere  the  mom  awoke  the  shade 
Into  loveliness  and  hght . — 

"Gallia's  tigers,  wild  for  blood. 
Darted  cm  our  sleeping  foki ; 
Down  the  mountains,  o'er  the  flood. 
Dark  as  thunder-clouds  they  roll'd. 

"  By  the  trumpet's  voice  alarm'd. 
All  the  valley  burst  awake ; 
All  were  in  a  moment  arro'd. 
From  die  barriers  to  the  lake. 

1  The  Fksoefa  made  their  firal  aUack  oo  the  mUer  of  Un 
waUen  rrom  the  Lake:  hot.  after  a  desperate  coaflict,  \ 
were  TictorioiiBljr  repelled,  and  two  of  their  reawlB.  cootaii 
fire  hundred  men.  perished  in  the  engaitexDeiit 

9  lathe  last  and  deciBTC  battle,  the  Underwalden  wsro  <r 
powered  by  two  French  armies,  which  mahed  apoo  them  fi 
the  opposite  moontaios.  and  sunoonded  their  camp,  whik 
assasAl.  st  the  same  time,  was  made  upon  them  from  the  Li 
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THB  W. 


or  SWTTXBBMMOk 


"Jn  dut  VttOef,  on  diat  Aon, 
Whfln  die  gnmsi  ghre  op  their  deed, 
At  the  trampet^  Toiee  onoe  more 
Shell  thow  dmnberen  quit  their  bed. 

<*  For  die  f^i&n  that  gave  them  birth 
ffidee  dieir  aihee  in  iti  womb: 
Oh !  'tie  ▼enerable  earth. 
Freedom's  cradle.  Freedom's  tomb. 

"Than  on  eveiy  side  begun 
That  unutterable  fight; 
Never  rose  the  astonish'd  sun 
On  80  hotriUe  a  sight 

**  Onoe  an  eegle  of  the  rock 
(T  was  an  omen  of  our  fiUe) 
Sioop'd,  and  firom  my  scattered  flock 
Bore  a  lambkin  to  hk  mate. 

**  While  the  Perents  fed  their  young, 
Lo!  a  cloud  of  vultures  lean, 
By  vondous  famine  stung. 
Wildly  screaming,  rush'd  between. 

"  Fiercely  fought  the  eagle-hvain, 
Tlumg^  by  multitudes  opprest. 
Till  their  httle  onee  were  slain. 
Till  they  perish'd  on  their  nest 

"  Mora  unequal  was  the  fiay 
Whidi our  band  of  brethren  waged; 
Bfore  insatiate  o'er  their  prey 
Gaul's  renxHseless  vultures  raged. 

•  In  innumerable  waves, 

Swoln  with  fiuy,  grim  with  blood. 
Headlong  rdl'd  the  hordes  of  slaves, 
And  ingulTd  us  with  a  flood. 

*In  die  whirlpool  of  diat  flood, 
Finn  in  fortitude  divine, 
like  the  eternal  rocks  we  stood. 
In  die  cataract  of  the  Rhine.' 

"Till  by  tenfold  force  assaU'd, 
In  a  hurricane  of  fire. 
When  at  length  our  i^alanx  fail'd, 
Then  our  courage  blazed  the  higher. 

"  Broken  into  feeble  bands, 
Fif^Uing  in  dissever'd  parts. 
Weak  and  weaker  grew  our  hands, 
Strong  and  stranger  still  our  hearts. 

"  Fierce  amid  the  loud  alarms, 
flbouting  in  the  foremost  firay. 
Children  raised  their  little  arms 
In  their  country's  evil  day. 

*  On  their  oountiy's  dying  bed. 

Wives  and  husbsaids  pour'd  their  breath ; 
Bfany  a  Toolfa  and  Maiden  bled, 
hfarried  at  diine  altar.  Death.* 


1  At  BrhsWiii—i     Boo  Coze'i  Traveli. 

t  Is  tUs  ninrsMs  eonflkt,  many  of  tbe  Woomo  and  Ctilk- 
Im  of  Ihs  UiMkrwaUen  foocht  in  tho  rsnka  by  thnr  HoihaiMii, 
isd  Fteban.  and  Priendp.  aud  fell  Eioriooily  for  their  cosntry. 


"  Wildly  scattered  o^«r  die  plain. 
Bloodier  still  the  batde  grew^— 
Oh  ye  Spirits  of  the  daio. 
Slain  on  those  your  prowess  dew : 

"  Who  shall  now  youi  deeds  relate  t 
Ye  that  fell  unwept,  unknown ; 
Mourning  for  your  counti3r's  fiite. 
But  rejoicing  in  your  own. 

"  Virtue,  valor,  nought  avail'd 
With  so  merciless  a  foe ; 
When  the  nerves  of  heroes  fail'd, 
Cowards  then  could  strike  a  Mow. 

**  Cold  and  keen  the  assassin's  Made 
Smote  the  fother  to  the  ground ; 
Through  the  infimt's  brMst  convey'd 
To  the  mother's  heart  a  wound.' 

"  Underwalden  thus  expired ; 
But  at  her  expiring  flame, 
WiUi  firatemal  feeling  fired, 
Lo,  a  band  of  Switxeis  came.* 

**  From  the  steeps  beyond  the  lake, 
like  a  Winter's  weight  of  snow, 
When  the  huge  Lavanges  break. 
Devastating  all  below ; ' 

**  Down  they  rush'd  with  headlong  might, 
Swifier  than  the  panting  wind ; 
All  before  them  fear  and  flight 
Death  and  silence  all  behind. 

"  How  the  forest  of  the  foe 
Bow'd  before  the  thunder-strokes^ 
When  they  laid  the  cedars  low, 
When  they  overwhelm'd  the  oaks. 

*'  Thus  they  bow'd  their  dreadful  way ; 
Till,  by  numbers  forced  to  yield. 
Terrible  in  death  they  lay. 
The  Avengers  of  the  Field." 


PART  IV. 


The  Wanderer  relates  the  drcumstanoes  attending 
the  Deadi  of  Albeit 


SHEPHEUX 

**  Pledge  the  memoiy  of  the  Brave, 
And  the  Spirits  of  the  dead ; 
Pledge  the  venerable  Grave, 
Valor's  consecrated  bed. 

"  Wanderer,  cheer  thy  drooping  soul, 
This  inspiring  goblet  take ; 
Drain  die  deep  delicious  bowl. 
For  thy  martyr'd  brethren's  sake." 


1  An  mdMerimiiiale  manaere  fUkmad  the  bstfls^ 
S  Two  hundred  aelf-doToted  heroea  fVom  the  Caoteo  of 
Swits  arrind.  at  the  dose  of  the  battle,  to  the  aid  of  tksir 
Brethrao  of  Undenralden,— and  perUied  to  a  man,  after  hir- 
ing riahi  thriee  their  number. 
3  The  Laraogos  are  tmnendoui  torrentiof  mellhiff  mow 
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"HttlS—iaifaul!  dM  FMrioCf  gnnre, 
Vakr^i  TcoanbU  bed : 
Hail!  die  memoiy  of  the  BtaTe^ 
BtaXl  the  apiriii  of  the  Dead. 

'*Tiine  their  triamphi  ■hill  prodiiiii, 
And  their  lidi  rewmrd  be  dii% — 

of  ftnev 

of  bto." 


"Or  ihat  melancholy 
In  that  conflict  of  deipab. 
Bow  wae  noble  Albert  daint 
How  didrt  dioa.  old  Wanior,  fioe  t " 


*  ui  diB  agony  of  itrifet 
Where  the  heart  of  battle  Ued, 
Wliere  hit  ooontry  loet  her  lift, 
GlofKHM  Albert  bow'd  hit  head. 

**  When  our  phalanx  broke  away, 
Ani  our  ttontest  nldien  fell, 
—Where  the  dark  rocki  dinon'd  the  dayt 
Scowling  o'er  die  deepest  dell ; 

''There,  like  liona  old  in  Uood, 
liana  rdlying  roond  their  den, 
Albert  and  hii  wairiotB  stood ; 
We  were  few,  but  we  wwe  men. 

"  Breast  to  breast  we  fcoght  die  groond, 
Ann  to  ann  repell'd  the  fee ; 
Evoy  motion  was  a  wound. 
And  a  death  was  every  blow. 

**  Tlins  the  doods  of  sanset  beam 
Warmw  with  expiring  lig^t ; 
Thm  aatomnal  meteors  stream 
Redder  duoogh  the  darkening  ni^t 

"  Bfimdes  our  champions  wroaf^t— 
Who  dfteir  dying  deeds  shall  tell ! 
Oh  how  gI<moi]sly  they  foof^t ! 
How  trimnphanUy  they  fell ! 

"  One  by  one  gave  np  the  ghost. 
Shun,  not  oonqiier*d^^-4hey  died  free. 
Albert  stood« — himself  an  host : 
List  of  all  the  Swiss  was  he. 

"  So,  when  night  with  rising  shade 
Climbs  the  Alps  from  steep  to  steeps 
Till,  in  hoary  gloom  anay'd. 
All  the  giant  moontains  deep. 

"  High  in  heaTen  their  monarch '  stands. 
Blight  and  beaateous  from  a&r, 
Shming  mito  distant  lands 
like  a  new<«reated  star. 


ftoadw  lops  of  the  AJps.  sad  dtlog*  sB  Iks 


ii  so  nodi  lu^Mr  thsa  tbs 
thst  il  csldMi  sod  msioi  tlw  bansM  of  dw  MB 
ssrlisr  sad  teUr  than  they,  aad,  wowind  wiA 
be  ssMi  fioei  sa  JMiasase  diMaaee,  paipli 

'    a  A  •  a        *&a_  a.  *  a^*  •  a  •*  *  « 

ilM.  er  eiMBsooed  with  baselliBf  glQff7i  wftrie  nst 
r  rsst  oa  ths  awaatsins  below. 


<*  While  I  stragiM  duroogh  dw  fi|H 
Albert  WM  my  sword  and  shield ; 

Till  stnmge  hoRor  qnench'd  my  sig^ 

And  I  fainted  on  the  field. 

**  Slow  awakening  fitxn  that  trance. 
When  my  soul  retom'd  to  day, 
Vanish'd  were  the  fiends  of  Fkanoe^ 
—But  in  Albert's  bkxxl  I  lay. 

"  Slain  fcr  me,  his  dearest  breath 
On  my  lips  he  did  resign ; 
Slain  fcr  me,  he  snatch'd  his  deadi 
From  the  blow  that  menaced  mine. 


«  He  hid  raised  his  dying  head. 
And  was  gazing  on  my  feoe ; 
As  I  woke« — the  spirit  fled. 
But  IfeU  his  last  embrace.' 


n 


**  Man  of  suAring !  sudi  a  tale 
Would  wring  tears  from  marble  eyea!** 


WANDl 

"Ha!  my  daoj^ter^  cheek  grows  pale!" 

WANDERZa'8  WIFE. 

"Help!  Ohdp!  my  daughter  dies ! " 

WANDnn. 

«'Calm  diy  transports,  Oh  my  wife! 
Ptece!  for  these  dear  orphans'  nke!" 

WAMDEEia'i  wnrc 

**  Oh  my  joy,  my  hope,  my  life^ 
Oh  my  child,  my  diild,  awake !" 

WANDEKEI. 

**  God !  Oh  God,  whose  goodnea  gives ; 
God!  whose  wisdom  takes  away — 
Spare  my  child." 


■"She  lives,  she  lives!'* 

WANDEKXK. 

**  Lives  f — my  daughter,  didst  thou  sayf 

**  God  Almighty,  cm  my  knees. 
In  the  dust  will  I  adore 
Thine  unsearchaUe  decrees ; 

dead :— «he  lives  once  more.'* 


wanderer's  daughter. 

"  When  poor  Albert  died,  no  prayer 
Called  him  back  to  hated  life  : 
Oh  that  I  had  perish'd  there, 
Not  his  widow,  but  his  wife ! " 

WANDEREl. 

"  Dare  my  daughter  thus  repine  ? 
Albert,  answer  from  above ; 
TeU  mci — are  these  infiuits  thine, 
Whom  dieir  mother  does  not  love ?" 

wanderer's  daughter. 

**  Does  not  love ! — my  fether,  hear ; 
Hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break; 
Dear  is  life,  but  only  dear 
For  my  pamts*,  children's  sake. 


IDO 


THE  WANDERS  OF  SWITZERLAND. 


*■  Bow*d  to  HaftTen'f  myitenons  will, 
I  am  worthy  yet  of  yoa ; 
Tm  ! — I  am  a  mother  itill. 
Though  I  feel  a  widow  too." 

WANDBUCB. 

*  Blodier,  Widow,  Mourner,  all. 
All  kmd  names  in  one, — my  child ; 
On  thy  ftithfiil  neck  I  &11; 

we  recoDciledf" 


WANOKMOt'S  DAUOHTXR. 

^  Tea,  to  Albert  I  appeal : 
Albert,  answer  ftom  above. 
That  my  frther*!  breast  may  feel 
All  his  daughter*!  heart  of  love.'* 

aHKPREKD*8  WIFK. 

**  Faint  and  wayworn  as  they  be 
With  die  day's  long  journey.  Sire, 
Let  thy  pilgrim  fiunily 
Now  with  me  to  rest  redre.'* 

WANDKKKE. 

**Tes,  die  hour  invites  to  sleep ; 
Tin  die  morrow  we  must  part : 
— ^Nay,  my  daughter,  do  not  weep, 
Dn  not  weep  and  break  my  heart 

"  SorroW'Soothing  sweet  repose 
€)a  your  peaceful  pillows  light ; 
Angel-hands  yoot  eye-lids  close — 
Dream  of  Paradise  toHiighL" 


PART  V. 


Hie  Wanderer,  being  left  alone  with  the  Shepherd, 
relates  his  Adventures  ailer  the  Batde  of  Under- 
walden. 


SHKPHKKO. 

*  When  the  good  man  yields  his  breath 
(For  the  good  man  never  dies). 
Bright,  beyond  the  gulf  of  death, 
Lo!  the  land  of  promise  lies. 

"  Peace  to  Albert's  awful  shade. 
In  diat  land  where  sorrows  cease ; 
And  to  Albert's  ashes,  laid 
In  the  earth's  cold  bosom,  peace." 

WANDKIXK. 

"Onthe&talfieldlUy, 
Till  die  hour  when  twilight  pale, 
like  the  ghost  of  dying  day, 
Waoder'd  down  the  darkening  vale. 

**  Then  in  agony  I  rose. 
And  with  horror  look'd  around. 
Where,  embracing  friends  and  fees. 
Dead  and  dying,  strew'd  the  ground. 

*Blany  a  widow  fix'd  her  eye. 
Weeping,  where  her  husband  Ued, 
HeedleaB,  though  her  babe  was  by, 
Pkmlding  to  his  ftther  dead. 


"  Many  a  mother,  in  despair. 
Turning  up  the  ghasdy  slain. 
Sought  her  son,  her  hero  there. 
Whom  she  kmg'd  to  seek  in  vain. 


u 


Dark  the  evening  shadows  roll'd 
On  the  eye  that  gieam'd  in  deadi ; 
And  the  evening  dews  fell  cold 
On  the  lip  that  gasp'd  lor  breath. 

"  As  I  gazed,  an  ancient  dame, 
— She  was  ckildleu  by  her  look, — 
With  refreshing  cordials  came ; 
Of  her  bounty  I  parioek. 

"  Then,  with  despemtion  bold, 
Albert's  precious  corpse  I  bore 
On  these  shoulders  weak  and  old, 
Bow'd  with  misery  before. 

"  Albert's  angri  gave  me  strength, 
As  I  stagger'd  down  the  glen ; 
And  I  hid  my  charge  at  length 
In  its  wildest,  deepest  den. 

"  Then,  returning  through  the  shade 
To  the  battle-scene,  I  sought, 
'Mongst  the  slain,  an  ax  and  spade ; 
With  such  weapons  Frekmkn  fought 

*'  Sc]rthos  for  swords  our  youth  did  wield. 

In  that  execrable  strife : 

Plowshares  in  that  horrid  field 

Bled  with  slaughter,  breathed  with  life. 

"  In  a  dark  and  lonely  cave. 
While  the  glimmering  moon  arose. 
Thus  I  dug  my  Albert's  grave ; 
There  his  hallow'd  limbs  repose. 

**  Tears  then,  tears  too  long  represt, 
Gush'd . — ^they  fell  like  healing  balm. 
Till  the  whirlwind  in  my  breast, 
Died  into  a  dreary  calm. 

*<  On  the  fresh  earth's  humid  bed. 
Where  my  martyr  lay  enshrined. 
This  forlorn,  unhappy  head. 
Crazed  with  anguish,  I  reclined. 

**  But  while  o'er  my  weary  eyes 
Soothing  slumbers  seem'd  to  creep, 
Forth  I  sprang,  with  strange  surprise, 
Frcnn  the  clasping  arms  of  sleep. 

**  For  die  bones  of  Albert  dead 
Heaved  the  turf  with  horrid  throes. 
And  his  grave  beneath  my  head. 
Burst  asunder ; — Albert  rose ! 

**  *  Ha !  my  Son — my  Son,'  I  cried, 
*  Wherefore  hast  thou  left  thy  gravel* 
— *  Fly,  my  Father,'  he  replied ; 
'  Save  my  wife— my  children  save.* 

"  In  the  passing  of  a  breath 
This  tremendous  scene  was  o'er : 
Darkness  shut  the  gates  of  Death, 
Silence  teal'd  diem  as  before. 
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««Qm  pale  intNMOt  fii'd  I  Hood 
In  artoDMbment  Mvere ; 
Horror  pettified  my  Uood^— 
I WM  widier'd  up  with  few. 

"Hmd  a  Hidden  trenbliiig  CUM 
(y  er  my  limbi ;  I  fidt  od  fire, 
Bunungf  qohreriiig  like  a  ' 
In  tlie  tortanl  to  expire." 


•*  Rather  like  the  aoantain-oak. 
TempeiMhaken,  rooted  fi0t, 
Gmping  sixeogth  fiom  erery  Hnke. 
While  it  wreedei  with  the  blaet*' 


u  Ay  t — my  heut,  anwoDt  to  yield, 
Qoickly  quell'd  the  stnnge  affright. 
And  undMiPU*^  o*er  the  field 
I  began  my  Wnely  ffi^ 

**  Loud  the  giwty  night-wind  blew ; — 
Many  an  awfiil  pause  between, 
Fiti  of  li^  and  darkneM  flew, 
Wild  and  sudden  o'er  the  scene. 

**  For  the  moon's  resplendent  eye 
GleanM  of  transient  glory  shed ; 
And  the  doads,  athwart  the  sky, 
like  a  routed  army,  fled. 

•*  Sounds  and  voices  fill'd  the  rale. 
Heard  alternate  kmd  and  tow ; 
Shouts  of  victory  swell'd  the  gale, 
But  the  breeses  murmur'd  woe. 

•«  As  I  climb'd  the  mountain's  side, 
Whei«  the  lAke  and  Valley  meet. 
All  my  country's  power  and  pride 
Lay  in  ruins  at  my  feet. 

*<0n  that  grim  and  ghastly  plain 
Uoderwalden's  heartrstrings  broke. 
When  A/e  saw  her  heroes  slain. 
And  her  rocks  receive  the  yoke. 

«0n  that  plain,  in  childhood's  honiv. 
From  thmr  mothers'  anns  set  finee, 
Oft  those  heroes  gathered  flowers, 
Often  chased  the  wandering  bee. 

**  On  that  plain,  in  rosy  youdi, 
They  had  fed  their  fethers'  flocks, 
TV)ld  their  love,  and  pledged  their  truth, 
In  the  shadow  of  those  rocks. 

••  There,  with  shepherd's  pipe  and  aong. 
In  the  merry  mingUng  dance. 
Once  they  led  their  brides  along, 
Now* ^Perditioo  seiae  thee,  Franee!" 


••  Heard  not  Heaven  the  accusing  criea 
Of  the  bk>od  that  smoked  around. 
While  the  life-vnum  sacrifice 
Mpitated  on  the  ground  ?*' 


**  Wrath  in  silence  heaps  his  tloie. 
To  confeund  the  guilty  fee; 
But  the  thunder  will  not  roar 
Till  the  flash  has  struck  the  blow. 

**  Vengeance,  vengeance  will  not 
It  shall  burst  on  Gallia's  head. 
Sudden  as  the  judgment-day 
To  the  unexpecting  dead. 

'*  From  the  Revolution's  flood 
8h^  a  fiery  dragon  start; 
He  shall  drink  his  mother's  bknd. 
He  shall  eat  his  fether's  heart. 


**  Nunt  by  Anarchy  and  Crime, 

He but  distance  mocks  my  siglit. 

Oh  thou  great  avenger.  Time  ! 
Bring  thy  strangest  birth  to  light*' 

SIlErilElD. 

«  Prophet !  ihoo  hast  vpoken  well. 
.\nd  I  deem  thy  wxwds  divine  : 
Now  the  mournful  sequel  tell 
Of  thy  country's  woes  and  thine.'' 

wANnnmL 

"Though  the  moon's  bewldcr'd  bark. 

Bf  the  midnight  tempest  tost. 

In  a  sea  of  vapors  dark. 

In  a  gulf  of  clouds  was  lost ; 

*•  Stni  my  journey  I  pursued. 
Climbing  many  a  weary  sleep, 
Whence  the  closing  scene  I  view'd 
With  an  eye  that  i%-ould  not  weep. 

"  Stants— a  melancholy  pyre — 
And  her  hamlets  blazed  behind. 
With  ten  thousand  toncrues  of  fire 
Writhing,  raging  in  the  wind.' 

«  Flaming  piles,  where'er  I  tum'd. 
Cast  a  grim  and  dreadful  light ; 
like  funereal  Lamps  they  bum'd 
In  the  sepulchre  of  night ; 

*•  While  the  red  illumined  flood. 
With  a  hoante  and  hollow  roor. 
Seem'd  a  lake  of  living  blood. 
Wildly  weltering  on  the  shore. 

**  'Midst  the  mountains  far  away. 
Soon  I  spied  the  sacred  spot. 
Whence  a  slow  consuming  ray, 
Glimmer'd  from  my  native  ci>t. 

"  At  the  sight  my  bnun  was  fired. 
And  afresh  my  heart's  wounds  bled  ; 

Still  I  gazed; the  spark  oipired — 

Nature  seem'd  extinct : — I  fled. 


I  Tbe  town  of  Suirtx.  snd  th«  nmoaodinK  ▼tlla4e« 
bonit  by  tin  Fraocfa  oo  the  nicht  sftn  Uie  battle  of  Um 
dsa.  and  tin  besntifbl  rtlkr  wu  eoavcited  into  a  wild* 
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''fled  (  tait  ere  the  noon  of  day, 
Roach'd  the  lonely  goat-herd*s  nett, 
Where  my  wife,  my  children  lay — 
Hmband— Father ^ihink  the  ren." 


PART  VI. 


rbe  Wanderer  informs  the  Shepherd  that,  after  the 
example  of  many  of  his  Countrj^men  flying  fiom 
the  tyrumy  of  Fiance,  it  is  hit  intention  to  settle 
in  some  remote  province  of  America. 


SHXPHKRD. 

"  WAirOBBKE,  whither  wouldst  thou  roam } 
To  what  region  far  away 
Bend  thy  steps  to  find  a  home, 
In  die  twilight  of  thy  day f" 


**  In  die  twiligfat  of  my  day, 
I  am  hMleninf  to  die  Wert ; 
Time  my  weary  limbs  to  lay. 
Where  the  sun  retires  to  rest. 

"  Far  beyond  the  Atlantic  floods, 
Stretdi'd  beneath  die  evening  sky, 
Realms  of  mountains,  dark  with  woods, 
In  Colombia's  bosom  lie. 

"  There,  in  glens  and  caverns  rode, 
Silent  since  the  world  began. 
Dwells  the  virgin  Solitude, 
Unbetray'd  by  fiuthlees  man « 

**  Where  a  tyrant  never  trod. 
Where  a  slave  was  never  known. 
Bat  where  Nature  worships  God 
In  the  wilderness  alone : 

"  —Thither,  thither  would  I  roam ; 
TTiere  my  children  may  be  free ; 
I  fiir  them  will  find  a  home, 
Tliey  shall  find  a  grave  for  me. 

"Tlioagh  my  &therB*  bones  afiur 
In  dieir  oatire  land  repose, 
Tet  beneath  the  twilight  star 
Soft  on  mine  the  turf  shall  close. 

"Thoogh  the  mould  that  wraps  my  clay 
When  this  storm  of  life  is  o'er, 
NevOT  since  creation  lay 
On  a  human  breast  before ; — 

"  Yet  in  sweet  communion  there. 
When  die  foUowi  to  the  dead. 
Shall  my  bosom's  partner  share 
Her  poor  husband's  lowly  bed. 

"Albert's  babes  shall  deck  oor  grave, 
And  my  daughter's  duteous  team 
BU  the  flowery  verdure  wave 
ThMNidh  the  winter-waste  of  yeaia." 
95  R 


**  Long  before  thy  son  descend. 
May  thy  woes  and  wanderings 
Late  and  lovely  be  thine  end ; 
Hope  and  triumph,  joy  and  peace ! 

**  As  our  lakes,  at  day's  decline. 
Brighten  through  the  gathering  gloom. 
May  thy  latest  rooments  shine 
Through  the  night-iall  of  die  tomb." 

WANDXan. 

"Though  our  parent  perish'd  here, 
like  the  Phoenix  on  her  nest, 
Lo !  new-fledged  her  wings  appear. 
Hovering  in  the  golden  WesL 

"  Thither  shall  her  sons  repair. 
And  beytmd  the  roaring  main 
Find  their  native  counny  there. 
Find  their  Switxerland  again. 

"  Mountains,  can  ye  chain  die  will  f 
Ocean,  canst  thou  quench  the  heart  f 
No ;  I  feel  my  country  still, 
LuicETT!  where'er  thou  art 

"  Thus  it  was  in  hoary  time. 
When  our  fiithers  sallied  forth. 
Full  of  confidence  sublime, 
From  the  fiimine-^'asted  North.' 

" '  Freedom,  in  a  land  of  rocks 
Wild  as  Scandinavia,  give, 
Power  Eternal !  where  our  flocks 
And  our  litde  ones  may  live.' 

"  Thus  they  pmy'd ;— a  sacred  hand 
Led  them  by  a  path  unknown, 
To  that  dear  delightful  land 
Which  I  yet  must  cat!  my  own. 

"  To  die  Vale  of  Switx  they  came 
Soon  their  meliorating  toil 
Gave  the  forests  to  the  flame, 
And  their  ashes  to  the  soil. 

"  Thence  their  ardent  labors  spread, 
mi  above  the  mountain-snows 
Towering  beauty  show'd  her  head. 
And  a  new  creation  rose ! 

"  So,  in  regions  wild  and  wide. 
We  will  pierce  the  savage  woods, 
Clodie  the  rocks  in  purple  i»ide. 
Plow  the  va]le3rs,  tame  the  floods ; 

1  There  is  s  trmditioo  annons  Uw  8wi«,  that  they  an  de- 
■ceoded  ftom  Um  ancient  Scandinaviana;  anMOg  whom,  ia  a 
remote  afe.  there  aroee  eo  f  rieroni  a  famioe,  that  it  was  de- 
termined in  the  ■■embly  of  the  Nation,  that  avwy  tenth  maa 
and  hie  ftmily  ibould  quit  their  eouotfTt  and  eeek  a  new  pen* 
■ewion.  Six  thooMind,  ehoeen  hr  lot,  thna  emifralad  at  onea 
fimn  the  North.  Tber  prayed  to  God  to  coodoet  them  tn  a  load 
lika  their  own,  where  thef  nuffht  dwell  in  fivedom  ao^  gsisl. 
thdfaiic  food  for  their  famUiea,  and  paatnre  for  their  catds.  Ood, 
ays  the  tradition,  lad  then  to  a  valler  amont  the  Alpa,  ^rfMMra 
they  cleared  away  tha  fbrasli,  bailt  the  town  of  Bwils,  ood 
aftorwawto  psopisd  sad  cakhrated  the  cartonsofUri  sad  Oadir- 
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"Tin  a  heintaoni  iahiid  Ue, 
Bf  a  fcf  Mt  mm  emhiaced. 
Shall  make  DetdUtioo  ■niile 
In  the  depth  of  hia  own 


"There,  uneuTied  and  onknown. 
We  ahall  dwell  tecnre  and  fiee. 
In  a  coontiy  all  our  own. 
In  a  land  of  liberty." 


aaxPBXADw 

"Tec  the  woods,  the  rocks,  the 
Unbeloved,  shall  bring  to  mind, 
Wana  with  ETeoing*s  purple  beams, 
Dearsr  okgects  left  behkid ; 

**  And  thy  native  ooontiy's  soog, 
Caroird  in  a  fcreign  oUme, 
When  new  echoes  shall  prokmg , 
— Smqde,  tender,  and  soblime ; 

"  How  wfll  diy  poor  cheek  tun  pale. 
And,  befcte  thy  banish'd  eyes, 
Underwalden*s  channing  vale 
And  thine  own  sweet  cottage  rise !** 

WAIfDKRZB. 

" By  the  gkirions  ghost  of  Tkll; 
By  Moigaithen's  awful  fray ; 
%  the  fieM  where  Albert  fell 
In  thy  last  and  bitter  day ; 


'«Soalof 

Ha!  die  spell  has  waked  die  dead: 

From  her  adies  to  die  skies 
Switaariand  exalts  her  head. 

"See  the  Queen  of  Mountains  stand 
In  immortal  mail  complete, 
Widi  the  lightning  in  her  hand. 
And  the  Alps  bmeath  her  feet 


"Haik!  her  voice >—^ Biy 
Freedom  dawns,  behold  the  day 
From  the  bed  of  bondage  break, 
T  is  your  mother  calls,— obey.' 


"  At  the  sound,  our  fethers*  graves. 
On  eadi  ancient  balde-flain. 
Utter  groans,  and  toss  Uke  waves 
When  the  wild  blast  sweeps  the 

"  Rise,  my  Brethren !  cast  away 
All  die  diains  that  bind  you  tia 
Rise,! — ^your  mother's  voice  obey. 
And  appease  your  fethos*  graves. 

**  Strike  I — the  conflict  is  begun ; 
Freemen,  Soldiers,  follow  me. 
Shout !  the  victory  is  won,^ — 

SwrrZEKLAMD  AND  LiBEETT  !*' 


"  Warrior,  Warrior,  stay  thine  arm! 
Sheadie,  O  riieadie  diy  A«r.t;«  — -~J*" 


"  Ah !  I  mv< 


-I  feint: 

memory  is  restored. 


"  Tes,  to  agony  restored 
From  the  too  transporting  charm ; 
Sleep  for  ever,  O  my  swoid ! 
Be  thou  widier'd,  O  mine  aim ! 

**Switxerland  is  but  a  name : 

Yet  I  feel,  where'er  I  roam. 

That  my  heart  is  still  the  same, 
Switaeriand  is  still  my  home." 


sue  Wttft  KtOrfeiBL 

IN  POUR  PARTS. 

WUTTEN  IN  HONOR  OF  THE  ABOLITION  OF  THE  AFRICAN  SLAVE  TRADE  BT  THE 

BRITISH  LEGISLATURE,  IN  1807. 


for  svOT ;  not  sow  ss  s  Hnrsst,  bat  sbore  a 

SL  PmU^t  EpuL  U  PkiUmm,  w.  U.  IS. 


TO  THE  PUBUC. 


Thbue  are  ofciections  against  die  title  and  plan  of 
ikk  poem,  which  will  occur  to  almost  every  reader. 
Hm  Andior  will  not  anticipate  them :  he  will  only 
dbMrvtt,  that  die  tide  seemed  die  best,  and  die  plan 
dbe  maft  eligible,  which  he  oooU  adapt  to  a  salyeet 
and  eiODsive,  yet  so  fta^liar,  and  ei- 
■  the  Afifiean  Slave  Tkade^— a 


which  had  become  antiquated,  by  frequent,  minut 
and  disgusting  exposure ;  which  aflbrded  no  oppc 
tunity  to  awaken,  suspend,  and  delight  curiosity.  1 
a  subde  and  surprising  developement  of  plot ;  ai 
concerning  which  public  feeling  had  been  weaiw 
into  insensibility,  by  die  agony  of  interest  which  tl 
question  ezdted,  during  thrmmd-twenty  yean  * 
aUnost  incessant  discussion.  That  trade  is  at  \et^ 
aboUshed.  May  its  memory  be  immortal,  that  bene 
forth  it  may  be  known  only  by  its  memory ! 
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THE  WEST  INDIES. 

PART  L 

ARGUMENT. 

Inliodiielkn^  oo  tke  Abolition  of  the  Slave  Trade. — 
The  Mariner*!  Compaaik — Columbuk — ^The  D»- 
oovery  of  America^ — ^The  Wett  Indian  lalandi. — 
The  Caiiba — Their  Extermination. 


«*Tht  chaina  are  broken,  Africa:  be  free!" 
Tliaa  nith  the  island-empren  of  the  eea ; 
Thoa  Huth  Britannia^ — Oh,  ye  winds  and  waves ! 
Waft  the  glad  tidings  to  the  land  of  slaves ; 
Proclaim  on  Guinea's  coast,  by  Gahibia's  side, 
And  frr  as  Niger  rolls  his  eastern  tide,> 
lliroDgh  radiant  realms,  beneath  the  burning  aone. 
Where  Europe's  curse  is  felt,  her  name  unknown. 
Thus  sailh  Britannia,  empress  of  the  sea, 
*«Thy>cliatnB  are  broken,  Africa:  be  free!" 

Long  lay  die  ocean-paths  from  man  coneeal*d : 
light  came  from  heaven, — the  magnet  was  reveal'd, 
A  surer  star  to  guide  the  seaman's  eye 
Than  die  pale  giory  of  the  northern  sky ; 
Alike  ofdain'd  to  shine  by  night  and  day. 
Through  calm  and  tempest,  with  unsetting  ray ; 
Where'or  die  mountains  rise,  the  billows  roll, 
Still  with  strong  impulse  turning  to  the  pole. 
True  la  the  sun  is  to  the  morning  true, 
Thovigh  light  as  film,  and  trembling  as  the  dew. 

Tlien  man  no  longer  plied  with  timid  oar. 
And  6iling  heart,  along  the  windward  shore ; 
Broad  to  the  sky  he  tum'd  his  feariess  sail. 
Defied  the  advene,  woo'd  the  favoring  gale. 
Bared  to  the  storm  his  adamantine  breast. 
Or  aoA  on  Ocean's  lap  lay  down  to  rest ; 
While  frte,  as  clouds  the  liquid  ether  sweep, 
Hia  wfaKe-wing'd  vessels  coursed  the  unbounded  deep ; 
From  dime  to  dime  the  wanderer  loved  to  roam, 
Hw  wavea  his  heritage,  the  worid  his  home. 

Th«i  (fast  Columbus,  with  the  mighty  hand 
or  graapmg  genius,  weigh'd  the  sea  and  land ; 
Tlie  fboda  o'erfoalanced : — where  the  tide  of  light. 
Day  after  day,  roU'd  down  the  gulf  of  night, 
Tliere  aeem'd  one  waste  of  waters : — ^kmg  in  vain 
ffis  spirit  brooded  o'er  the  Atlantic  main ; 
Wbee  aodden,  as  creation  burst  from  nought. 
Sprang  a  new  world,  through  his  stupendous  thought, 
Ii|^  ovder,  beauty ! — ^While  his  mind  explored 
IVs  mnreiling  mystery,  his  heart  adored ; 
Where'er  aubUme  imagination  trod. 
He  baud  the  voice,  he  saw  the  &ce  of  God. 

Far  fiom  the  western  cliffi  he  cast  his  eye 
O^er  the  wide  ocean  stretching  to  the  sky : 


Park,  io  Mi  travels.  AMSorUiiMd  thirt  *'  the  mmat 

'.--^ "  llowt  «tttftap<irrf.  It  is  probable,  theicfbre, 

river  ie  either  kwt  among  the  nodta.  or  eniptiee  itieir 
in  the  undiscovered  regions  of  AfHcs. — 


In  calm  magnifioence  the  sun  declined. 
And  left  a  paradise  of  clouds  behind : 
Proud  at  his  feet,  with  pomp  of  peari  and  gold. 
The  billows  in  a  sea  of  glory  roll'd. 

"  — ^Ah !  on  this  sea  of  glory  mif^t  I  sail. 
Track  the  bright  sun,  and  pierce  the  eternal  veil 
That  hides  those  lands,  beneath  Hesperian  skies. 
Where  day-light  sojourns  till  our  morrow  •'—»'• 


Thoughtful  he  wander'd  on  the  beach  akne ; 
Mild  o'er  the  deep  the  vesper  planet  shone. 
The  eye  of  evening,  brightemng  through  die 
Till  the  sweet  moment  when  it  shot  to  rest: 
'<  Whither,  O  golden  Venus !  art  Uiou  fled  ? 
Not  in  the  ocean-chambers  lies  thy  bed ; 
Round  the  dim  world  thy  glittering  chariot  drawn 
Pursues  the  twilight,  or  precedes  the  dawn; 
Thy  beauty  noon  and  midnight  never  see. 
The  mom  and  eve  divide  the  year  with  thee." 

Sofl  feU  die  shades,  till  Cyndiia's  slender  bow 
Crested  the  farthest  wave,  then  sunk  below : 
"  Tell  me,  resplendent  guardian  of  the  night, 
Circling  the  sphere  in  thy  perennial  flif^t. 
What  secret  path  of  heaven  thy  smiles  adorn, 
What  nameleas  sea  reflects  thy  gleaming  horn t" 


Now  earth  and  ocean  vanish'd,  all 
The  starry  firmament  olone  was  seen ; 
Through  the  slow,  silent  hours,  he  watch'd  the  hoet 
Of  midnight  suns  in  western  darkness  lost, 
Till  Night  himself,  on  shadowy  pinions  bnrne. 
Fled  o'er  the  mighty  waters,  and  the  mora 
Danced  on  the  mountains : — **  lights  of  heaven !"  he 

cried, 
**  Lead  on ; — ^I  go  to  win  a  glorious  bride ; 
Fearless  o'er  gulft  unknown  I  urge  nqr  way. 
Where  peril  prowls,  and  shipwreck  lurks  fiir  prey: 
Hope  swells  my  sail ; — in  spirit  I  behold 
That  maiden  worid,  twin-sister  of  the  eld. 
By  nature  nufMd  beyond  the  jedous 
Denied  to  ages,  but  betroth'd  to  me.'** 


I  When  the  Author  of  Tke  Weat  htHu  eoneeived  the  ptoa 
of  this  introduction  of  Coknnhas,  he  was  not  swan  that  ho  was 
indebted  to  any  preceding  poet  for  a  hmt  on  the  aohjoet ;  hot, 
soHM  time  afterwards,  on  a  second  pemsal  of  Soother^  Madoe, 
it  struck  him  that  the  idea  of  Columbus  walking  oo  dw  ahoio 
at  sunset,  which  he  had  hitherto  imagined  his  own,  might  ho 
00I7  a  relleetioo  of  the  impreirioo  made  upon  Us  wSmA  loiig  be- 
fbre,  br  the  first  reading  of  the  foHowing  splendid  passage  He 
therefbra  gladir  makes  this  acknowledgment,  dioagh  at  his  owa 
expense,  in  justice  to  the  Author  of  the  noblest  nairalive  poass 
in  the  English  language,  after  the  Fawie  Qoeoa  and  Pamfiaa 
Lost 

When  evening  came,  toward  the  echoiag  shore 
I  and  Cadwallon  walk'd  togedier  forth ; 
Bright  with  dilated  glorr  shone  the  west ; 
But  brighter  lajr  the  ocean  flood  bek>w. 
The  bomisb'd  silver  sea,  that  heaved  and  flaih*d 
lis  restless  rajs  Intolerahir  bright. 
*' Prince  !**  quoth  Cad  walkm,  "  thou  base  lodo  dM  wavss 
In  triumph  when  the  invader  felt  diiae  srsk 
Oh  what  a  noblmr  conquest  might  be  woe 
There,— upon  that  wide  field  !**  '*  What  meaaoat  thear* 
I  cried :  "  That  rooder  waters  are  not  spread 
A  boundlesa  waste,  a  boame  impassable ; 
That  thou  shoohist  role  the  eleoMnts,— that  thsrs 
Might  roanlf  courage,  manly  wisdom,  find 
Some  happy  isle,  aoose  uodiecovar'd  shore,   ._ 
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The  windi  were  piwperoai,  and  the  billowi  bore 
Tlie  brmve  edventorer  lo  the  piomiied  ihora ; 
Far  in  the  west,  amy'd  in  purple  light, 
Dawn*d  the  new  world  on  hif  enrapUired  aght : 
Not  Adam,  looaen'd  from  the  encumbering  earth. 
Waked  by  the  breath  of  God  to  inetant  birth, 
With  fweeter,  wilder  ni-onder  gazed  arotmd* 
When  life  within,  and  light  without  he  fiNind ; 
When,  all  creation  ruahing  o'er  hi*  aoul. 
He  wem'd  to  live  and  breathe  throughout  the  whole. 
So  felt  Columbus,  when,  divinely  feir, 
At  die  last  look  of  resolute  despair. 
The  Hesperian  isles,  from  distance  dimly  blue. 
With  gradual  beauty  open'd  on  his  \-iew. 
In  that  proud  moment,  his  transported  mind 
Hie  morning  and  the  evening  worlds  combined. 
And  made  the  sea,  that  sunder'd  them  befere 
A  bond  of  peace,  uniting  shore  to  abote. 

Vain,  Ytskmary  hope !  rapacions  Spain 
FoUow'd  her  hero's  triumph  o'er  the  main. 
Her  hardy  sons  in  fields  of  battle  tried, 
Where  Moor  and  Christian  desperately  died. 
A  rabid  race,  fanatirally  bold. 
And  staeTd  to  cruelty  by  lust  of  gold. 
Traverwd  the  waves,  the  unknown  wt»ld  explored. 
The  cross  iheir  standard,  but  their  feith  die  sword ; 
Their  steps  were  graves;  o'er  prostrate  realms  they 

trod; 
They  wwahtpp*d  Mammon  while  they  vow*d  to  God. 

Let  nobler  bards  in  loftier  numbers  tell 
How  Cortes  cooquer'd,  Montezuma  fell ; 
How  fieice  Fizarro's  ruffian  arm  o'erthrew 
The  Sun*s  respl»id«[it  empire  in  Peru ; 
How,  like  a  prophet,  old  Los  Casas  stood. 
And  raised  his  voice  against  a  sea  of  blood, 
WhoAe  diilling  waves  recoil'd  while  he  feretold 
Ifis  country's  ruin  by  avenging  gold. 
— ^Tliat  gi4d,  fer  which  unpitied  Indians  fell. 
That  gold.  At  once  the  snare  and  scourge  of  hell, 
Thenceferth  hy  righteous  Heaven  was  doom'd  to  shed 
Unmingled  curses  on  the  spoiler's  head ; 
For  gokl  the  Spi:niard  cast  his  suul  away^^ 
His  gold  and  Lkb  v^  ere  every  natJ<Hi*s  prey. 

Bat  themes  like  these  mtMiki  ask  an  angel-lyre, 
language  of  light  and  sentiment  of  fire ; 
Give  me  to  aing,  in  me!i:n<Hboly  strains. 
Of  Carib  martyrdoms  and  Negro  chains ; 
One  race  by  tyrants  rooted  from  the  eaxlh. 
Que  dkxMB^d  to  slavery  by  the  laint  of  birth ! 

Where  first  his  drooping  sails  Columbos  furl'd. 
And  sweetly  mted  in  another  world. 
Amidst  the  heaven-reflecting  ocean,  smiles 
A  constellation  of  elpian  isles ; 
Fair  as  Orion,  when  he  mounts  on  high. 
Sparkling  with  midnight  splendor  fiom  the  sky : 
They  bnk  beneath  the  sun's  meridian  ny. 
When  not  a  shadow  breaks  the  boundless  blaae ; 
Hie  breath  of  ocean  wviders  through  their  vales 
In  momii^  breezes  and  in  evenii^  gales : 


Earth  from  her  lap  perennial  ^/erdme 
Ambrosial  frabs,  and  amarant  lane 
O'er  the  wild  mnnntains  and  'luxuriant 
Nature  in  all  the  pomp  of  beauty  reigns. 
In  all  the  pride  of  freedom.— NATumx 
Proclaims  that  Max  was  born  €»r  Ubeity. 
She  flourishes  where'er  the  am^^ieams  play 
lO'er  living  fountains,  sallyiag  into  d^ ; 
;She  withers  where  the  wafeia  ceaae  to  luO, 
And  night  and  winter  stai^nale  roond  Ae  pole: 
i  Man  too,  where  freedom's  beams  and  fomiafas  hmi 
Springs  firom  the  dust,  aiid  bli—inis  to  the 
Dead  to  the  joys  of  light  and  life,  the  slave 
Clings  to  the  clod ;  his  root  is  in  the  grave  .* 
Bondage  is  winter,  dariaiess,  death. 


Freedom  the  sun,  the  sea,  the  mountaina,  and  tht  mi 


t 
'4, 


In  placid  indolence  mipinely  blest* 
A  feeble  race  these  beauteous  isles 
Untamed,  untaught,  in  arts  and  arms 
Their  patrimonial  soil  iHey  rudely  till'd. 
Chased  the  free  rovers  of  the  savage  wood. 
Ensnared  the  wild-bird,  sh  ept  the  amiy  flood ; 
Shelter'd  in  lowly  huts  their  fragile  Soram 
From  hnmifig  suns  and  desolating  stonaa; 
Or  when  the  halcyon  sported  on  the  htt  bm, 
In  light  canoes  they  skimm'd  the  rippling  aes: 
Their  lives  in  dreams  of  soothing  languor  flaw* 
No  parted  joys,  no  future  pains,  they  knew. 
Hie  passing  moment  all  their  bliss  or  care  ; 
Sudi  as  their  sires  had  been  the  efaildrea  mu% 
From  age  to  age ;  as  wave*  upoo  the  tkle 
Of  stormless  time,  they  calmly  Kved  and  di«& 


Co«U 


pkce  for  peser.    Ok !  tlut  ny  wd 
of  moreiiif !  aoaa  «wiU  I 


to  dswB  is  glory.** 


Dreadful  as  hurricanes,  athwart  the  main 
Rush'd  the  fell  legions  of  invading  ^lain ; 
With  fraud  and  force,  with  felse  and  fetal  hreadi 
(Submission  bondage,  and  resistance  deatlO, 
They  swept  the  isles.     In  \*ain  the  simple  noa 
Knecl'd  to  the  iron  sceptre  of  their  grace. 
Or  with  weak  arras  their  fiery  vengeance  braved; 
They  came,  they  saw.  they  conquer  d.  they  enslaved. 
And  they  destroy'd : — the  generous  heart  they  brakes 
They  cruvh'd  the  timid  neck  beneath  the  yoke ; 
Where'er  to  battle  marrh'd  their  fell  array. 
The  svi'ord  of  conquest  plow'd  resistless  yncf ; 
Where'er  from  cruel  toil  they  sought  repoae. 
Around  the  fires  of  devastation  rose. 
Hie  Indian,  as  he  tnm'd  his  head  in  ffigfat. 
Beheld  his  cottage  flaming  through  the  night. 
And,  'midst  the  shrieks  of  murder  on  the  wind. 
Heard  the  mote  blood-hound's  death-step  close  bduuL 

The  conflict  o'er,  the  valiant  in  their  graves, 
Tlie  wretcJiod  remnant  dwindled  into  slavea ; 
Condemn'd  in  ppstilenlial  relb  to  pine, 
Dehing  for  gold  amidst  the  gloomy  mine. 
The  su£&rer,  sick  of  life-protracting  breath. 
Inhaled  with  joy  the  fire-damp  blast  of  death : 
— Condemn'd  to  fell  the  mountain  palm  on  high. 
That  cast  iu  shadow  from  the  e\-ening  sky. 
Ere  the  tree  trembled  to  his  feeble  stroke. 
The  woodman  lanfpiiih'd. and  his  heartstrings  broke; 
—Condemn'd.  in  torrid  noon,  with  palsied  hand. 
To  urge  the  slow  plow  o'er  the  obdurate  land, 
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,  imitten  by  the  ra&'i  quick  nj, 
iDg  the  unfinkh'd  funow  lay. 
i  At  length  with  ignonunioiv  toil, 
eir  barren  aihea  with  the  eoil, 
)  dust  the  Carib  people  paat'd, 
a  foliage  withering  in  the  blavt : 
race  aiuik  beneath  the  oppfeaMMr*!  tod, 
ilank  among  the  works  of  God. 


PARTIL 


ARGUMENT. 

-Africa^— The  Negrow— The  Slave^^arry- 
>. — ^The  Means  and  Resources  of  the  Slave 
-The  Pbrtuguese, — Dutch, — Danes^ — 
-end  English  in  America. 


le  bowers  of  paradise,  that  graced 
Is  of  the  world-dividing  waste, 
iring  cocoas  waved  their  graceful  locks, 
uxuriant  clustered  round  the  rocks ; 
ge-grovea  perfumed  the  circling  air, 
re,  flowers,  and  fruit  for  ever  &ir; 
foliage  track'd  the  winding  nils, 
brests  dumber'd  on  the  hills; 
n  plant,  ingrafted  on  the  soil,' 
vr  9ge»  with  consuming  toil ; 
cnowledge  with  forbidden  fhiit, 
)  taste,  and  ruin  at  the  root ; 
vwtfa  were  good  and  evil  found, 
e  planter,  but  it  cursed  the  ground ; 
vain  wealth  it  gorged  the  master's  hoard, 
with  manna  lus  luxurious  board, 
vas  perdition  to  the  slave, — 

>  lift,  and  flourish'd  on  his  grave. 

>  flerce  spoiler  fW>m  remorseless  Spain 
Mlmy  spirit  of  the  cane, 

1  his  rival  in  the  west 

;h  reed  ambrosial  sweetness  pieai'd), 

h  his  thoughts  the  miser  purpose  roll*d 

bidden  treasures  into  gold. 

reath,  by  pestilent  decay, 

tribes  were  swiftly  swept  away ; 

horrcNr  o'er  the  isles  were  spr«ul, 

leem'd  the  spectres  of  the  dead. 

rd  saw ;  no  sigh  of  pity  stole, 

oonsdence  touch'd  his  sullen  soul : 

eepa  not  o'er  the  kid ; — he  turns 

eyes  abroad,  and  madly  bums 

ictims,  and  for  warmer  blood ; 

t  Carib  shore  the  ^n'ant  stood, 

is  eyes  with  fury  o'er  the  tide, 

ond  the  gloomy  gulf  descried 

4ca :  he  burst  away, 

yell  of  transport  grasp'd  his  prey. 

e  stupendous  Mountains  of  the  Moon 
road  shadows  o'er  the  realms  of  noon ; 


is  taid  to  have  been  firat  transplanted  (Hmd  Ma- 
razils,  br  the  Portaini«ae,  and  afterwards  tntro- 
apsnianb  into  the  Caribbee  Idan^— Sm  a£is 

R3 


From  rude  Cafiraria,  where  die  guafta  biowM, 

With  stately  heads»  among  the  forest  boughs^ 

To  Atlas,  where  Numidian  lions  glow 

With  torrid  fire  beneath  eternal  snow  .* 

From  Nubian  hills,  that  hail  the  dawning  day, 

To  Guinea's  coast,  where  evening  ftdea  away, 

Regions  immenM,  unsearchable,  unknown, 

Baak  in  the  splendor  of  the  solar  aone ; 

A  v?orid  of  wonders^ — ^where  creation  seems 

No  more  the  vrorks  of  Nature,  but  her  dreams ; 

Great,  wild,  and  beautiful,  beyond  control. 

She  reigns  in  all  the  freedom  of  her  soul ; 

Where  none  can  dieck  her  bounty  when  dhe  dioweit 

O'er  the  gay  wilderness  her  firuits  and  flowers ; 

None  breve  her  fViry,  when,  with  whiriwind  bareath. 

And  earthquake  step,  she  viralks  alnoed  with  death : 

O'er  boundless  plains  die  holds  her  fiery  flight. 

In  terrible  magnificence  of  light ; 

At  blazmg  noon  pursues  the  evening  breexe. 

Through  the  dun  gloom  of  realm-o'ershadowing  tneg^ 

Her  diirst  at  Nile's  mysterious  fountain  queUii^ 

Or  bathes  in  secrecy  where  Niger  swells 

An  inland  ocean,  on  whose  jasper  rocks 

With  shells  and  aea-flower-wreaths  she  binds  her 

locks: 
She  slept  on  isles  of  velvet  verdure,  placed 
'Midst  sandy  gnlfii  and  shoals  for  ever  waste ; 
She  guides  her  countless  flocks  to  cherish'd  rills, 
And  feeds  her  cattle  on  a  thousand  hills ; 
Her  steps  the  wild  bees  welcome  through  the  vale, 
From  eveiy  blossom  that  embalms  the  gale ; 
The  slow  unwieldy  river-horse  she  leads 
Through  the  deep  waters,  o'er  the  pasturing  meads; 
And  climbs  the  mountains  that  invade  the  sky, 
To  soothe  the  eagle's  nestlings  when  they  ciy. 
At  sun-set,  when  vcnracious  monsters  burst 
From  dreams  of  blood,  awaked  by  maddening  diint ; 
When  the  lorn  caves,  in  which  they  shrank  finom  Ugfat, 
Ring  with  wild  echoes  through  the  hideous  night; 
When  darkness  seems  aUve,  and  all  the  air 
Is  one  tremendous  uproar  of  despair. 
Horror,  and  agony ;— on  her  they  call ; 
She  hears  their  clamor,  she  provides  fbr  all, 
Leads  the  light  leopard  on  his  eager  way. 
And  goads  the  gaunt  hyena  to  his  prey. 

In  these  romantic  regions,  man  grows  wild ; 
Here  dwells  the  Negro,  Nature's  outcast  child, 
Scom'd  by  lus  brethren ;  but  his  mother's  eye. 
That  gazes  on  him  from  her  warmest  sky, 
Sees  in  his  flexile  limbs  untutor'd  grace. 
Power  (m  his  forehead,  beauty  in  hia  &ce ; 
Sees  in  his  breast,  where  lawless  passions  rove^ 
The  heart  of  friendship  and  flie  home  of  love ; 
Sees  in  his  mind,  where  desolation  reigns 
Fierce  as  his  clime,  uncultured  as  his  plains, 
A  soil  where  virtue's  fiurest  flowers  might  sfaooC, 
And  trees  of  science  bend  with  glorioos  fruit ; 
Sees  in  his  soul,  involved  with  thickest  ni^t. 
An  emanation  of  eternal  light, 
Ordain'd,  'midst  sinking  worlds,  his  dust  to  fire, 
And  shine  for  ever  when  the  stars  expire. 
Is  he  not  matu  though  knowledge  never  shed 
Her  quickening  beams  on  his  neglected  head  f 
Is  he  not  inafi,  though  sweet  reli^on's  voice 
Ne'er  bode  the  raoomer  in  his  God  rejoice  f 
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If  Ae  not  man,  by  on  nd  soffering  tried  f 
If  Ae  noC  man,  fcr  wfaom  the  Savior  diedf 
Belie  die  Negio'i  powen ; — in  hettdkmg  wiUi 
ChrMtnn,  thy  biother  thoa  ahelt  piove  him  elfll  t 
Belie  Uf  Tirtoes ;  ance  his  wroogi  began. 
Ha  fciliea  and  hJa  Crimea  have  atampc  him  Man. 


The  Spaniaid  fixmi  hun  aiidir-^-lhe  ialand-noe 
Hia  fcot  had  apora'd  from  earth*a  inaulted  hot; 
Among  the  waift  and  fenndlingi  of  mankiiid, 
Abroad  he  looked,  a  atoidier  Block  to  find ; 
A  apring  of  life,  ivhoae  fimntaina  ahoold  aupplj 
Hia  dMamfli,  as  he  dfank  the  riven  diy : 
That  alock  he  £oaad  on  Alric'a  swarming  plains. 
That  apring  he  open'd  in  the  Negro's  veins; 
A  spring  ezhaostleas  as  hia  avarice  drew, 
A  ^ock  that  like  Ftametheus*  vitala  grew 
Beneath  the  eternal  beak  his  heart  had  tore. 
Beneath  the  insatiate  thirst  that  drain*d  his  gore. 
Thia,  childlesa  as  the  Caribbean  died, 
Affic's  strong  sons  the  ravening  warte  supplied ; 
Of  hardier  fibre  to  endure  the  yoke, 
And  seli^reneVd  beneath  the  severing  stroke ; 
As  grim  Oppression  crosh'd  them  to  the  tomb^ 
Their  frnidul  parents*  miserable  womb 
Teem*d  with  fresh  myriads,  crowded  o'er  the  wavea, 
Heirs  to  their  toil,  their  sofiferings,  and  their  gravea. 


Qoickly,  by  Spain'to  alluring  fiatane  irai. 
With  hopes  of  fiime,  and  dreama  of  vranllk 
Europe's  dread  powers  from  ignoninioaa  a 
Started;  their  pennoos  stream'd  on  evoy 
And  still,  where'er  the  wide  disooveriea 
The  cane  waa  planted,  and  die  native  hied ; 
While,  nuned  by  fiercer  suna,  of  nobler 
The  Negro  tdl'd  and  perish'd  in  hia  place. 


Freighted  with  curses  was  the  bark  that  bore 
The  apoilers  of  the  west  to  Guinea's  shore ; 
Heavy  widi  groans  of  anguish  blew  the  galea 
That  swell'd  that  fioal  bark's  returning  sails ; 
Old  Ocean  dirunk,  as  o'er  lus  sur&ce  flew 
The  human  cargo  and  the  demon  crew. 
— ^Thenceforth,  unnumber'd  as  the  wavea  that  roll 
From  sun  to  sun,  or  pass  frcaa  pole  to  pole, 
OulcaalB  and  exiles,  fiom  their  country  torn. 
In  floating  dungeons  o'er  the  gulf  were  borne : 
— ^The  valiant,  seized  in  perilnlaring  fight ; 
The  weak,  surprised  in  nakedness  and  night ; 
Subjects  by  mercenary  despots  sold ; 
Victims  of  justice  prostitute  ibr  gold ; 
Brothers  by  brothers,  fiiends  by  fiiends  betimy'd ; 
Snared  in  her  lover's  arms  the  trusting  maid ; 
The  fitithfiil  wile  by  her  &lse  lord  estranged. 
For  one  wild  cup  of  drunken  bliss  exchanged ; 
From  the  brutMOther's  knee,  the  in&nt-boy, 
Kidnapp'd  in  slumber,  barter'd  fcr  a  toy ; 
The  ikther,  resting  at  kis  Other's  tree, 
Doom'd  by  the  son  to  die  beywvl  the  sea: 
— All  bonds  of  kindred,  law,  alliance  hnke. 
All  ranks,  all  nations  crouching  to  the  yx^ke ; 
From  fields  of  light,  unshadow'd  dimes,  that  lie 
Panting  beneath  the  sun's  meridian  eye ; 
From  hidden  Ethiopia's  utmost  land ; 
From  Zaare's  fi<^e  wiklemees  of  sand ; 
From  Congo's  blaiing  plains  and  blooming  woods ; 
From  Whidah's  hills,  dmt  gush  widi  golden  floods; 
CapCivea  of  tyrant  power  uid  dastard  wiles, 
Dispeopled  Africa,  and  gorged  die  idea. 
Load  and  perpetual  o'er  the  Atlantic  wavea. 
For  guilty  agea  rdl'd  die  dde  of  slaves ; 
A  tide  that  knew  no  fidl,  no  turn,  u>  rest, 
Conatant  as  day  and  night  from  east  to  west ; 
Still  widening,  deepening,  swelling  in  its  oooiae, 
Widi  hnondlflBi  min  and  reaisdess  force. 


First,  Lusitania^— ahe  whoae  prows  had 
Her  arms  triumphant  round  the  car  of 
— Tnm'd  to  the  setting  sua  her  fari^  array. 
And  hong  her  trophies  o'er  the  ooodi  of  day. 

HoUandr— whose  hardy  sou  roU'd  baekAai 
To  build  the  halcyon-nest  of  liberty, 
ShameleaB  abroad  the  enalaving  flag  oBfari'd, 
And  reign'd  a  deapot  ia  the  younger  vrotld. 


Denmark^ — whoae  roving  hoidei^  ia 
times, 
FiU'd  the  wide  North  with  piracy  and 
Awed  every  shcwe,  and  tau^t  their  kada  la 
O'er  every  sea,  the  Arabs  of  the  deapi, 
— ^Embark'd,  once  more  to  westera  oanqnert  M 
By  Hollo's  spirit,  risen  fiom  the  dead. 

Gallia^ — ^who  vainly  aim'd,  in  depth  of  aig)hi; 
To  huri  oU  Rome  firom  her  TarpeiaB  heigli^ 
(But  lately  laid,  with  unptevented  blow, 
llie  thrones  of  kings,  the  hopes  of  freedom  krw). 
— Ruah'd  o'er  die  dieatre  of  splendid  taik. 
To  brave  the  dangem  and  divide  the  spoik. 


who  scathed  die  crest  «f 
And  won  the  trident  sceptre  of  the  main. 
When  to  the  raging  wind  and  nvening  tida 
She  gave  the  huge  Armada's  scatter'd  ptide, 
Smit  by  the  thunder- wielding  hand  that  huri'd 
Her  vengeance  round*  the  w*ave-endrcled  vrorid ; 
— Britannia  shared  the  glory  and  the  guilty — 
By  her  were  Slaveiy's  idand-altars  bidlt, 
Ajid  fisd  with  human  victims ; — while  die 
Of  blood  demanding  vengeance  fiom  die 
Assail'd  hw  traders'  grovelling  hearta  in  vam, 
— ^Hearts  dei^  to  S3rmpathy,  aUve  to  gain. 
Hard  fiom  impunity,  with  avarice  cold. 
Sordid  as  earth,  insensible  as  gokl. 

Thus  through  a  night  of  agea,  in  whose 
Hie  sons  of  darkneos  plied  the  infernal  trade. 
Wild  Africa  beheld  her  tribes,  at  home. 
In  batde  slain ;  abroad,  condemn'd  to  roam 
O'er  the  salt  waves,  in  stranger  iales  to  bear 
(Forlorn  of  hope,  and  sold  into  despair). 
Through  life's  slow  journey,  to  its  doloroos 
Unseen,  unwept,  unutterable 
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a  land,  of  eveiy  land  the  pride, 
ieaven  o'er  all  the  world  bende ; 
ter  f  tioi  diflpeoM  serener  light, 
noons  emparadise  the  night ; 
lauty,  virtue,  valor,  truth, 
age,  and  love^xalted  youth ; 
ing  mariner,  whose  eye  explores 
Mt  isles,  the  most  enchanting  shores, 
realm  so  beautiful  and  &ir, 
•  the  spirit  of  a  purer  air ; 
De  the  magnet  of  his  soul, 
remembrance,  trembles  to  that  pole ; 
ind  of  Heaven's  peculiar  grace, 

>  of  nature's  noblest  race, 
lot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 
"•eter  spot  than  all  the  rest, 
creation's  tyrant,  casts  aside 

id  sceptre,  pageantry  and  pride, 
soften'd  looks  benignly  blend 

>  son,  the  husband,  brodier,  friend : 

>  reigns ;  the  mother,  daughter,  wife, 
fresii  flowers  the  narrow  way  of  life ; 
heaven  of  her  delightful  eye, 

ird  of  loves  and  graces  lie ; 
knees  domestic  duties  meet, 

>  pleasures  gambol  at  her  feet. 

U  that  biiMi,  that  spot  q^  earfjk  be  found  r 
lan  I— «  patriot  ? — ^look  around ; 
find,  howe'er  thy  footsteps  roam, 
f  country,  and  that  spot  ihy  home ! 

(land's  rocks,  o'er  rude  Kamschatka's 

ia's  desolate  domains ; 
ild  hunter  takes  his  lonely  way, 
gh  tempestuous  snows  his  savage  ]uey, 
''s  spoil,  the  ermine's  treasure  shares, 
is  fianine  on  the  fat  of  bean ; 
:  with  the  might  of  raging  seas, 
i  the  pole  the  eternal  billows  freece, 
their  jaws  the  stricken  whale,  in  vain 
vn  hcMsdlong  through  the  whirling  main; 
I  of  ice  are  lovelier  in  his  eye 
flowery  vales  beneath  the  sky, 
ar  than  Cnsar's  palace-dome, 
telter,  and  his  cottage-home. 

I'l  garden-fields  and  peopled  floods ; 
'•  pathless  world  of  woods ; 
I*  heights,  where  Winter  from  his  duooe, 
in  scorn  upon  the  summer  zone; 
orders  of  Bermuda's  isles, 
g  with  everlasting  verdure  smiles, 
leira's  vine-robed  hills  of  health  ; 
imps  of  pestilence  and  wealth ; 
stood,  where  wolves  and  jackals  drink, 
Dg  willows,  on  Euphrates'  brink ; 
crest ;  by  Jordan's  reverend  stream, 
in's  glories  vanish'd  like  a  dream ; 
«,  a  spectre,  haunts  her  heroes'  graves, 
vast  ruins  darken  Tiber's  waves ; 


Where  broken-hearted  Switseiland  bewaiLi 
Her  subject  mountains  and  dishonor'd  vales; 
Where  Albion's  rocks  exult  amidst  the  sea, 
Around  the  beauteous  isle  of  liberty ; 
— ^filan,  through  all  ages  of  revolving  time. 
Unchanging  man,  in  every  vaijring  clime. 
Deems  his  own  land  of  every  land  the  pride. 
Beloved  by  Heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside ; 
His  home  the  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 
A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  rest 

And  is  the  Negro  outlaw'd  from  his  birth? 
Is  he  alone  a  stranger  on  the  earth  ? 
Is  there  no  shed,  whose  peeping  roof  appears 
So  lovely  that  it  fills  his  eyes  with  teais  ? 
No  land,  whose  name,  in  exile  heard,  will  dart 
Ice  through  his  veins  and  lighming  through  his  heaitt 
Ah !  yes :  beneath  the  beams  of  brighter  skies. 
His  home  amidst  his  Other's  country  lies ; 
There  with  the  partner  of  his  soul  he  shares 
Love-mingled  pleasures,  lovoKiivided  cares : 
There,  as  with  nature's  warmest  filial  fire. 
He  soothes  his  blind,  and  feeds  his  helpless  sire. 
His  children  sporting  round  his  hut  b^old 
How  they  shall  cherish  him  when  he  is  old,     . 
Train'd  by  example  from  their  tenderest  yoath 
To  deeds  of  charity,  and  words  of  truth.* 
— ^b  he  not  blest  t  Behold,  at  closing  day. 
The  negro-village  swanns  abroad  to  play ; 
He  treads  the  dance  through  all  its  rapturous  roundi. 
To  the  wild  music  of  barbarian  sounds ; 
Or,  stretch'd  at  ease,  where  broad  palmettoes  shower 
Delicious  coolness  in  his  shadowy  bower. 
He  feasts  on  tales  of  witchcraft,  that  give  birth 
To  breathless  wonder,  or  ecstatic  mirth : 
Yet  most  delighted,  when,  in  rudest  rhymes. 
The  minstrel  wakes  the  song  of  elder  times. 
When  men  were  heroes,  slaves  to  Beauty's  charms. 
And  all  the  joys  of  life  were  love  and  arms. 
— ^b  not  the  Negro  blest  T  His  generous  soil 
With  harvest-plenty  crowns  his  simple  toil ; 
More  than  his  wants  his  flocks  and  fields  afibrd : 
He  loves  to  greet  the  stranger  at  his  board  : 
**  The  winds  were  roaring,  and  the  White  Man  fled ; 
The  rains  of  night  descended  on  his  head ; 
The  poor  White  Man  sat  down  beneath  our  tree. 
Weary  and  fiunt,  and  fiir  fivm  home,  was  he : 
For  him  no  mother  fills  with  milk  the  bowl. 
No  wife  [Hepares  the  bread  to  cheer  his  soul ; 
— Pity  this  poor  White  Man  who  sought  our  tree ; 
No  iwdfe,  DO  mother,  and  no  home,  has  he." 
Hius  sang  the  Negro's  daughters ;— once  again, 
O  that  the  poor  ^ite  Man  might  hear  that  strain ! 


1  Dr.  Wioterbotham  ays.  "The  raspaet  which  the  AfKesas 
psf  to  M  vopU  fa  Tenr  freat— One  of  the  ■erertst  inmihi 
wUeh  esa  bo  oflbrod  to  so  Afriesn  fa  to  q»esk  dlBMpsctfuBy 
of  bfa motbsr."  '^'Rm  Nogro  race  fa,  perhaps,  flw  oiott  pro- 
Bile  of  sH  the  bninanipeeies.  Their  influMT  sad  yonth  are  M^ 
gukriy  happy.— T%e  mothen  are  psaiooately  Ibod  of  their 
efaHdreii.**— 0>«ri»«ry*«  TVstMlt.—"* Strike  me,'  said  my 
sttondaot,  *  but  do  oot  eurw  my  mother.*— The  same  aent^ 
OMAt  I  foond  uuvenaUy  to  pnrvaiL — One  of  the  that  haaoos 
ia  which  the  Mandinfo  womea  halniot  their  children  fa  the 
prsefiea  «/  truik.  It  waa  the  only  eooaofation  fiir  a  Negro 
BMther.  wboae  aoo  had  bean  mardered  by  the  Moon,  that  filt 
Ud  ntmr  tM  a  lk.**—Pm'V»  TVaoala.  TIm  de- 
ofAftiesB  Uh  sad  BMaaaia  that  fbOowa^  sad  tks  aoaff 
of  the  Negro'a  danihlara,  are  oopied  wIthoDt  szasfstattoa  ftoBi 
dm  aolhnHie  seeooala  of  Mnaio  Psik. 
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— Whaiiier  tba  victim  of  the  tratdieroai  Moor, 
Or  fitMB  lh0  Nflfn>*8  hnpitable  door 
Spank'd  M  a  ipsr  firon  Europe*!  hatefiil  clone. 
And  left  to  penih  fcr  thy  ooontrjr'i  crime ; 
Or  deitined  still,  when  all  thy  wanderingB  ceioe. 
On  Albion's  lovely  lap  to  rest  in  peace ; 
Pilgrim!  in  heaven  or  earth,  where'er  thoa  be, 
Aiyh  of  merey  guide  and  oomfoft  thee! 

Thm  lived  the  Negro  in  his  native  land. 
Tin  Chrwtian  cnnsen  anchored  on  his  strand: 
Where'er  their  grasping  arms  the  spoilers  qvead. 
The  Negro's  joys,  the  Negro's  virtues,  fled ; 
Till,  frr  amidst  the  wilderness  unknown. 
They  flourish'd  in  the  si^  of  Heaven  alone : 
While  fiom  the  coast,  with  wide  and  wider  sweeps 
The  race  of  Mammon  dragg'd  across  the  deep 
Thnr  sable  victims,  to  that  western  bourn. 
From  which  no  traveller  might  e'er  return. 
To  blaKO  in  the  can  of  futuro  slaves 
The  secrets  of  the  world  beyond  the  waves. 

When  die  lood  trumpet  of  eternal  doom 
Shall  break  the  mortal  bondage  of  the  tomb; 
When  with  a  mother's  pangs  the  expiring  earth 
Shall  briflff  her  ohildren  fcrth  to  second  birth ; 
Then  shall  the  sea's  mysterious  caverns,  spread 
With  human  relics,  render  up  their  dead  : 
Tliough  warm  widi  life  the  heaving  surges  glow, 
Where'er  the  winds  of  heaven  were  wont  to  blow. 
Ill  sevenfeM  phalanx  shall  the  nlljing  hosts 
Of  ocean  slumberen  join  their  wvidering  ghosts, 
Aloiv  the  melancholy  gulf  diat  roars 
Fkom  Guinea  to  the  Caribbean  shores. 
Myriads  of  slaves,  that  perish'd  on  the  way. 
From  age  to  age  the  shark's  appointed  prey. 
By  hvid  plagues,  by  lingering  tortures  slain. 
Or  headlong  plunged  alive  into  the  main.' 
Shall  rise  in  judgment  from  their  gloomy  beds. 
And  call  down  vmgeance  on  their  murderers'  heads. 


1  Ob  tUi  nloKt  tlM  fbOowiac  iDMraM  of 

ii  aeowtofjwliee^^ 
(1783).  OMlais  asdwriian  dawed  to  he  kasid 
•ad  olhMB  of  livwpool.  in  dw  caw  of  tW  ihip 
Colfiscwood,  sOecaic  ikst  tin  capuio  And 
af  dw  Miid  Twwl  threw  oTSfhosrd  oos  hundred  and 
d»  wa,  in  offder  to  daftmad  iham. 
of  Iba  Mid  davM.  as  if  thar  bad  heoi 
a  BStanl  wj.  In  dw  aoaraa  of  dw  trial,  whieh  aftar- 
eaaa  oa.  ii  appeared  that  the  alavei  on  board  the  Zone 
that  mxtr  of  thca  had  afa«ady  died :  and 
il.  and  Bwlr  to  die,  wtaa  the  captain  prapond 
Kel«L  the  mala,  and  oOirn.  to  throw  wveral  of  then 
I.  alalii«.  'that  ifthey  died  a  nataral  death,  the  loaa 
&B  npoa  the  ownen  of  the  diip,  bat  that,  if  thcf  were 
the  wa,  it  woold  fall  apoo  the  anderwriletB.*  He 
mdiacly.  one  hundred  and  thirtr-two  of  the  bknC 
aicklyoftheelsvcB.  Hfty-fenrof  Uwwwere  iaiwediatr br  thrown 
fiMl7-two  were  made  to  be  partaken  of  their 
the  ancceedine  day.  In  the  eooree  of  three  dar*  after- , 
the  reaninine  tweaty-eix  were  bro«f  ht  npoa  deck,  to 
the  nnaber  of  TictiaM.  The  inC  nzteen  nbautted  to 
he  thrown  into  the  aea.  bat  the  real,  with  a  Bi>ble  r«*4atiao. 
ifler  the  offieera  to  toodi  then,  bat  leaped  after 

and  iharcd  their  &te. 

a  which  waa  net  op  in  briialf  of  thai  atrocioat  and 

I  act  of  wickedneai  waa.  that  the  eaplata  dwcmeied. 

ha  BMde  the  propoaaU  that  he  had  oolr  two  hondnd  fal- 

haanf  water  en  hoaid.  and  that  he  had  iiiiwwd  hia  pott.  It  waa 

to  thia.  dial  no  one  had  been  pot 
and  that,  aa  if  Proyidence  had  deler- 
irocal  proof  of  dw  foih,  a  dm  nil  of 


Tel  small  die  number,  and  the  fomna  Umi 
Of  those  who  in  the  stormy  deep  finmi  rot, 
Weigfa'd  with  the  nnremember'd  milKw  wmuk 
Hiat  'scaped  the  sea  to  perish  on  the 
By  the  slow  pangs  of  solitary  care. 
The  eartlnlevouring  angnudi  of  despab,' 
The  broken  heart  which  kindnesi  never 
The  boine«ck  passion  which  the  Negra  frels. 
When  toiling,  ftinting  in  the  land  of 
His  spirit  wanders  to  his  native 
His  little  lovely  dwelling  there  he  i 
Beneath  the  diade  of  his  paternal 
like  home  of  comfort:  then  before  hit 
The  teiron  of  captivity  ariaeu 
— ^T was  night: — his  babee  aroimi  him  ky  aiimi* 
Their  mother shnnber'd  on  their  foihert  knmi: 
A  yeO  of  murder  rang  around  Iheir  bad; 
They  woke;  dieir  cottage  biased ;  the  vktimB M: 
Forth  spiang  the  ambush'd  ruffians  ob  thmr  |Ry. 
They  caught,  they  bound,  they  drove  iheM  forawar: 
The  white  man  bought  them  at  die  nmrt  ef  Uesd; 
In  pestilential  barks  they  eross'd  the  Ibod ; 
Then  were  the  wretched  ones  ewndei  ton, 
Tb  distant  isles,  to  separate  bondafe  bona. 
Denied,  though  sooght  with  teaia,  Ike  ead  relief 
That  miseiy  kyvea^-Uhe  foUowship  of  grief 
The  Negro,  spotl'd  of  all  dmt  nature  gave 
To  freebom  man,  thus  shrunk  into  a  slave: 
His  peasive  limbs,  to  measured 
Obey'd  the  impulse  of  another  mind  ; 
.\  sUent,  secret,  terrible  control. 
That  ruled  his  sinewa,  and  represa'd  his 
Not  for  himself  he  waked  at  moraing4i|^ 
Toil'd  the  kmg  day,  and  eonghi  repose  at  night; 
His  rest,  his  labor,  pastime,  strength,  and  heahh. 
Were  only  portions  of  a  msster^s  wealth; 
His  love---0,  name  not  love,  where  Britiaia  doom 
Hie  iruit  of  love  to  slavery  from  dm  womb! 

Thus  spum'd.  degraded,  trampled,  and  opftesa'd. 
The  Negro^xile  lai^piish'd  in  the  West, 
With  w^hing  left  of  life  but  hated  bieaih. 
And  not  a  hope  except  die  hope,  in  death, 
Tb  fly  for  ever  from  the  Creole^trand. 
And  dwdl  a  freeman  in  his  friher-hmd. 

Lives  there  a  savage  ruder  dian  the  slave ! 
— Cruel  as  death,  inmtiate  as  the  grave. 


rain  ML  and  roatinoed  for  three  daya. 
anond  lot  of  atavea  had  been  deatroyed.  bf 
ther  Bigfal  hare  iDed  many  of  their 
and  thw  have  pwtemed  all  utceadti  for  thai 
dnrd. 

"  Mr.  Shaipe  waa  preaeot  at  thia  trial,  and  procerod  the  m- 
tendance  of  a  ihott-hand  writer  to  take  down  tka  tmtm  whrb 
ahoohl  eone  ont  in  the  coane  of  it.  T%tm  he  garo  to  ihr 
pabhc  afterwaidi.  Re  eooMaaBMatod  theaa  alaa.  wlih  a  n>vy 
of  the  trial,  to  ll»  Loedi  of  the  Adaaiiakr.  aa  ll»  enaidiani  ef 
;aatioe  upon  ibe  aena.  and  to  the  Duke  of  Portland,  ae  prinripai 
miniittfr  of  stale.  No  notice,  howercr.  waa  taken  by  arr  af 
tbe«e  of  the  information  which  had  been  tbna  aent  il 
CUrkmm'*  thttmjf  •f  tkt  .fMitien.  etc..  paee 

1  The  Xefroaa  amnetimt.  in  deep  and 
choir,  waato  thaaaelroa  away,  by  weretiy  ewi 
<iaanlitieaofaaith.  It  ia  reaaarkahie  that  "  eanh  iiuini,'*  aa  ii 
ia  calcd.  ia  an  nkfeethms,  and  ereo  a  Moai  malady : 
Ijom  hare  bean  occniienalb'  ahnoai  depopolatod.  by  II 

toamiaetahk 
|e|  ft  ^pmnd  tet  itoy  lay  I 
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that  ronnd  his  vewel  blow, 
gulf  that  yawns  below, 
n  the  wafUng  flood, 
in  the  trade  of  blood : 
h,  in  action  fnompt  and  bold, 
-he  steals,  he  kills,  for  gold, 
and  ocean,  calm  and  clear, 
k,  one  blue  unbroken  sphere ; 
>hins  sparkle  through  the  brine, 
es  o'er  the  waters  shine ; 
in  the  heaven  serene, 
sweetness  in  the  scene, 
ig  at  the  glorious  day, 
hat  loiter  on  their  way. 
burricanes  the  billows  rise, 
ing  midway  from  the  skies ; 
mrthen'd  hold  his  shrieking  slavei 
ht,  to  the  hungry  waves : 
strangled  in  the  deeps, 
the  harden'd  pirate  weeps, 
,  when  the  storm  is  o'er, 
ns,  and  hurries  back  for  more.' 

ptile  baser  than  the  slave  ?^ 
aih,  corrupted  as  the  grave, 
»,  at  his  pompous  board, 
.'ringing  round  their  lord : 
lis  heavy  eye-lids  close, 
I  fan  him  to  repose ; 
day  couch  he  lolls  in  vain, 
rock  his  maudlin  brain ; 
from  bewildering  dreams , 
^th  fire  and  frenxy  gleams, 
through  all  his  wonted  rounds, 
"8,  and  the  lash  resoimds, 
sh.  shrilling  through  the  air, 
I  dread  approoch  declare, 
every  head  declined ; 
, — to  curse  him  from  behind, 
wretch  on  nature's  face, 
ry,  spum'd  by  every  race ; 
;  of  one  narrow  span, 
re  of  a  living  man. 
ous  form,  of  dunghill  birth, 
and  rots  above  the  earth : 
I  soul,  whose  sensual  breast 
is  a  serpent's  nest  ? 
ong,  ignorant,  and  blind, 
istinct  of  an  idiot  mind ; 
Bt  scenes  of  suflering  senseless 

er's  lap  was  chill'd  to  stone; 
no  social  feelings  move ; 
endemess  of  love ; 
;harms  his  gloating  eye. 
1,  and  olive  beauties  vie ; 


6.  col.  1. 

10  Creole  Planter  here  drawn  b  jastifled 

it  ifl  no  montter  of  imaftnation.  thooffh, 

nature,  we  mar  hope  that  it  is  a  bboo- 

kio«.    It  ifl  the  doable  euTM  of  skvery 

concerned  with  it,  deimg  tr  suffering. 

i  lowest  in  the  icaleof  haman  bainga,— 

.    Dr.  PinkanTt  JToUw  an  Vu  Wat 

)dmaiCB  Jiecouni  of  SmriM^m^  afford  ez- 

morance,  tloth,  and  Mmnalitf  of  Creole 

I  Dutch  Guiana,  whieh  fbllf  eqnal  die 

omination  exhibilsd  in  tbsse  linss. 


His  children,  sprang  alike  from  slodi  and  vice. 
Are  bom  his  slaves,  and  loved  at  market  price. 
Has  kt  a  soul  f— With  his  departing  breath, 
A  form  shall  hail  him  at  the  gates  of  death. 
The  spectre  Consciencer-ahrieking  through  the  gkxxn, 
'*  Man,  we  shaU  meet  again  beyond  the  tomb.'* 

Oh,  Afiica !  amidst  thy  children's  woes. 
Did  earth  and  heaven  conspire  to  aid  thy  foes  T 
No,  thou  hadst  vengeance— From  thy  northern  shores 
Sallied  the  lawless  corsairs  of  the  Moors, 
And  back  on  Europe's  guilty  nations  hurl'd 
Thy  wrongs  and  sufierings  in  the  sister  world : 
Deep  in  thy  dungeons  Christians  clank'd  their  chaim. 
Or  toil'd  and  perish'd  on  thy  parching  plains. 

But  where  thine  oflspring  crouch'd  beneadi  the  yoke, 
In  heavier  peals  the  avenging  thunder  broke. 
—Leagued  with  rapacious  rovers  of  the  main, 
Hayti's  barbarian  hunters  harass'd  Spain,' 
A  mammoth  race,  invincible  in  might. 
Rapine  and  massacre  their  dire  delight. 
Peril  their  element )  o'er  land  and  flood 
They  .carried  fire,  and  quench'd  the  flames  with  blood ; 
Despairing  captives  hail'd  them  from  the  coasts. 
They  rush'd  to  conquest,  led  by  Carib  ghosts. 

Tremble,  Britannia !  while  thine  islands  tell 
The  appalling  mysteries  of  Obi's  spell ;  * 
The  wild  Maroons,  im|»«gnable  and  free. 
Among  the  mountain-holds  of  liberty. 
Sudden  as  lightning  darted  on  their  foe. 
Seen  like  the  flash,  remember'd  like  the  Mow. 

While  Gallia  boasts  of  dread  Marengo's  fight. 
And  Hohenlinden's  slaughter^elnged  night. 
Her  spirit  sinks ; — the  sinews  of  the  brave, 
That  crippled  Europe,  shrunk  before  the  Slave ; 
The  Demon-spectres  of  Domingo  rise. 
And  all  her  triumphs  vanish  from  her  eyes. 

God  is  a  Spirit,  veil'd  from  human  tight, 
In  secret  darkness  of  eternal  light ; 
Through  all  the  glory  of  his  works  we  trace 
The  hidings  of  his  counsel  and  his  face ; 
Nature,  and  time,  and  change,  and  fate  fulfil. 
Unknown,  unknowing,  his  mysterious  will ; 
Mercies  and  judgments  mark  him.  every  hoar. 
Supreme  in  grace,  and  infinite  in  power : 
Ofi  o'er  the  Eden-islands  of  the  West, 
In  floral  pomp,  and  verdant  beauty  drest, 
Roll  the  dark  clouds  of  his  a^-okpn'd  ire : 
— ^Thunder and  earthquake,  whirlwind,  flood,and fire, 
'Midst  reeling  mountains  and  disparting  plains. 
Tell  the  pale  world, — '*  the  God  of  vengeance  reigns." 

Nor  in  the  miyesty  of  storms  alone,* 
The  Eternal  makes  his  dread  dkideasure  known ; 


1  Alludinc  to  the  firaebooteia  and  buceaneers  who  infasted  the 
Caribbean  eoas  durinc  the  aiztonith  aod  nventeenth  centuries, 
and  were  equaOy  renowned  for  their  valor  and  brutality. 

8  See  DalUM*»  Hittom  of  CAe  Marotmn,  amonf  the  moon' 
tatna  of  Jamaica;  alio,  Dr.  MotOn*'  Treatite  c*  Swgmr. 

3  For  mimits  sad  sfSetinff  detub  oftho  orif  m  and  pvoffreas 
of  the  rsUow  fevar  ia  an  faKtvidaal  aabjeet,  see  Dr.  PrnkmHTa 
JfvUa  <m  tkt  mtt  htUtt,  vol.  Ui.  partienlarly  Lectm  XII,  in 
which  the  writsr.  ikom  tgpsrisnes,  dsseribss  its  boirats  sad 
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At  Ub  oommiind  die  peMUenee  abhorr'd 
Spam  the  poor  tUve,  and  unitea  the  haaghty  lord ; 
While  to  the  tomb  he  sees  his  friend  conaign'd, 
F<M«bodiii|g  mriancholy  nnks  hit  mind. 
8000  at  hi«  hean  he  feeli  the  momiter's  fuigt, 
Thiey  tear  his  vitals  with  conTolnve  pangs : 
The  light  is  anguish  to  his  eye,  the  air 
Sepulchral  Tapors  laden  with  despair ; 
Now  fr8iiiy4iorrors  rack  his  whirling  brain, 
TreflMDdouB  poises  throb  through  every  vein ; 
The  firm  earth  riirinks  beneath  his  torture-bed. 
The  sky  in  roiDs  rushes  o'er  his  head ; 
He  loDs,  he  rages  in  consuming  fires. 
Till  nature,  spent  with  agony,  expires. 


PART  IV. 


ARGUMENT. 

The  Moravian  Brethren. — ^Their  missions  in  Green- 
land, North  America,  and  tlie  West  Indies. — 
Christian  Negroes. — ^The  Advocates  of  the  Xcgroes 
in  England. — Gran\ille  Sharpc, — Clarkron. — Wil- 
berfbrce, — ^Pitt, — Fox, — ^The  Nation  itself. — ^Tlie 
Abolition  of  the  Slave  Trade. — ^The  future  State 
of  the  West  Indies,— of  Africa.— of  the  Whole 
World. — ^The  Millennium. 


Was  there  no  mercy,  mt^her  of  the  slave ! 
No  friendly  hand  to  succor  and  to  save. 
While  eommerce  thus  thy  captive  tribes  oppressed. 
And  lowering  vengeance  linger'd  o'er  the  west  ? 
Tes,  Africa!  beneath  the  stranger's  rod 
They  fi>uiid  the  freedom  of  the  sons  of  God. 

When  Europe  languish'd  in  barbarian  gloom. 
Beneath  the  ghostly  tyranny  of  Rome, 
Whose  second  empire,  cowi'd  and  mitred,  burst 
A  phflsnix  from  the  ashes  of  the  fiivt  ; 
From  Persecution's  piles,  by  bigots  fired. 
Among  Bohemian  mountains  Truth  retired ; 
There,  'midst  rude  rocks,  in  lonely  glens  obscure. 
She  found  a  people  scatter'd,  scom'd,  and  poor, 
A  little  flock  through  quiet  valle>'8  led, 
A  Christian  Israel  in  the  desert  fed. 
While  ravening  wolves,  that  scom'd  the  shepherd's 

hand. 
Laid  waste  God's  heritage  through  every  land. 
With  these  the  lovely  exile  sojoiim'd  long ; 
Soothed  by  her  presence,  solaced  by  her  song. 
They  toil'd  through  danger,  trials,  and  distreas, 
A  band  of  Virgins  in  the  wilderness. 
With  burning  lamps,  amid  their  secret  bowers, 
Counting  the  watches  of  the  weary  hours. 
In  patient  hope  the  Bridegroom's  voice  to  hear. 
And  see  his  banner  in  the  clouds  appear : 
But  when  the  mom  returning  chased  the  night, 
Tliese  stars,  that  shone  in  darkness,  sunk  in  light : 
Luther,  like  Phosphor,  led  the  conquering  day. 
His  meek  fbrenmners  waned,  and  pass'd  away.* 


1  The  eootext  preeedinc  and  fbllowtnir  this  Km  sOodfli  to  tbt 
old  BohsmisB  sad  If  oraTun  Brethreo.  who  flourished  loot  be- 
Ibra  tks  Rcfonamtioa,  but  aflerwarda  were  almost  lo«t  among 
^  Pratastaati,  til  tbs  befinnjiic  of  the  etghteeoth  oeotnry,  wbao 
'^  '  ssotspiseopalebordi  wasnmv«diBLDaatia.biFS8aM 
from  Moram.— 8es  Cnmtt*a  Amdnt  mi 


Ages  n>ll*d  by,  die  turf  perennial  blaoin*d 
(yer  the  lom  relics  of  those  saints  entomb'd ; 
No  miracle  proclaim'd  their  power  divine. 
No  kings  adom'd,  no  pilgrims  kiss'd  their 
Cold  and  forgotten  in  the  grave  they  alept : 
But  God  remember'd  them : — their  Father  kept 
A  faithful  remnant ;— o'er  their  native  cbme 
His  Spirit  moved  in  his  appmnted  time ; 
The  race  revived  at  his  simighty  breath* 
A  seed  to  serve  him,  fhHn  the  dust  of  death. 
**  Go  forth,  my  sons,  through  heathen  realna 
Mercy  to  SiimerB  in  a  Savior's  name :  '* 
Thus  spake  the  Lord ;  they  heard,  and  tbey 
— Greenland  lay  WTapt  in  nature's  heavricat 
Thith»  the  ensign  of  the  cross  they  bore ; 
The  gaimt  barbarians  met  them  00  the  afaore; 
With  joy  and  wonder  hailing  from  afiu>. 
Through  polar  storms,  the  light  of  Jacob's 


Where  roll  Ohio's  streams,  Missouri's  floo^ 
Beneath  the  umbrage  of  eternal  viroods. 
The  Red  Man  roam'd,  a  hunter-warrior  wild ; 
On  him  the  everlasting  Gospel  smiled ; 
His  heart  was  awed,  confounded,  pierced,  sobdued. 
Divinely  melted,  moulded,  and  renew'd ; 
The  bold  base  savage,  nature's  harshest  dod. 
Rose  from  the  dust  the  image  of  his  God. 


And  thou,  poor  Negro !  scom'd  of  aU 
Thou  dumb  and  impotent,  and  deaf  and  blind ; 
Thou  dead  in  spirit !  loil-d^raded  slave* 
Crush 'd  by  the  curse  on  Adam  to  the  grave ; 
The  messengers  of  peace,  o'er  land  and  aea. 
That  sought  the  sons  of  sorrow,  stoop'd  to  theei 
— ^The  captive  raised  his  slow  and  sullen  eye ; 
He  knew  no  friend,  nor  deem'd  a  friend  was  nigh. 
Till  the  sweet  tones  of  Pity  touch'd  his  ears. 
And  Mercy  bathed  his  bosom  with  her  tears ; 
Strange  were  those  tones,  to  him  those  tears  were 

strange; 
He  wept  and  ^%-onder'd  at  the  mighty  chaise. 
Felt  the  quick  pang  of  keen  compunction  dart. 
And  heard  a  small  still  whisper  in  his  heart, 
A  voice  from  Heaven,  that  bade  the  outcast  rise 
From  shame  on  earth  to  glory  in  the  skies. 

From  isle  to  isle  the  welcome  tidings  ran ; 
The  slave  that  heard  them  started  into  man : 
Like  Peter,  sleeping  in  his  chains,  he  lay. — 
The  angel  came,  his  night  was  tura'd  to  day ; 
"  Arise !"  his  fetters  fall,  his  slumbers  flee ; 
He  wakes  to  life,  he  springs  to  Uberty. 

No  more  to  demon-gods,  in  hideous  forma. 
He  prey'd  for  earthquakes,  pestilence,  and  atonna. 
In  secret  agony  devour'd  the  earth. 
And,  while  he  spared  his  mother,  cursed  his  birth :  * 


HitUrv  «(f  lAs  Brttkrtn.  Hittorisi  of  the  mimioaa  of  Iha 
Brethrso  in  GreonJand,  North  America,  and  tlw  Waal  lodiaB, 
hava  bean  iHibliBliad  in  Germanr :  tboae  of  tbe  two  flbimer  Imv* 
bean  traoalatad  bto  Eocliah.— See  CroMtz^t  HuUrp  tfOrte»- 
UauU  and  iMkuTt  Hist^rp  tftkit  Brttkren  mwums  tk*  irnHtm 
m  AVrtA  jfaMfiM.  It  ia  onlj  justice  here  to  obaeire.  tbat  Chris- 
tians of  other  daoominatioH  hare  exerted  themaehrei  with  great 
in  the  eoBTerrioo  of  the  necroee.  No  mridiow  prefer- 
ia  iniandad  to  be  siTaa  to  the  Moraviana ;  bat,  knoi 
best,  the  aathsff  paitkalarissd  thai  soeaety. 
1  8sa  Notai^  pate  18^ 
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turistian  Negro  sent  his  ni^ 
uid  evening  aacrifice ; 
sings  to  descend  on  those 
the  cup  of  many  woes  ; 
tme  in  Africa  ibrlonit 
[)t,  rejoiced  thai  he  was  bom. 

I  with  uniraly  fires, 

le  dust  of  base  desires ; 
fix'd  his  hopes  above, 
t,  and  sanctified  his  love : 
B  the  paths  of  peace  he  trod, 
for  he  walk'd  with  God. 

3ad  the  dawn  of  life  and  day, 
ness  Pagan  myriads  lay : 
ier  chains  than  those  that  bind 
be,  cnthraird  his  abject  mind ; 
his  neck  indignant  bore, 
is  willing  spirit  wore. 

ong  the  great,  the  brave,  the  free, 
.0  of  Albion  and  the  sea, 

0  plead  the  Negro's  cause ; 
h  of  violated  laws, 

le  torrent  of  injustice  roird, 

h  zeal  unconquerably  bold, 

voices,  stretch 'd  their  arms  to  save 

'eeman.  from  despair  the  slave ; 

lick  ong^ish  to  assuage, 

from  the  spoiler's  rage. 

ther,  from  the  shore, 

leld  the  barks  that  bore 

age : — with  distraction  wrong, 

e  that  seeks  her  young, 

led  lightnings  from  her  eyes ; 

i  echoing  to  her  cries ; 

se  of  suffering  stole, 

:ious  grief  benumb'd  her  soul. 

II  her  race  were  slain, 
forgot  her  pain : 
renest  horror  shone, 

ure  soothed  her  into  stone. 

tranced  with  sorrow,  stood, 
ming  on  the  restless  flood  : 

1  proud  Britannia's  charter'd  shore,' 
«  the  unsanctioned  fetters  tore, 
rid,  that  while  she  rules  the  waves, 
I  to  the  feet  of  slaves : 

his  victorious  course  began,' 
cause  of  God  and  man, 
levering  to  the  end, 
vort,  no  power  his  purpose  bend. 

like  the  sun  in  smiles, — 
)n  the  western  isles : 
Tce,  the  minister  of  grace, 
18  of  a  ruin'd  race,* 

,  Eiq.  aflor  a  stnifTKle  of  many  yean, 

precedent,  evtabliahed  in  oar  coorta  of 
Constitution,  that  there  are  no  slaves  io 

Tact  of  a  NVfrro  bcinic  found  in  this  eoaa- 
tbat  be  ii  a  freeman, 
rh  a  conwicntiotu  writer  can  beatow,  or 
ive,  will  lie  deenic<l  eztravaffant  for  the 

C'larkion.  by  those  who  are  acquainted 
hii  History  of  the  Jlbolition,  etc.,  Svob. 
I  poem  oonfessc*  himaelf  under  roanf  ob- 
'rforre>  ebquent  lotter  on  the  Abolition 
MreMcd  to  the  FreeboMen  of  Yorkshire. 

previous  to  tho  decision  of  the  qiMation. 


With  angel-might  opposed  the  rage  of  hell. 
And  fought  like  Michael,  till  the  dragon  fell  : 


Las  Casas  baa  beeo  accused  of  beint  a  promoter,  if  not  Vu 
original  preoector,  of  the  Negro  Slave  Trade  to  the  West 
Indies.  The  Abb6  Gregoire  some  yean  ago  published  a  de- 
fence of  this  great  and  good  man  against  the  degrading  inpa- 
tation.  The  fd  towing,  among  other  argamenta  which  he  ad- 
vances, are  woU  worthy  of  consideration. 

The  slave  Uade  between  Africa  and  the  West  Indiea  eom- 
roencod,  according  to  Herrera  himself,  the  fint  and  indeed  the 
only  accuser  of  Las  Casas,  nineteen  yean  before  the  epoch  of 
his  pretended  project 

Uerrerm  (from  whom  other  anthon  have  negligently  taken  the 
fact  for  granted,  on  his  bare  word)  does  not  quota  a  sin^  ao- 
thority  in  support  of  hi«  assertion,  that  Las  Casas  reeoamaad- 
ed  the  importation  of  Negroes  into  Ilitpaniola.  The  charge  it- 
self was  first  published  thirty-five  yean  aAer  the  death  ofLaa 
Ca«aB.  All  writen  antecedent  to  Herrera,  and  contemporaiy 
with  him,  are  silent  on  the  subject,  akhough  several  of  thsae 
were  the  avowed  enemies  of  Las  Casas.  Herrera's  veracity  oo 
other  points  is  much  disputed,  and  he  displays  violent  pr^ndices 
against  the  man  whom  he  accuses.  It  may  be  added,  that  he 
was  greatly  indebted  to  him  for  information  as  an  historian  of 
the  Indies. 

In  the  numerous  writings  of  Las  Casas  himself,  still  extant, 
there  is  not  one  word  in  favor  of  slavery  of  any  kind,  but  they 
abound  with  reasoning  and  invective  against  it  in  every  shape; 
and,  among  his  eloquent  appeals,  and  comprehensive  plana  on 
behalf  of  the  oppressed  Indians,  there  is  not  a  solitary  hint  in 
recommendation  of  the  African  Slave  Trade.  He  <wly  twice 
mentions  the  Negroes  through  all  his  mottifiirious  writings ;  in 
one  instance  ha  merely  names  them  as  living  in  the  islands  (in 
a  manuscript  in  the  National  Library  at  Paris);  and  in  the  same 
work  he  proposes  no  other  remedy  for  the  miseries  of  the  abo- 
riginal inhabitants,  than  tho  suppression  of  tho  repurtiwuatUt, 
or  divisions  of  the  people,  with  the  soil  on  which  they  were  bom. 
In  another  memorial,  after  detailing  at  great  length  the  meas- 
ures which  ought  to  be  pursued  for  the  redress  of  the  Indians 
(the  proper  opportunity,  certainly,  to  advocate  tho  Negro  Slave 
Trade,  if  he  approved  of  it),  he  adds,—"  The  Indians  are  not 
more  tormented  by  their  marten  and  the  different  public  officers, 
than  by  their  servants  and  fry  the  Negroes." 

The  original  accusation  of  Las  Casas,  translated  from  the 
words  of  Herrera,  is  as  folkiws : — "  Tlio  licentiato  Bartholomei^ 
Las  Casas,  perceiving  that  bis  plans  experienced  on  ail  sides 
great  difficulties,  and  that  the  expectations  which  he  had  form- 
ed from  his  connexion  with  U>e  High  Chancellor,  and  tho  fa- 
vorable opinion  the  latter  entertained  of  him.  had  not  produced 
any  effect,  projected  other  expedients,  such  as,  to  procurt  for 
the  Castilians  estaUished  in  the  Indies  a  cargo  of  Negroes,  to 
relievo  the  Indians  in  the  culture  of  the  earth  and  the  labor  of 
the  mines ;  also  to  obtain  a  great  number  of  working  men  (fVom 
Europe),  who  should  pass  over  in'o  those  regions  with  certain 
privileges,  and  on  certain  condition",  which  he  detailed." 

Let  this  statement  be  compared  with  Dr.  Robertson's  most 
exaggerated  account. avowedly  takt  n  fmnt  Herreraniont,  and 
let  every  man  judge  for  himself,  whether  one  of  the  most  nal- 
ous  and  indefatigable  advocates  of  freedom  that  ever  existed, 
"  while  ho  contended  eamcrtly  fur  tho  liberty  of  the  people 
bom  in  one  quarter  of  the  globe,  labored  to  enslave  the  inhabit- 
ants of  another  region,  and.  in  his  seal  to  save  tho  Americana 
from  the  yoke,  pronounced  it  to  be  lawful  and  ezpedient  to  im- 
pose one  «ti7/  heavier  on  the  Africans.** — Robertson* s  Historp 
of  America,  Vol.  I,  Part  III.  But  the  circumstance  eomneetsd 
bp  Dr.  Robertson  teith  this  supposed  scheme  of  Las  Casas  is 
unwarranted  by  any  authority,  and  makes  his  own  of  no  value. 
He  adds,—"  The  plan  of  Las  Casas  was  adopted.  Charles  V. 
granted  a  patent  to  one  of  his  Flemish  favorites,  containing  an 
exclusive  right  of  importing  four  thousand  Negroes  into  Ameri- 
ca." Herrera.  tho  only  author  whom  I)r.  Robertson  pretends 
to  follow,  dofM  not.  in  any  place,  aaiociate  his  random  charge 
against  Las  Cases  with  tliis  acknowledged  and  most  infamous 
act.  The  crime  of  having  fint  recommended  the  importation 
of  African  slaves  into  the  American  islands  is  attributed,  by 
three  writen  of  the  lifo  of  Cardinal  Ximenes  (who  rendered 
himself  illustrious  by  his  opposition  to  the  trade  in  its  infancy), 
to  Chievres,  and  by  two  others,  to  the  Flemish  nobUitw  them- 
selves, who  obtained  the  monopoly  aforementioned,  and  which 
was  sold  to  some  "  Genoese  merchants  for  S5,000  ducats :  and 
they  were  the  first  who  brotight  into  a  regular  form  that  com- 
merce for  slaves  between  Africa  and  America,  which  has  since 
been  carried  ou  to  such  an  amazing  exienL*' — It  is  unneoeaaary 
to  say  more  on  this  subject.— A  tianslatkm  of  Gt««ffM%*%  ^%' 
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— Whn  Fitt»  wapnmB,  and  Uie  Moata,  foie 
The  N«gio*i  fiitiid,  UMOg  die  Ncgio*f  Cms; 
YeC  while  hu  tooe  like  heaven'f  high  thimder  broke, 
No  fire  deerended  to  ooanmie  die  yoke : 
— ^Whan  Fov,  eD  ekxiiMDtp  ftr  freedom  stood. 
Wtdi  fpeech  lendeti  u  die  Yoice  of  bkxid. 
The  iroice  dnt  cries  duongh  ell  die  petrioi'i  veiv. 
When  at  hie  feet  hie  ooontiy  groent  in  cheios ; 
The  iroke  that  whiepen  in  die  modier's  breast. 
Whan  miles  her  infent  in  his  rosy  rest ; 
Of  power  to  bid  the  storm  of  passioii  roll. 
Ck  touch  with  sweetest  tenderness  the  soul— 
Ha  s|iaka  in  vain;— till,  with  his  latest  breath, 
Eb  broke  the  speU  of  Africa  in  death. 

Hm  Blase  to  whom  the  lyre  and  late  bekxig, 
Whoae  soog  of  freedom  is  b^r  ooUest  song. 
The  lyre  with  awfal  indignation  swept, 
(Xer  die  sweet  late  in  silent  sorrow  wept, 
— ^When  Albion's  crimes  drew  thander  from  her 


— ¥nien  Afric's  woes  o'erwhelm'd  her  while  die 

aong. 
Lamented  Cowper!  in  thy  path  I  tread ; 
O!  that  on  me  were  thy  meek  spirit  shed ! 
The  woea  that  wring  my  bosom  once  were  thine; 
Be  an  thy  virtues,  all  thy  genias,  mine ! 
Peace  to  thy  soul !  thy  God  thy  portion  be ; 
And  in  his  presence  may  I  rest  ^ith  thee ! 

Quick  at  die  call  of  Virtue,  Freedom,  Truth, 
Weak  withering  Age  and  strong  aspiring  Youth 
Alike  die  expanding  power  of  pity  felt ! 
The  coUcst,  hardest  hearts  began  to  melt ; 
FhNB  breast  to  breast  the  flame  of  justice  gIow*d ; 
Wide  o'er  its  bonks  the  Nile  of  mercy  flow'd ; 
Through  all  the  isle  the  gradual  w-eters  swell'd ; 
|famm«n  in  vsin  the  encircling  flood  repell'd ; 
Overthrown  at  length,  like  Pharaoh  and  his  host, 
ffis  shipwreck'd  hopes  lay  scatter'd  round  the  coast 

High  on  her  rock  in  solitary  state, 
Sablhnely  musing,  pale  Britannia  sate : 
Her  awful  fiNrehead  on  her  spear  reclined, 
Her  robe  and  tresses  streaming  with  the  wind ; 
Chill  dirough  her  frame  foreboding  treroors  crept; 
"nie  Mother  thought  upon  her  sons,  and  wept  .* 
— Sie  tfaou^t  of  Nelson  in  the  battle  slain. 
And  his  last  signal  beaming  o'er  the  main ; ' 
In  Glory's  dicling  arms  the  hero  bled. 
While  Victory  bound  the  laurel  on  his  head ; 
At  once  immortal,  in  both  ni-orids,  became 
His  soaring  spirit  and  abiding  name ; 
—She  thoaght  of  Pitt,  heart-broken  on  his  bier ; 
And  "O  my  Country!"  echoed  in  her  ear; 
—Stke  thought  of  Fox  ^— she  heard  him  faindy  speak, 
Hfa  parting  breath  grew  odd  upon  her  cheek, 
His  dying  accents  trembled  into  air; 
« Spare  injured  Africa!  the  Negro  spare!" 

She  Parted  from  her  trance!— and  round  die  shore, 
Bdidd  her  supplicating  sons  once  mon 
Pleading  the  suit  so  long,  so  vainly  tried, 
Rsoew'd,  resisted,  promised,  pledged,  denied, 


The  Nagio'a  daim  to  aD  his  Bfakar  gacv^ 
And  all  the  tynnt  ravish'd  fiosa  the  atava. 
Her  yidding  heart  oonfess'd  the  rigfateous 
Sorrow  had  soAen'd  it,  and  tore  o' 
Shame  flush'd  her  noble  dieek,  her 
Tb  helpless,  hopdess  Africa  she  tnm'd ; 
She  saw  her  sister  in  the  moainer^s  feca. 
And  rush'd  with  tears  into  her  dark 
"  All  hail !"  exdaim'd  die  empress  of  the 
** Thy  chains  are  broken — ^Africa,  ha  A^bI" 

Blase!  take  the  harp  of  prophecy  i    hahuid! 
The  glories  of  a  brighter  age  unfeld : 
Friei^  of  the  outcast !  view  the  acoomplishVl  pbiw 
The  Negro  towwing  to  the  height  of  man. 
The  bkxxl  of  Romans,  Saxons,  Gauls,  and  Danes, 
Swell'd  the  rich  feontain  of  the  Britao'a  Terns; 
Unmingled  streams  a  warmer  life  impart. 
And  quicker  pulses,  to  the  Negro's  heart : 
A  dusky  race,  beneath  the  evening  sun. 
Shall  blend  their  spousal  currents  into  one : 
Is  beauty  bound  to  color,  shape,  or  air  f 
No :  God  created  all  his  oflfrpring  feir. 
Tyrant  and  slave  their  tribes  shall  nerar  aae^ 
For  God  created  all  his  cffipring  free ; 
When  Justice,  leagued  with  Mercy,  from  aboiv% 
Shall  reign  in  all  the  liberty  of  love ; 
And  the  sweet  shores  beneath  the  balmj  wait 
Again  shall  be  **  die  islands  of  the  fakaC." 


oTLss 


pobliihMl  ia  lao.  by  H.  D. 
ersry  aun  to  4o  his  duty/* 


Unutterable  mysteries  of  fete 
Involve,  O  Africa !  thy  future  state. 
— On  Niger's  banks,  in  lonely  beauty  wil^ 
A  Negio^mother  carols  to  her  child : 
**  Son  of  my  widow'd  love,  my  orphan  joy! 
Avenge  thy  fether's  murder,  O,  my  bc^  !** 
Along  those  banks  the  fearless  infant  strays. 
Bathes  in  the  stream,  among  the  eddies  plays ; 
See  the  6oy,  bounding  through  the  eager  race ; 
The  fierce  youth,  shouting  ibremost  in  the  chase. 
Drives  the  grim  lion  from  bis  ancient  woods. 
And  smites  the  crocodile  amidst  his  floods. 
T6  giant  strength  in  unshorn  tnankood  grown. 
He  haunts  the  wilderness,  he  dwells  alone. 
A  tigress  with  her  wholps  to  seize  him  sprang ; 
He  tears  the  mother,  and  he  tomes  the  young 
In  the  drear  cavern  of  their  native  rock ; 
Thither  wild  slaves  and  fell  banditti  flock : 
He  heads  their  hordes ;  they  burst,  like  torrid  rains^ 
In  death  and  devastation  o'er  the  plains; 
Stronger  and  bolder  grow-s  his  ruffian  band. 
Prouder  his  heart,  more  terrible  his  hand. 
He  spreads  his  banner ;  crowding  from  afiir. 
Innumerable  armies  rush  to  war ; 
Resisdess  m  the  pillar'd  whirlwinds  fly 
O'er  Libyan  sands,  revohing  to  the  shy. 
In  fire  and  WTath  through  every  realm  they  ran ; 
Where  the  noon-shadow  shrinb  beneath  the  sun ; 
Till  at  the  Conqueror's  feet,  from  sea  to  sea, 
A  hundred  nations  bow  the  servile  knee. 
And,  throned  in  nature's  unreveal'd  domains. 
The  Jenghis  Khan  of  Africa  he  reigns. 

Dim  throagh  die  night  of  these  tempestuous  yean 
A  Sabbath  dawn  o'er  Africa  appears ; 
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Mdt  flam  EuoiN'a  TCka  b»  fiaid. 


mne  with  ■ll-mtoring  ponsr; 
knowledgB,  fpnad  from  pule  to  ptda, 
world  the  oceoa  wUei*  niU  1 


Tbia  Naw  CrMiian  iluDca  in  pmr  (Um. 

All  hail ! — the  aga  of  aima  ukd  ni£iiiic  M^; 
Tlie  nign  of  i ighlnninnfiM  fram  hekvui  dsNarii ; 
Vangaance  for  avar  ilwatlM*  th«  afflictiiig  mnnl  j 
Dead)  u  daalnir'd,  aod  nuadUa  naUcad; 
Hin,  riuDg  fioiD  the  luim  of  hia  ftU, 
la  me  wiA  God,  and  God  ii  All  in  AH 


fffu  SS?orUr  liecore  tfte  :f  loolr. 


a  authcDIic  hiitory  of  the  vorld  fk>n 

0  tbs  Deluge,  beridea  thai  K'tiich  i, 
rncluplenafGeiiegii.  He,  ih^ri'forc 
AM  of  ■  Gciitioui  namtiTe  V  iihin  ihn 
robligatioD  u>  do  other  anllumiy  nhoi 
'rmily  of  mumen,  evenll^  ot  tren  [u 
a  fuU  power  to  accommodate  iliesc  \i 
orpaaee.  observing  only  lucli  analogy 

1  with  the  bnef  intbnnalion  I'luiljiiut-i 
recorda,  concerning  Dnnkiiiii  m  i)i< 

rhe  preient  writer  acknowlc'lgcv.  Ilm 
Bed  Ihii  undoubted  right  %ith  gsca 
ceia  alone  aanctim  b^d  innavnuao 
deeded  in  what  ha  bu  aUenipteil.  h 
irfonienti  to  jiuli^  it;  if  he  btu  mii 
rill  avail  him.  Tboie  wboimngiiielhe 
sd  the  anlediluviazK  ai  n»re  ^kjlful  i 
than  can  be  Bup[XHed,  in  thf-cr  b\n^c  ( 
read  the  EieKtiU.  Book  of  PinM.ia 
uaewhothinkbe  baa  mode  th'.'  nbgin 
rcha   Loo  evangebcal,  may  ri^tul    th 

4  Id  Iha  perwnagea  and  inddtintn  of  hi 
hor  havitig  deliberately  adopted  them, 
riclimi,  that  in  the  cbanclen  of  the  on 
tpping  out  of  human  nature,  and  in  th 
■f  the  other  not  eieeeding  lie  limita  i 
bility, — he  aska  no  fevor.  ha  dcpreoiK 
I  behalf  of  either;  nor  itaaUlhe  Gidlity 
much  malice,  and  a  little 
ule  every  line  that  he  hai  w 
ling  (he  whole  lo  the  mercy  of  general 

ii  a  large  web  of  ficdon  inTolving 
BcripOire!  Nolbing  could  juilify  a  woi 
if  it  were,  in  any  way,  calculntod  to 
e  credulity,  pervert  (he  pnncipleB,  oi 
erections,  (rf*  ita  appnrara.  Hcie.  then 
ea  lo  conacienca  rather  than  Ui  laaUt 
rion  on  ihia  pcnnl  b  of  inSnitely  mon 
>  the  Poet  than  hia  name  among  men 
ta  on  eailh.  It  waa  hia  den^,  m  i)ui 
lo  preaent  a  aimilitude  of  evcnu,  thni 
agined  bo  have  happened  in  the  (rnl| 
<Ai,  in  which  auch  Srriptnre-r)! 


intradueed  would  paohaUy  hava  acted  and 
ipokrn  aa  thay  ara  here  nnde  la  act  and  apeak.  Tha 
1  told  a*  a  parable  only ;  and  ita  valoa,  in  thi* 
moH  be  dMeimiaed  I7  in  moial,  in'  rathar  by 
giona  inflBaDce  on  tha  miod  and  on  Ihe  heart 
1  thongh  It  be,  il  i*  die  fictioD  Ifaal  taiaeaanu 
'IVuIh ;  and  fliat  u  'nuth,^-'niith  in  the  eaeaice, 
I  not  in  tha  name;  Ttutb  in  the  quit,  bough 


TO  THE  spntrr  of  a  departed  FRiEnD. 

Muti,  my  friend,  have  nooni'd  tx  TVe, 


For  while  thine  afaaanca  they  defJOTi 
'T  ia  fcr  tbemaelvea  duty  weep  1 
Though  Ihey  behold  Ihy  &ce  no  hhh 


In  ailent  angniJi,  0  my  friend ! 

Whan  I  recall  thy  worth. 

Thy  lovely  Ule.  thine  early  end, 

I  Ibel  ealtanged  fiom  earth ; 

My  Boul  with  thine  deairea  to  real, 

^premely  and  £k  ever  bleat 


ilof  ihy  p»aia«. 
Beyond  tha  readi  of  I^ath ; 
PiDud  wiah,  and  vain' — I  camut  give 
The  wnd,  that  nnkea  the  dead  to  lire. 

Trod  art  not  dead.  Thou  couldst  not  die ; 

To  nobler  life  new-hxn, 

Tim  took'M  in  pity  fiom  the  iky 

Upon  a  woitd  ibrkni. 

Where  glory  ia  hut  dying  flame. 
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TatdidAllMa  priw  the  Fbet*t  art; 
And  when  lo  Tbae  I  rang, 
0OIW  poiiw  liow  ienrflnt  from  the  heul; 
The  laogoage  of  thy  toogue ! 
InpniM  or  bbme  mlike  anoere, 
But  etin  moet  kind  when  moit  Mvere. 

Whfln  fint  thb  dream  of  ancient  timeB 
Waim  on  my  fimcy  glow'd. 
And  ftrdi  in  rade  ■pontaneooi  ifaymea 
The  Bam  ^  Wonder  flow'd ; 
PleMed  but  alarm*d,  I  mw  Thee  etand. 
And  checfc'd  the  fmy  of  my  hand. 

That  hand  with  awe  reramed  the  lyre, 
I  trembled,  doabted,  &ar*d. 
Than  did  ihy  Toioe  my  hope  iupire, 
Bfy  aool  thy  prcwpce  cheered ; 
But  aoddenly  the  light  was  flown, 
I  kwk'd,  and  foond  myaelf  alone. 

Alone,  in  ncknem,  care,  and  woe, 

finoe  that  bereaving  day. 

With  heartlem  patience,  frint  and  low 

I  trill'd  the  lecret  lay, 

Afiaid  to  trust  the  bold  design 

To  lem  indnlgent  ears  than  thine. 

*Ti8  done  ^-^nor  would  I  dread  to  meet 

The  world's  repolsive  brow. 

Had  I  presented  at  thy  feet 

Hie  Muse*s  trophy  now. 

And  gain'd  the  smile  i  long*d  to  gain. 

Hie  pledge  of  &Tor  nU  in  vain. 

Fall  well  I  know,  if  Thou  toert  ktre, 

A  pilgrim  still  with  me« — 

Dear  as  my  theme  was  once,  and  dear 

As  I  was  once  to  Thee« — 

Too  mean  to  yield  Thee  pore  delight. 

The  strains  that  now  ttte  world  invite. 

Tet  could  they  reach  Thee  where  Ihou  arU 
And  sounds  might  Spiriu  move. 
Their  better,  their  diviner  part, 
Tlioa  surely  wouldst  approve ; 
Though  heavenly  thoughts  are  all  thy  joy, 
And  Angel-Songs  thy  tongue  employ. 

My  task  is  o*er ;  and  I  have  wrought, 
With  self-rewarding  toil, 
To  raise  the  scatter'd  seed  of  thought 
Upon  a  desert  soil : 

0  for  soft  winds  and  clement  showers ! 

1  seek  not  fruit,  I  fdanted  flowers. 

Those  flowers  I  train*d,  of  many  a  hue, 

Along  thy  path  to  bloom. 

And  little  thought,  that  I  must  strew 

Their  leaves  upon  &y  tomb : 

— ^Beyood  that  tomb  I  liA  mine  eye, 

Tliou  art  not  desd.  Thou  oouldst  not  die. 

Farewell,  but  not  a  long  frrewell ; 
In  heaven  may  I  af^pear. 
Hie  trials  of  my  fiuth  to  tell 
In  thy  transported  ear. 
And  sing  with  Thee  the  eternal  strain, 
"Wordiy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain.' 
23. 1813. 


INTBODUCTORY  NOTE. 


No  plaee  having  been  found,  in  Asia,  to  ea» 
spond  eiaetly  with  the  Btfoasic  deacriplian  of  At  A 
of  Pluwliae,  die  Author  of  the  following  Poen  haift 
regaided  both  die  learned  and  die  abanrd  hypoAsa 
on  the  subject;  and  at  once  imagining  an  jnarran 
ble  tract  of  land  at  the  confluence  of  fimr  Dnm 
whidi  after  their  junction  take  the  nawe  of  Ai 
largest,  and  become  die  Enphratea  of  die 
world,  he  has  placed  ''the  happy  garden' 
BAilton*s  noble  fiction  of  the  Bfount  of  \ 
removed  by  die  deluge,  and  push'd 

DovTB  die  gmt  inrer  to  the  opsaiBc  t«V^ 
and  there  converted  into  a  barren  iale,  impjisa  raih 
a  change  in  the  wateNoourses  ae  will,  poetkallf  ai 
least,  aooount  for  die  diflerenoe  between  die  aeat 
of  this  story  and  the  present  Cmo  of  the 
at  the  point  where  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates 
On  the  eastern  side  of  these  waters,  the  Author  sn^ 
poses  the  descendanto  of  the  younger  Childica  oT 
Adam  to  dwell,  possessing  the  land  of  Eden;  As 
rest  of  the  world  having  been  gradually  uiinnind 
by  emigrants  from  these,  or  peopled  by  the  piJSHiilf 
of  Cain.  In  process  of  time,  after  the  Sana  of  God 
had  fimned  connexions  with  the  daughters  of  mea, 
and  there  were  Gianto  in  the  earth,  the  latter  amnmed 
to  be  Lords  and  Rulers  over  mankind,  tiQ  among 
themselves  arose  One,  excelling  all  hia  broAraa  ia 
knowledge  and  power,  who  be^me  theb  King,  and 
by  their  aid,  in  die  course  of  a  long  life,  sabduBd  aH 
the  inhabited  earth,  except  the  land  of  Eden.  Tim 
land,  at  the  head  of  a  mighty  army,  prindpaDy  com* 
posed  of  the  deaoendanto  cdT  Cain,  he  hns  invaded 
and  conquered,  even  to  the  banks  of  the  Euphrstes, 
at  the  opening  of  the  action  of  the  poem.    It  is  ooljr 
necessary  to  add,  that  for  the  sake  of  distinction,  the 
in^-aders  are  frequently  denominated  from  Cain,  ss 
«*  die  host  of  Cain," — ''  the  fofce  of  Cain,** — ^  die 
camp  of  Cain ;" — and  the  remnant  d*  the  defondecs 
of  Eden  are,  in  like  manner,  denominated  from  Eden. 
— ^The  Jews  have  an  ancient  tradition,  that  some  of 
the  Giants,  at  the  Deluge,  fled  to  die  top  of  a  high 
mountain,  and  escaped  the  ruin  that  involved  die  rest 
of  their  kindred.  In  the  tenUi  Canto  of  the  following 
Poem,  a  hint  is  borrowed  from  diis  tradition,  bat  it  is 
made  to  jrield  to  the  superior  authority  of  Scripture- 
testimony. 


THE 

WORLD  BEFORE  THE  FLOOD- 


CANTO  L 


The  Invasion  of  Eden  by  the  Descendants  of  Cain. 
The  Flight  of  Javan  from  the  Camp  of  the  In- 
vaders to  the  Valley  where  the  Patriarchs  dwelt 
The  story  of  Javan's  former  life. 


Eastwaui  of  Eden's  early-peopled  plain. 
When  Abel  perish*d  by  the  hand  of  Cain, 
The  muidenr  from  his  Judge's  prenence  fled  : 
Thence  to  the  rising  sun  liis  ofli<phng  upread ; 
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gitive  of  care  and  guilt, 

lunts  he  choie,  the  homee  he  built ; 

Uioiui  hail'd  him  Sire  and  ChieC 

Hwr  brought  hia  •oul  relief: 

Bre'er  he  roam'd,  uncheer*d,  unUeat, 

1  aufiering,  and  (torn  toil  no  reit 

while,  aa  agea  now  are  told, 
8(  world  in  long  lucceeuon  roll'd ; 
ngor  of  primeval  man, 
ber'd  centuriea  hia  period  ran. 
Parents  aaw  their  hardy  race, 
1  wilds  of  habitable  space, 
kindred,  scattered  wide  and  fiur, 
rack  of  every  varying  star, 
raltiplied  from  clime  to  clime, 
J  their  elder  brother's  crime, 
obedience  to  the  Patriarchs*  yoke. 
Nature's  fellowship  they  broke ; 
came  the  victims  of  the  strong, 
as  fill'd  with  violence  and  wrong. 

n  Eden*s  fair  and  fertile  plain, 
lation  dwelt,  that  knew  not  Cain ; 
md  ffewers,  in  genial  light  and  dew, 
les,  and  golden  harvests,  grew ; 
*  waters  flocks  and  cattle  stray*d, 
and  Childhood  watch'd  them  from  the 

>; 

l^-tree,  rested  from  his  toil, 
igor  tiird  the  unfailing  soil ; 
;  the  turi^  by  holy  footsteps  trod, 
ire  altars  of  the  living  God ; 
atry  those  altars  stain'd, 

revelry  through  Eden  reign'd. 
9  people's  glory  and  defence, 
home,  the  peace  of  innocence ; 
forth  sorrows  in  perpetual  birth, 
light  from  heaven  forsook  the  earth, 
forest-glen,  remote  and  wild, 

ray  of  lingering  mercy  smiled, 
»urse  where  Seth  and  Enoch  ran, 
]  angels  deign'd  to  walk  with  man. 

tfie  east,  supreme  in  arts  and  arms, 
r  Cain,  awakening  war^alarms, 
pirit  of  their  father,  came 
ir  brethren's  lands  with  sword  and  flame, 
founger  race  of  Adam  roae, 
meqnal,  to  repel  their  foes ; 
in  blood,  their  homes  in  ruins  lay, 
I  inheritance  became  a  prey ; 
)  whom  as  Gods  they  reused  their  ciy, 
leas  of  their  ofierings,  through  the  sky; 
n  Eden's  utmost  bounds,  at  length, 
ipair  they  rallied  all  their  strength. 
t,  but  they  were  vanqmsh'd  in  the  fight, 
*  slain,  or  scattered  in  the  flight : 
g  battle-ecene  at  eve  was  spread 
f  heapa,  the  dying  and  the  dead ; 
oroonm'd,  uiiburied  left  to  lie, 
ind  foes,  the  dying  left  to  die. 
while  he  groan'd  his  soul  away, 
:aunt  vulture  hunying  to  his  prey, 
Ithleas  felt  the  ravening  beak,  that  lore 
[  wounda,  and  drank  the  living  gore. 


One  sol»aufviving  remnant,  void  of  6«r, 
Woods  in  their  fiont,  Euphratea  in  their  rear. 
Were  sworn  to  perish  at  a  glorioua  cost. 
For  all  they  once  had  known,  and  loved,  and  kiit ; 
A  small,  a  brave,  a  melancholy  band. 
The  orphans,  and  the  childless  of  the  land. 
The  hoipdei  of  Cain,  by  gian^diieftaina  led. 
Wide  o'er  the  north  their  vast  encampment  spread: 
A  broad  and  smmy  champaign  stretdb'd  between ; 
Westward  a  maze  of  waters  girt  the  scene ; 
There,  on  Euphrates,  in  its  ancient  course. 
Three  beauteous  rivers  roll'd  their  confluent  feroe. 
Whose  streams  whUe  man  the  blissful  garden  trod, 
Adom'd  the  earthly  paradise  of  God ; 
But  since  he  feU,  within  their  triple  bound, 
Fenced  a  long  region  of  forbidden  ground ; 
Meeting  at  once,  where  high  athwart  their  bed 
RejHilsive  rocks  a  curving  barrier  spread. 
The  embattled  floods,  by  mutual  whirlpools  crost. 
In  hoary  foam  and  surging  mist  were  lost ; 
Thence,  like  an  Alpine  cataract  of  snow. 
White  down  ttte  precipice  they  dash'd  below ; 
There,  in  tumultuous  billows  broken  wide. 
They  spent  their  rage,  and  yoked  their  fourfold  tide; 
Through  one  mi^estic  channel,  calm  and  finee. 
The  sister-rivers  sought  the  parenUaea. 

The  midnight  watch  was  ended ;  down  the  west 
The  glowing  moon  declined  towards  her  rest ; 
Through  either  host  the  voice  of  war  was  dumb; 
In  dreams  the  hero  won  the  fight  to  come ; 
No  sound  was  stirring,  save  the  breeze  that  bore 
The  distant  cataract's  everlasting  roar. 
When  from  &e  tents  of  Cain,  a  Youth  withdrew; 
Secret  and  swift,  fi:om  post  to  post  he  flew. 
And  pass'd  the  camp  of  Eden,  virhile  the  dawn 
Gleam'd  faintly  o'er  &e  interjacent  lawn ; 
Skirting  the  forest,  cautiously  and  slow. 
He  fear'd  at  every  step  to  start  a  foe ; 
Oft  leap'd  the  hare  across  his  path,  up^iprung 
The  lark  beneath  his  feet,  and  soaring  sung ; 
What  time,  o'er  eastern  mountains  seen  afiur. 
With  golden  splendor,  rose  the  morning  star. 
As  if  an  Angel-sentinel  of  night. 
From  earth  to  heaven,  had  wing'd  his  homeward 

flight, 
Glorioua  at  first,  but  leasening  by  the  way, 
And  lost  insensibly  in  higher  day. 

From  track  of  man  and  herd  his  path  he  choae. 
Where  high  the  grass,  and  thick  the  copaewood  roaa; 
Then  by  Euphrates'  banks  his  course  inclined. 
Where  the  grey  willows  trembled  to  the  wind ; 
With  toil  anid  pain  their  humid  shade  he  dear'd. 
When  at  the  porch  of  heaven  the  sun  appear'd. 
Through  gorgeous  clouds  that  streak'd  the  orient  sky. 
And  kindled  into  glory  at  his  eye ; 
While  dark  amidst  the  dews  that  glittered  ronnd. 
From  rock  and  tree,  long  shadows  traced  the  ground 
Then  climb'd  the  fugitive  an  aiiy  height. 
And  resting,  back  o'er  Eden  cast  his  sight. 

Far  on  the  left,  to  man  for  ever  closed. 
The  Mount  of  Paradise  in  ctonds  reposed : 
The  gradual  landscape  open'd  to  his  view ; 
From  Nature's  free  the  veil  of  mist  withdrew, 
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And  left*  in  daw  and  poiple  light  ravMl'd, 
Hie  ndtent  river,  and  die  tented  field ; 
Tie  bbck  pine4breit,  in  whoae  girdle  lay 
The  patriot  phalanx,  hemm*d  in  cloae  array ; 
The  verdant  champaign  narrowing  to  the  north. 
Whence  fiom  their  doaky  quarteri  laUied  forth 
The  prood  invaden,  eariy  ronaed  to  fi|^ 
Trihe  after  tribe  emerging  into  li|^t ; 
Whoae  ahielda  and  lai^ea,  in  die  golden  beama, 
FlMh'd  o*er  the  reatlea  scene  their  flickering  gleama, 
Aa  when  the  breaken  catch  the  morning  g^w. 
And  ooean  roUa  in  living  fire  below ; 
So  roand  die  unbroken  border  of  the  wood, 
Hie  Giants  poured  their  army  like  a  flood. 
Eager  to  force  the  covert  of  their  foe. 
And  lay  die  last  defence  of  Eden  low. 

From  that  safe  eminence,  absorbed  in  thong^t. 
Even  tin  the  wind  the  shout  of  legions  brought. 
He  gaaed^ — ^his  heart  recoii'd — he  tum*d  his  head, 
And  o*er  the  southern  hills  his  journey  sped. 

Who  was  the  fugitive  I — in  infiuicy 
A  youthful  Blodier's  only  hope  was  he. 
Whose  spouse  and  kindrod,  on  a  festal  day. 
Precipitate  destruction  swept  away ; 
Earth  trembled,  open'd,  and  entomb'd  them  all ; 
Skt  saw  them  sinking,  heard  their  voices  call 
Beneath  the  gulir— and,  agonised,  aghast. 
On  the  wild  verge  of  eddying  ruin  cast, 
Fdt  in  one  pang,  at  that  convulsive  cloae, 
A  Widow's  anguish,  and  a  Mother's  throes : 
A  Babe  sprang  forth,  an  inauspicious  birth. 
Where  all  had  perish'd  that  she  loved  on  earth. 
Forlorn  and  helpleas,  on  die  upriven  ground, 
The  parent,  with  her  ofipring.  Enoch  found  : 
And  thence,  with  tender  care  and  timely  aid. 
Home  to  the  Patriarchs'  glen  his  charge  convey'd. 

Restored  to  life,  <Mie  pledge  of  former  joy. 
One  source  of  Miss  to  come,  remain'd, — her  boy ! 
Sweet  in  her  eye  the  cherish'd  infant  rose, 
At  once  the  seal  and  solace  of  her  woes ; 
When  the  pale  widow  clasp'd  him  to  her  breast. 
Warm  gush'd  the  tears,  and  would  not  be  represt ; 
In  lonely  anguish,  when  the  truant  child 
Leap*d  o*er  the  threshold,  all  die  mother  smiled 
In  him,  while  fond  imagination  view*d 
Husband  and  parenti,  brethren,  friends,  renewed, 
Each  vanish'd  look,  each  well-remember'd  grace, 
Hiat  pleased  in  them,  she  sought  in  Ja van's  foce ; 
For  quick  his  eye  and  changeable  its  ray. 
As  die  sun  glancing  through  a  vernal  day ; 
And  like  die  lake,  by  storm  or  moonlight  seen. 
With  darkening  furrows  or  cerulean  mien. 
His  countenance,  the  mirror  of  his  breast, 
Tlie  calm  or  trouble  of  his  soul  expreas'd. 

As  years  enlarged  his  form,  in  moody  hours. 
His  mind  betray'd  its  weakness  with  its  powers ; 
Alike  his  fiurest  hopes  and  strangest  fears 
Were  nursed  in  silence,  or  divulged  with  teers ; 
The  fullness  of  his  heart  repreas'd  his  tongue. 
Though  none  might  ri\-al  Javan  when  he  sung. 
He  loved,  in  lonely  indolence  reclined. 
To  watch  the  cknids,  and  listen  to  the  wind. 


But  fiom  the  nordi,  when  now  and 
His  nobler  spirit  mounted  into  flame ; 
With  stem  ddif^t  he  roam'd  die  howiii^ 
(^  hung  in  ecslacy  o'er  headkng  floods^ 
Meanwhile  etcursive  foncy  long'd  to 
The  wwld,  which  yet  by  feme  akme  ha 
llie  joys  of  fieedom  were  his  daQy  ihemm, 
dory  the  secret  <^  his  midni^t  dream  ; 
That  dream  he  told  not;  thou^  hit 

ache. 
His'  home  was  precious  for  hb  motho^a 
With  her  the  lowly  paths  of  peace  he 
Hjb  guardian  angel,  till  he  vefged  to  man; 
But  when  hw  weary  eye  could  watch  no 
When  to  the  grave  her  timeleas  eorae  he  hove. 
Not  Enoch's  counsels  could  his  steps  reatnin; 
He  fled,  and  sojoum'd  in  the  land  of  Gain. 
There, when  he  heard  die  voice  of  Jnballs  lyre. 
Instinctive  Genius  cau^^t  die  ethereal  fire; 
And  soon,  vrith  sweedy-modulating  skin. 
He  leam'd  to  wind  the  passions  at  his  wiD, 
To  rule  the  chords  with  such  mysteriona  mtt. 
They  seem'd  the  life^trings  of  the  hearerls 
Then  Glory's  opening  field  he  proudly  trod, 
Forwok  the  vrofship  and  the  ways  of  God, 
Round  the  vain  worU  pursued  the  rh*"%w  Fi 
And  cast  away  his  birthright  for  a 


Yet  no  delight  the  Minstrel's  bosom  knew. 
None  save  the  tones  that  from  hia  harp  he  draw; 
And  the  wmrm  visions  of  a  vrajrwnrd  mind. 
Whose  transient  splendor  left  a  gloom  hchiDd, 
Frail  as  the  clouds  of  sun-eet,  aiiid  aa  foir, 
Pfegeanti  of  light,  resolving  into  air. 
The  worid,  whose  charms  his  jroung  aflfections  stole, 
He  found  too  mean  for  an  immortal  aoul ; 
Wound  with  his  life,  through  all  his  feelii^  wmaght. 
Death  and  eternity  possess'd  his  thought ; 
Remorse  impell'd  him,  unremitting  care 
Harass'd  his  path,  and  stung  him  to  despair. 
Still  was  the  secret  of  his  griefi  unknown. 
Amidst  the  universe  he  sigh'd  alone ; 
The  feme  he  follow'd,  and  the  fiuue  he  fomad, 
Heal'd  not  his  heart's  immedicable  wound  ; 
Admired,  applauded,  crown'd,  where'er  he  rawed. 
The  Bard  was  homeless,  friendless,  unbeknred. 
All  else  that  breathed  below  the  circliQg  alqr. 
Were  link'd  to  earth  by  some  endearing  tie ; 
He  only,  like  the  ocean-weed  uptom. 
And  loose  akmg  the  worid  of  waters  borne. 
Was  cast  companionless,  from  wave  to  wave^ 
Cki  life's  rough  sea, — and  there  was  none  to  save 

The  Giant  King,  who  led  the  hosts  of  Cain, 
Delighted  in  the  Minstrel  and  his  vein ; 
No  hand,  no  voice,  like  Ja%-an's,  could  control 
Widi  soodiing  concords,  his  tempeetnons  sonJ. 
With  him  the  wandering  Bard,  who  found  no  rest 
Through  ten  years'  exile,  sought  his  native 
There  from  the  camp  retiring,  he  pursued 
His  journey  to  the  Piitriarchs*  solitude. 
This  son  of  peace  no  martial  armor  wore, 
A  scrip  for  food,  a  staflT  in  hand  he  bore ; 
Flaxen  his  robe;  and  o'er  his  shoulder  hung. 
Broad  as  a  warrior's  shield,  his  harp  unstrung, 
A  shell  of  tortoise,  exquisitely  WTOught 
With  hieroglyphics  of  embodied  thcmght ; 
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Jobal  himwlf  cnchaaed  the  polkh'd  firame ; 
And  Javan  won  it  in  the  strife  fi>r  feme, 
Amoog  the  aoni  of  Muaic  when  their  Sire 
To  Ida  nctonoiw  skill  adjudged  the  lyre. 


T  was  noon,  when  Javan  olimb*d  the  bordering  hill, 
By  many  an  old  remembrance  hallow'd  still. 
Whence  he  beheld,  by  sloping  woods  indosed. 
The  hamlet  where  his  Parent's  dust  reposed, 
ffis  home  of  happiness  in  early  years. 
And  rtfll  die  home  of  all  his  hopes  and  lean; 
WImo  fiom  ambitian  struggling  to  break  fiee, 
He  mosed  on  joys  and  sonows  yet  to  be. 
Awhile  he  stood,  with  rumination  pale, 
Casting  an  eye  of  sadness  o'er  the  vale, 
When*  aiiddMily  abrupt,  spontaneous  prayer 
BqibI  from  his  lips  for  One  who  sojonm*d  there  i 
For  One,  whoae  cottage,  fiur  appearing,  drew, 
Even  fifom  his  Blbther*s  grave,  his  transient  view ; 
One,  whose  moontcious  smiles  were  wont  to  dart 
Ineflable  emotion  through  his  heart ; 
A  naroeleas  sympathy,  more  sweet,  more  dear 
Than  fiieDdship*  solaced  him  when  she  was  near; 
And  well  he  gueas'd,  while  yet  a  timorous  boy, 
That  Javan*s  artless  songs  were  Zillah*s  joy. 
But  when  amhition,  widi  a  fiercer  flame 
Than  uofold  love,  had  fired  his  soul  for  fiune, 
This  inftnt  passion,  cherish'd  yet  represt. 
Lived  in  his  pnbe,  but  died  within  his  breast ; 
For  oft,  m  distant  lands,  when  hope  beat  high. 
Westward  he  tom'd  his  eager  glistening  eye, ' 
And  gned  in  spirit  on  her  absent  form. 
Fair  as  die  moon  emerging  through  the  storm. 
Tin  sodden,  strange,  bewildering  horroia  cross'd 
His  tliDiigh^-«nd  every  glimpse  of  joy  was  lost. 
Even  then,  when  melancholy  numb'd  his  brain. 
And  Hfo  itself  stood  still  in  every  vein. 
While  his  cold,  quivering  lips  sent  vows  above, 
— Never  to  curse  her  with  his  bitter  love ! 
His  heart,  espoused  with  hers,  in  secret  sware 
To  hold  ill  truth  unshaken  by  despair : 
Hie  vowB  dispeieed  that  fiom  those  lips  were  borne. 
But  navcr,  never,  was  that  heart  forsworn ; 
Tliroq^MMit  the  world,  the  charm  of  Zillah's  name 
RepaD'd  the  tondi  of  every  meaner  flame. 
JetHam  and  watchful  of  the  Sex's  wiles, 
He  tramfaled  at  the  light  of  Woman's  smiles! 
So  toraa  dw  mariner's  mistrusting  eye 
Vnm  pnod  Orion  bending  dirough  the  sky,- 
Beauteous  and  terrible,  who  shiiMs  a&r. 
At  ooee  die  bri^test  and  most  baneful  star.' 

Whore  Javan  fiom  that  eastern  hill  survey'd 
TIm  dfcUng  forest  and  embosom'd  glade, 
Eardi  wore  one  summer  robe  of  living  green. 
In  heaven's  blue  ardi  the  sun  alone  was  seen; 
Ctaation  slmnber'd  in  die  cloudless  light. 
And  noon  was  silent  as  the  depth  of  night 
Oh  what  n  dmmg  of  rushing  thoughts  oppressed. 
In  that  vast  solitude,  his  anxious  breast! 
— To  widwr  in  the  blossom  of  reno^fn. 
And  uneeonled  to  the  dust  go  dowVf 


Or  for  a  name  on  earth,  to  quit  the  prize 

Of  immortality  beyond  die  skies, 

Perplex'd  his  wavering  choice : — ^when  Conseienee 

fiul'd. 
Love  rose  against  the  Woiid,  and  Love  prevail'd ; 
Passion,  in  aid  of  Virtue,  oonquer'd  Pride, 
And  Woman  won  the  heart  to  Heaven  denied. 


CANTO  n. 


Javan,  descending  duough  the  Forest,  arrives  at  the 
Place  where  he  had  foimeriy  parted  with  Zillah, 
when  he  withdrew  from  ^e  Patriardis'  Glen. 
Here  he  again  disooveri  her  in  a  Bower  formed 
on  the  Spot  Their  strange  Interview,  and  abrupt 
Separation. 


ICoiiffriolkiMlini 
Bpsads  Oiftns,  e  i  naviffanti  sttrisis, 
Oriba.  Shis  tia  ffH  astri  in  eiel  rteplsads 
Vis  pM  d*  ogai  skio.  •  piii  d*  ogni  skio 
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Stexp  the  descent  and  wearisome  the  way. 
The  twisted  boughs  forbade  the  light  of  day ; 
No  breath  from  heaven  refivsh'd  die  sultry  gloom. 
The  arching  forest  seem'd  one  piUar'd  tomK 
Upright  and  tall  the  trees  of  ages  grow, 
While  all  is  loneliness  and  waste  below ; 
There,  as  the  massy  foliage,  for  aloof 
Display'd  a  dark  impenetrable  rooC 
So,  gnarl'd  and  rigid,  claspt  and  interwoimd. 
An  uncouth  maze  of  roots  emboss'd  the  ground : 
Midway  beneath,  the  sylvan  wild  assumed 
A  milder  aspect  shrubs  and  flowerets  bloom'd ; 
Openings  of  sky,  and  little  plots  of  green. 
And  showers  of  sun-beams  through  the  leaves  were 
seen. 

Awhile  the  traveller  halted  at  the  place. 
Where  last  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Zillah's  free. 
One  lovely  eve,  when  in  that  calm  retreat 
They  met,  as  they  were  often  wont  to  meet. 
And  parted,  not  as  they  were  wont  to  part 
With  gay  regret  but  heaviness  of  heart; 
Though  Javan  named  for  his  return  the  night 
When  the  new  moon  had  roll'd  to  full-orb'd  light 
She  stood,  and  gazed  through  tean  that  forced  their 

way. 
Oft  as  from  steep  to  steep,  with  fond  delay. 
Lessening  at  every  view,  he  tum'd  his  head, 
Hail'd  her  with  weaker  voice,  then  forward  sped. 
From  that  sad  hour,  she  saw  his  foce  no  more 
In  Eden's  woods,  or  on  Euphrates'  shore : 
Moons  wax'd  and  waned ;  to  Am*  no  hope  appear'd. 
Who  much  his  death,  but  more  his  ftlsehood  foar'd. 

iVote,  while  he  paused,  the  lapse  of  yean  foigot 
Remembrance  eyed  her  lingering  near  the  spot 
Onward  he  hasten'd ;  all  his  bosom  bum'd. 
As  if  that  eve  of  parting  were  retura'd ; 
And  she,  widi  silent  tenderness  of  woe. 
Clung  to  his  heart,  and  would  not  let  him  §0. 
I^eet  was  the  scene !  apart  the  cedan  stood, 
A  sunny  islet  open'd  in  the  wood ; 
With  vernal  tints  the  wild-brier  thicket  glows, 
For  here  die  desert  flourish'd  as  the  rose ; 
From  sapling  trees,  with  lucid  foliage  crown'd. 
Gay  lights  and  shadows  twinkled  on  the  ground ; 
Up  the  tall  stems  luxuriant  creepers  run 
To  hang  their  silver  hkissoms  in  the  sun ; 
Deep  velvet  verdure  clad  the  tuif  beneath. 
Where  trodden  flowen  their  richest  odors  breathe. 
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(X«r  all  tii0  beet,  widi  mumiuring  muaic,  flew 
FMm  bell  to  bell,  to  ap  tbe  treasured  dew; 
While  iimct  myiiodB,  in  the  solar  gleams, 
Olanoed  to  and  fro,  like  intermingling  beams ; 
So  fiesh,  ao  pore,  the  woods,  the  sky,  the  air. 
It  seemM  a  plaee  where  angels  might  repair. 
And  tana  Uieir  harps  beneath  those  tranquil  shades, 
To  PKw^'^g  songs,  or  moonlight  serenades. 

He  paused  again,  with  memory's  dream  entranced ; 
Again  his  €x>t  unoonscioasly  advanced. 
For  now  the  laurdkhicket  caught  his  view, 
Where  he  and  Zillah  wept  their  last  adiea. 
Some  cnrioas  hand,  since  that  bereaving  hour. 
Had  twined  die  oopse  into  a  covert  bower. 
With  nany  a  light  and  fragrant  shrub  between. 
Flowering  aloft  amidst  peremiial  green. 
As  Javan  searched  this  bkasom-woven  shade. 
He  spied  the  semblance  of  a  sleeping  Maid ; 
*T is  she ;  'tis  Zillah,  in  her  leafy  shrine ; 
(yerwatGlied  in  slumber  by  a  power  divine. 
In  cool  retirement  from  the  heat  of  day, 
Akxie,  onlearing,  on  the  moss  she  lay, 
Fair  as  the  rainbow  shines  through  darkening  showers. 
Pure  as  a  wreath  of  snow  on  April  flowers. 

O  yoodi !  in  later  times,  whose  gentle  ear 
Hiis  tale  of  ancient  constancy  shall  hear; 
If  thoa  hast  known  the  sweetness  and  the  pain. 
To  love  with  secret  hope,  yet  love  in  vain ; 
If  moodis  and  years  in  pining  silence  worn, 
TU  doubt  and  fear  might  be  no  Icxiger  borne, 
!bi  evening  shades  thy  fidtering  tongue  confessed 
The  last  dear  wish  that  tremUed  in  thy  breast. 
While  at  each  pause  the  streamlet  purl'd  along 
And  rival  woodlands  echoed  scmg  €>r  song ; 
Recall  the  Maiden's  look — the  eye,  the  cheek, 
Tbe  Uosh  that  spoke  what  language  could  not  speak ; 
Recall  her  look,  when  at  the  altar's  side 
She  seal'd  her  promise,  and  became  thy  bride. 
Such  were  to  Javan,  Zillah's  form  and  &ce. 
The  flower  of  meekness  on  a  stem  of  grace ; 
CX  riia  was  all  that  Youth  of  Beauty  deenv. 
All  that  to  Love  the  loveliest  object  seems. 

Bionents  there  are,  that,  in  their  sudden  flight. 
Bring  the  sk»w  mysteries  of  years  to  light ; 
Javan,  in  one  transporting  instant,  knew, 
llat  an  he  wish'd,  and  all  he  fear'd,  was  tme; 
For  while  the  harlot-worid  his  soul  possess'd. 
Love  aeem'd  a  crime  in  his  apostate  breast; 
How  oould  he  tempt  her  innocence  lo  share 
His  poor  ambition,  and  his  fii'd  despair! 
Bot  now  the  phantoms  of  a  wandering  brain. 
And  wounded  spirit,  croas'd  his  thoughts  in  vain : 
Put  sins  and  follies,  cares  and  woes  forgot. 
Peace,  virtue,  Zillah,  seem'd  his  present  lot; 
Where'er  he  look'd,  around  him  or  above. 
All  was  the  pledge  of  Truth,  the  work  of  Love, 
At  whose  transfonning  hand,  where  kwt  they  stood, 
&d  sprung  that  lone  memorial  in  the  wood. 

Thus  on  the  slumbering  maid  while  Javan  gaaed, 
WIdi  qoidcer  swell  her  hidden  bosom  raised 
The  shadowy  tresses,  that  profusely  abed 
neir  ffoldcn  wreatha  from  her  redining  head ; 


A  deeper  crimson  mantled  o'er  her  cheek. 
Her  close  lip  qniver'd,  as  in  act  to  speak. 
While  broken  sofas,  and  tremors  of  unrest. 
The  inward  trouble  of  a  dream  expreas'd : 
At  length,  amidst  imperfect  murmurs,  fi^U 
The  name  of*  Javan !"  and  a  low  ■*  forewell  !** 
Tranquil  again,  her  cheek  resumed  its  hue. 
And  soft  as  infimcy  her  breath  she  drew. 

When  Javan's  ear  thooe  startling  accenta  ihrUTd. 
Wonder  and  ecstacy  his  bosom  fill'd ; 
But  quick  compunction  humUer  feelings  wrought. 
He  blosh'd  to  be  a  spy  on  Zillah's  thought: 
He  tom'd  aside ;  within  the  neighboring  btaki^ 
Resolved  to  tarry  till  the  nymph  awake. 
There,  as  in  luxury  of  thou^t  reclined, 
A  cafan  of  tenderness  composed  his  mind ; 
His  stringless  harp  upon  the  turf  was  thrown. 
And  on  a  pipe  of  most  mellifluous  tone. 
Framed  by  himself,  the  musing  Minstrel  fday'd. 
To  charm  the  slumberer,  cloister'd  in  the  shade 
Jubal  had  taught  the  lyre's  responsive  string. 
Beneath  the  rapture  of  his  touch  lo  sing ; 
And  bade  the  trumpet  wake,  with  bolder  farealh. 
The  joy  of  banle  in  the  field  of  death ; 
But  Javan  first,  whom  pure  affection  fired. 
With  Love's  clear  eloquence  the  flute  inspired ; 
At  cmce  obedient  to  the  lip  and  hand. 
It  uiter'd  every  feeling  at  o(Hnmand. 
Light  o'er  the  stops  his  airy  fingers  flew, 
A  spirit  spoke  in  every  tone  they  drew ; 
'T  was  now  the  skylark  on  the  wings  of  mom. 
Now  the  nightpwarbler  leaning  on  her  thorn; 
Anon  through  every  pulse  the  music  stole. 
And  held  sublime  o(xnmunion  with  the  soul. 
Wrung  from  the  coyest  breast  the  unprisoo'd  sigh. 
And  kindled  rapture  in  the  coldest  eye. 

Thus  on  his  dulcet  pipe  while  Javan  play'd. 
Within  her  bower  av^'oke  the  conscious  maid ; 
She,  in  her  dream,  by  varying  foncies  crest. 
Had  hail'd  her  wanderer  fbund,  and  rooam*d  him  kist; 
In  one  wild  vision,  'midst  a  land  unknoi^'n 
By  a  dark  river,  as  she  sat  alone, 
Javan  beyond  the  stream  dejected  stood ; 
He  spied  her  soon,  and  leapt  into  the  fktod ; 
The  thwarting  currmit  urged  him  down  its  oonrse. 
But  Love  repell'd  it  with  victorious  fbrce ; 
She  ran  to  help  him  landing,  where  at  length 
He  struggled  up  the  bank  >%ith  failing  strangth; 
She  caught  his  hand ; — when,  downward  &om  the  day 
A  water-monster  dragg'd  the  youth  away ; 
She  follow'd  headlong,  Imt  her  garments  bore 
Her  form,  light  floating,  till  she  saw  no  more : 
For  suddenly  the  dream's  delusion  changed. 
And  through  a  blooming  wilderness  she  ranged ; 
Alone  she  seem'd,  but  not  alone  she  walk'd---> 
Javan.  invisible,  beside  her  talk'd. 
He  told  how  he  had  journey 'd  many  a  jrear 
With  changii^  seasons  in  their  swill  career. 
Danced  with  the  breeies  in  the  bo>%'en  of  mom. 
Slept  in  the  valley  where  new  moons  are  bom. 
Rode  with  the  planets,  on  their  golden  cars. 
Round  the  Uue  worid  inhalMted  by  stars. 
And,  bathing  in  die  sun's  crystalline  streams. 
Became  ethoeal  spirit  in  the  beams, 
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e  were  his  lineamenU,  from  mortal  right, 
'd  in  pure  transparency  of  light ; 
BIT,  hia  pilgrimage  of  glory  past, 
n't  vale  he  sought  repose  at  last 
voice  was  mystery  to  Zillah's  ear, 
jech,  nor  song,  yet  full,  melodious,  clear; 
nds  of  winds  or  waters,  birds  or  bees, 
$'er  so  exquisitely  tuned  to  please, 
vhile  she  sought  him  with  desiring  eyes, 
ry  Javan  darted  from  di^uise — 
I  her  view  a  stranger's  visage  broke ; 
d,  she  fell,  he  caught  herr-ndie  awoke. 

ike  from  sleeps — but  in  her  solitude 
the  enchantment  of  her  dream  renew'd ; 
ving  voice,  so  full,  melodious,  clear, 
oice  of  mystery  warbled  in  her  ear. 
>rds  no  longer  wing  the  trembling  notes, 
hly,  inexpressive  music  floats, 
id  tones  so  voluble  and  wild, 
Dses  seem  by  slumber  still  beguiled : 
d,  she  started  from  her  lonely  den, 
ushing,  instantly  retired  again ; 
ewless  phantom  came  in  sound  so  near, 
ranger  of  her  dream  might  next  appear, 
conceal'd  behind  the  verdant  brake, 
I  lip  &il,  and  strength  his  hand  forsake ; 
Iropt  his  flute,  and  while  he  lay  at  rest 
eveiy  pulse  that  travell'd  through  his  breast 
who  deem'd  the  strange  illusion  fled, 
pom  the  laurel-arbor  show'd  her  head, 
e  quick*glancing  round,  as  if  in  diought 
ng  from  the  obgect  that  she  sought : 
V  degrees,  to  Javan  in  the  shade, 
lerging  njrmph  her  perfect  shape  display'd. 
lad  but  touch'd  her  form  to  finer  grace, 
iiad  but  shed  their  favon  on  her  face, 
secret  Love,  and  unrewarded  Tm^ 
>ld  clear  dew  upon  the  rose  of  jrouth, 
o  the  springing  flower  a  chasten'd  bkwm, 
lut  from  rifling  winds  its  coy  perfume. 

ds  cannot  paint  the  wonder  of  her  look, 
once  again  his  pipe  the  Minstrel  took, 
•ft  in  under-tones  began  to  play, 
le  caged  woodlark's  low-lamenting  lay : 
ood  and  shrill,  by  stronger  breath  impell'd, 
her  strains  the  undaunted  music  swell'd, 
w-bom  echoes  through  the  forest  rang, 
rds.  at  noon,  in  broken  slumbers  sang, 
ering  transport,  infontine  surprise, 
>'d  in  her  bosom,  sparkled  in  her  eyes, 
rery  feature  every  feeling  shone, 
lor  changed  as  Javan  changed  his  tone ; 
ihe,  between  the  bower  and  brake  entranced, 
itely  retreated  or  advanced ; 
mes  the  lessening  cadence  seem'd  to  fly, 
he  full  melody  came  rolling  nigh ; 
runk.  or  follow'd  still,  with  eye  and  feet, 
to  lose  it.  more  afraid  to  meet ; 
t  through  Eden's  land,  by  fimie  alone, 
harmonious  minstrelsy  was  known, 
li  nobler  songs  than  cheer'd  the  Patriarefaa*  |^ 
reaounded  fh>m  the  lips  of  men. 

kce,  at  length,  the  listening  Maiden  broke ; 
Art  of  Javan  check'd  him  while  she  spoke ; 


Though  sweeter  than  his  pipe  her  acoenta  slola, 
He  durst  not  learn  the  tumult  of  her  soul. 
But,  closely  cowering  in  his  ambuscade. 
With  sprightlier  breath  and  nimbler  finger  play'd 
— **  T  is  not  the  nightingale  that  sang  so  well, 
\Vhen  Javan  lefl  me  near  this  lonely  cell ; 
*T  is  not  indeed  the  nightingale ; — ^her  voice 
Could  never  since  that  hour  my  soul  rejoice : 
Some  bird  fit)m  Paradise  hath  lost  her  way. 
And  carols  here  a  long-forbidden  lay ; 
For  ne'er  since  Eve's  transgression,  mortal  ear 
Was  privileged  such  heavenly  sounds  to  hear ; 
Periiaps  an  Angel,  while  he  rests  his  wings. 
On  earth  alighting,  here  his  descant  sings ; 
Methinks  those  tones,  so  full  of  joy  and  love. 
Must  be  the  language  of  the  world  above ! 
Within  this  brake  he  rests:"  With  curious  ken. 
As  if  she  fear'd  to  stir  a  lion's  den. 
Breathless,  on  tiptoe,  round  the  copse  she  crept ; 
Her  heart  beat  quicker,  louder,  as  she  stept. 
Till  Javan  rose,  and  fix'd  on  her  his  eyes. 
In  dumb  embarrassment,  and  feign'd  surprise. 
Upright  she  started,  at  the  sudden  view. 
Back  from  her  brow  the  scatter'd  ringlets  flew; 
P^eness  a  moment  overspread  her  face ; 
But  fear  to  firank  astonishment  gave  place, 
And  with  the  virgin-blush  of  innocence. 
She  ask'd, — ^'*Who  art  thou,  Stranger,  and  6om 
whence?" 

WiUi  mild  demeanor,  and  with  downcast  eye, 
Javan,  advancing,  humbly  made  reply : 
— **  A  Wretch,  escaping  from  the  tribes  of  men. 
Seeks  an  asylum  in  the  Patriarchs'  glen ; 
As  through  the  forest's  breathless  gloom  I  stray^, 
Up«prang  the  lH«eze  in  this  delicious  shade ; 
Then,  while  I  sate  beneath  the  rustling  tree, 
I  waked  this  pipe  to  wildest  minstrelsy. 
Child  of  my  ftncy,  framed  with  Jubal's  art. 
To  breathe  at  will  the  fullness  of  my  helot : 
Fairest  of  Women !  if  the  clamor  rude 
Hath  scared  the  quiet  of  thy  solitude. 
Forgive  the  innocent  ofifence,  and  tell 
How  for  beyond  these  woods  the  ri^teoos  dwelL"— - 

Though  changed  his  voice,  his  look  and  stature 
changed, 
In  air  and  garb,  in  all  but  love  estranged. 
Still  in  the  youthful  exile  Zillah  sought 
A  dear  lost  friend,  for  ever  near  her  thought ! 
Yet  answer'd  coldly, — jealous  and  afraid 
Her  heart  might  be  mistaken,  or  betrey'd. 
— **  Not  far  flrom  hence  the  fidthful  race  reside ; 
Pilgrim !  to  whom  shall  I  thy  footsteps  guide  f 
Alike  to  all,  if  thou  an  alien  be. 
My  father's  home  invites  thee :  foUow  me." 

She  spoke  with  such  a  though^divining  kx>k. 
Color  his  lip,  and  power  his  tongue  forsook ; 
At  length,  m  hesitating  tone,  and  low, 
— '*  Enoch,"  said  he,  **  the  friend  of  God,  I  know. 
To  him  I  bear  a  message  full  of  fear ; 
I  may  not  rest  till  he  vouchsafe  to  hear.'* 

He  paused :  his  cheek  with  red  confusion  bom'd; 
Kindness  through  her  relenting  breast  retum'd : 
— **  Behold  the  path,"  she  cried,  and  led  the  way; 
Ere  long  the  vale  onbosom'd  to  the  day  : 

211 


28 


liONTGOMERY*8  POETICAL  WORK& 


Ardi'd  o'«r  a  ooOi^mdoC  dnt  peep*  between, 
Dwvik  Enoch;  Stnngw!  pence  etlend  tliee  diera, 
Bff  ftAnr*!  ibeep  demuid  lui  dangfater^  cue." 

Jnvnn  wm  lo  rebuked  beneath  her  eye. 
She  vanedi'd  ere  he  fidter'd  a  reply. 
And  sped,  while  he  in  ooU  amaienient  Hood, 
Akng  the  winding  border  of  the  wood ; 
Now  loet,  now  re-appearing,  ae  the  ^ade 
Shone  to  die  eon,  or  darfccn'd  in  the  riiade. 
He  WW,  but  migfat  not  follow,  where  ho*  flock 
Were  went  to  rat  at  noon,  beneath  a  rock. 
He  knew  die  wiOowy  champaign,  and  the  itream. 
Of  nany  an  early  lay  the  simple  theme. 
Chanted  in  Boybood*!  anenqwding  hoon. 
When  ZUhh  joined  the  eong,  or  pniaed  hie  powen. 
Thither  he  watch'd  ha,  while  her  comae  ahe  bore. 
Nor  ceaaed  to  ga»,  when  she  was  seen  no  more. 


CANTO  in. 


Javan's  Soliloqay  on  Zillah's  Desertion  of 

reaches  the  Rains  of  his  Mother's  Cotti^je. — 
Tlienoe  he  proceeds  to  £nodi*s«Dwelling.-^ii 
Reception  dier&^-Enoch  and  Javan  proceed  lo> 
gethertowards  the  Place  of  Sacrifice^ — Pesciiption 
of  the  Pktriarchs'  Glen  s—Occhmq  of  the  FamUy 
of  Seth  retiring  thither  at  firrt. 


"  Am  I  m  changed  by  soflering,  so  fiifgot. 
That  Love  disowns  me,  Zilfadi  knows  me  not  f 
Ah !  no ;  die  shrinks  firom  my  disastrous  fiite. 
She  dare  not  love  me,  and  she  cannot  hate : 
*Tis  just;  I  merit  this: — ^When  Nature's  womb 
Ingolf  *d  my  kindred  in  one  common  tomb. 
Why  was  I  spared  I — ^A  reprobate  by  birth. 
To  heaTen  rebeUkms,  unallied  on  earth. 
Whither,  O  whither  shall  the  outcast  flee? 
There  is  no  home,  no  peace,  no  hope  for  me. 
I  hate  the  worldling's  vanity  and  noise, 
I  have  DO  feUow-foeling  in  his  joys : 
Hie  saint's  serener  blim  I  cannot  share. 
My  Sonl,  alas !  hath  no  commomon  thera 
This  is  die  portion  of  my  cup  below. 
Silent,  unmrngled.  solitary  woe; 
Tobear  fiom  dime  to  dime  the  cum  of  Caia 
Sm  widi  remorse,  jret  find  repentance  vain ; 
And  ding,  in  blank  despair,  fiom  breath  to  breath. 
To  imaght  in  lifo,  except  the  foar  of  Death.*" — 

While  Javan  gave  his  bitter  pamioo  vent. 
And  wander'd  on,  unheeding  where  he  went. 
His  feet,  instinctive,  led  him  to  the  spot 
Where  rose  the  ruins  of  his  Chiklhood*s  cot ; 
Here,  as  he  hahed  in  abrupt  surprise. 
His  Mother  seem'd  to  vanish  fiom  hk  eyes^ 
As  if  her  gentle  form,  unmark'd  before. 
Had  stood  to  greet  him  at  the  wonted  door; 
Tet  did  the  pale  retiring  Spirit  dart 
A  look  of  tendeiiiess  that  broke  Us  heart : 
"Twas  hot  a  diought,  arrested  on  its  flight. 
And  bodied  forth  with  visionary  light. 


But  chill  flie  lifo-blood  ru  throqgh  eray 
The  fire  of  fiensy  laded  tnn  Ins  btaiik 
He  cast  himself  in  tenor  on  the  groond: 

Slowly  recover  mg  strength,  he  gaaed 
In  wistfid  silence,  ^ed  those  waDsdecasr^ 
Between  whose  chinks  die  lively  bard  pi^rV; 
The  moss  clad  timbers,  loose  and  lapaed  awij, 
Huealming  ere  long  in  wider  wredt  to  lie; 
The  fractured  looC  through  which  dto 

rfione, 
With  rai^  nufloweting  verdure  o^eigiuwa  ; 
The  prostrate  fiagmenn  of  the  wicker-dooi; 
And  reptile  traces  oo  the  damp  green  floor. 
Hiis  monmfiil  spectade  while  Javan  ▼iew'd. 
Life's  earliest  scenes  and  trials  were  reoewM ; 
(yet  lus  dark  mind,  the  light  of  jrean  gone  fay. 
Gleam'd,  like  die  meteors  of  a  northern  sky. 
He  moved  lus  lips,  but  strove  in  vain  to 
A  few  slow  tears  strsy'd  down  his  cold  wm 
Till  fiom  his  breast  a  sigh  convulsive  qvung. 
And  "O  my  Bfodter!**  trembled  fiom  his 
Hiat  name,  though  but  a  murmur,  dmt  dear 
Touch'd  every  kLid  aflection  into  flame ; 
Despondency  assumed  a  milder  form, 
A  rsy  of  comfort  darted  through  the  aton 
**0  God !  be  merciful  to  me  '"—He  said. 
Arose,  and  straight  to  Enodi's  dwdliqg 


Enodi,  who  sato,  to  taste  the  fiediening 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  cottag»4reea. 
Beheld  the  youth  approaching ;  and  hie  eye^ 
Instructed  fay  die  light  of  prophecy. 
Knew  fiom  afor,  benoath  the  stianger^s  air. 
Hie  orphan-obyect  <^  his  tenderest  care ; 
Forth,  with  a  611110/8  joy,  the  holy  man 
To  meet  the  pocNr  returning  pilgrim  ran. 
Fell  on  his  neck,  and  kiw'd  him,  wept,  and  cried. 
*  My  son!  my  son!" — but  Javan  shrunk  aside ; 
llie  Fstriarch  raised,  embraced  him,  oft  withdrew 
His  head  to  gase,  then  wept  and  clasp*d  anew. 
Hie  mourner  bow*d  with  agony  of  shame. 
Clung  round  his  knees,  and  called  upon  hie 
— ^  Father !  bdidd  a  supplicant  in  me, 
A  anner  in  the  sight  of  Heaven  and  thee ; 
Tet  for  thy  former  love,  may  Javan  live : 
O,  for  the  mother's  sake,  the  son  forgive !— • 
Tlie  meanest  office,  and  the  lowest  seat. 
In  Enodi's  boose  be  mine,  at  Enodi's  feeL" 

**  Come  to  my  home,  my  bosom  and  my  rest. 
Not  as  a  stranger,  and  wayfimng  guest : 
My  bread  of  peace,  my  cup  of  blessings  share. 
Child  of  my  fiudi !  and  answer  to  my  prajro- ! 
O,  I  have  wept  through  many  a  night  for  thee. 
And  watdi'd  dirough  many  a  day  this  day  to 
Crown'd  is  the  hope  <^  my  desiring  heart ; 
I  am  resign'd,  and  ready  to  depart : 
With  joy  I  hafl  my  course  of  nature  run, 
Smoe  I  have  eeen  thy  foce,  my  son !  my  son !** 

80  saying.  Enodi  led  to  lus  abode 
The  trembling  penitent,  along  the  road 
That  through  the  garden's  gay  indosure  wound ; 
Ifklst  fruito  and  flowers  tlM  Pttriarch's  spouse  they 

found, 
Ploddog  the  purple  clusters  fiom  the  vine. 
To  crown  die  cup  of  unfermenied  wine. 
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ID  meet  diem ; — but  in  strange  rannite 
8lo|it»  and  on  Javin  fix*d  hw  eameBt  eyw ; 
Eb  Imeel'd  to  greet  her  hand  with  wonted  grace-— 
Ah !  then  ahe  knew  him!— aa  he  bow'd  hia  fiioe, 
EGa  moCher'a  faatniea  in  a  glimpae  she  caught. 
And  the  aon'a  image  nish'd  upon  her  thought; 
N»  ahe  reooird  with  momentary  fright, 
As  if  a  spirit  had  ris'n  before  her  sight ; 
Relmiiing,  with  a  heart  too  fiill  to  speaJ^, 
She  ponr'd  a  flood  of  tears  .upon  his  cheek, 
Tlienlaiigfa'd  lor  gladness^ — bat  her  laugh  waa  wild; 
—^  Where  hast  tbon  been,  my  own,  my  orphan  child  f 
Child  of  my  soul !  bequeath'd  in  deadi  to  me. 
By  her  who  had  no  other  wealth  than  thee ! " 
She  cried,  and  widi  a  Mother's  love  caress'd 
The  Toulfa,  who  wept  in  silence  on  her  breast 

ThoB  haaty  tomnlt  of  afiecticn  o'er, 
Tliey  paaa'd  within  the  hospitable  door; 
Thoe  oo  a  grassy  conch,  with  joy  o'ercome, 
PonaiTe  with  awe,  with  Teneration  dumb, 
JaTan  reclined,  indkile  kneeling  at  his  seat. 
The  homble  Patriarch  wash'd  the  tnTeller's  feet 
QnicUy  die  Spouse  her  plenteous  table  spread 
With  homely  viands,  milk  and  firmii  and  bread. 
Ere  long  the  guest,  grown  innocently  bold. 
With  simplie  eloquence  his  story  told ; 
Hia  sinB,  hia  follies,  fiankly  were  reveal'd, 
And  oodung  hot  his  nameless  lore  conoeal'd. 
— ^'Wfaile  tfans,"  he  cried,  "  I  proved  the  world  a 


While 
Bfy 


a  aerpent.  Fame  a  doud  in  air ; 
the  sons  of  men  my  footsteps  trod, 
my  heart,  was  vrith  the  Sona  of  Gktd." 


**  Went  not  my  spirit  with  thee,"  Enodi  said, 
**  Wheo  fiom  the  Blother's  grave  the  Orphan  fled  f 
Others  believed  thee  slain  by  beasts  of  blood, 
Or  aatfdavoled  to  the  strangling  flood, 
(Too  plainly  in  thy  griel^bewilder'd  mien. 
By  evwy  eye,  a  breaking  heart  was  seen :) 
I  moanird  in  secret  thine  apostasy. 
Nor  eaaaed  to  intercede  with  Heaven  for  thee. 
StRQg  waa  my  foidi :  in  dreams  or  waking  thought. 
Oft  as  liiine  image  o'er  my  mind  was  brought, 
I  deen'd  thee  living  by  this  oonsdous  sign. 
The  deep  oommonion  of  my  soul  with  thine. 
TUs  day  a  voiee,  that  fluill'd  my  breast  with  foar 
CBfothoQi^  twaa  Adam's),  whisper'd  in  mine  ear, 
—> Enoch!  ere  thrice  the  morning  meet  the  aon, 
Tbj'jofAtJl  be  Ihlfill'd,  thy  rest  begun.' 
While  ye(  fliose  tones  were  murmuring  in  air, 
I  tom'd  to  look^— but  saw  no  speaker  there: 
ThoQi^  I  not  then  of  thee,  my  long-lost  joy  f 
LaapC  DOC  Biy  heart  abroad  to  meet  my  boy  f 
Tea!  and  while  stiUI  sate  beneath  the  tree. 
Revolving  what  the  signal  meant  to  me, 
I  apied  Ihee  coming,  and  with  eager  foot 
Bm,  the  raCoraing  fugitive  to  greet: 
Nor  less  the  welcome  art  thou,  since  I  know 
By  this  hi^  warning,  that  from  earth  I  go ; 
My  daya  are  number'd ;  peace  on  thine  attend! 
The  timl  ooaiea>-be  fiuthful  to  the  end." 


Sire!  whilelroam'dtheworld,a  transient  guest. 

From  iun-rise  to  the  ocean  of  the  west, 

I  found  that  sin,  where'er  the  foot  of  man 

Nature's  primeval  wilderness  o'eiran. 

Had  track'd  his  steps,  and  through  advancing  l^me 

Urged  the  deluded  race  from  crime  to  crime. 

Till  wrath  and  strife,  in  fratricidal  war, 

Gather'd  the  force  of  natioDS  fiom  afiur. 

To  deal  and  sufier  Death's  unheeded  blow. 

As  if  the  curse  on  Adam  were  too  slow : 

Even  now  an  host,  like  locusts  on  their  way. 

That  desolate  the  earth,  and  dim  the  day. 

Led  by  a  Giant  king,  whose  arm  hath  broke 

Remotest  realms  to  wear  his  iron  ]roke. 

Hover  o'er  Eden,  resolute  to  close 

His  final  triumph  o'er  his  latest  foes; 

A  feeble  band,  that  in  Aeir  covert  lie, 

like  cowering  doves  beneath  the  ftlcon's  eye. 

That  easy  and  ignoble  conquest  won, 

There  yet  remains  one  fouler  deed  undone. 

Oft  have  I  heard  the  tyrant  in  his  ire. 

Devote  this  glen  to  massacre  and  fire. 

And  swear  to  root,  from  Elarth's  dishonor'd  fiioe. 

The  last  least  relic  of  the  fiuthful  race ; 

Thenceforth  he  hopes,  on  God*8  terrestrial  flirone. 

To  rule  the  nether  universe  alone. 

Wherefore,  O  Sire !  when  evening  shuts  die  sky. 

Fly  with  tibiy  kindred,  firom  destruction  fly ; 

Far  to  the  south,  unpeopled  wilds  of  wood 

Skirt  the  dark  borders  of  Euphrates*  flood ; 

There  shall  the  Patriarchs  find  secure  repose^ 

Till  Eden  rest,  forsaken  of  her  foes." 

At  Javan's  speech  the  Matron's  cheek  grew  pale. 
Her  courage,  not  her  fiuth,  b^an  to  &il : 
Eve's  youngest  daughter  she ;  the  silent  tear 
ll^tness'd  her  patience,  but  betray'd  her  fear. 
Then  answer'd  Enoch,  with  a  smile  serene. 
That  shed  celestial  beauty  o'er  his  mien; 
**  Here  is  mine  earthly  habitation :  here 
I  wait  till  my  Redeemer  shall  appear : 
Death  and  the  &ce  of  man  I  dare  not  shun, 
CSod  is  my  refiige,  and  His  will  be  done.' 


n 


The  Matron  check'd  her  uncomplaining  sigh. 
And  wiped  the  drop  that  trembled  in  her  eye. 
Javan  vrith  shame  and  selfabasement  blush'd. 
But  every  care  at  Enoch's  smile  was  hush'd : 
He  felt  the  power  of  truth ;  his  heart  o*erflow'd. 
And  in  his  look  sublime  devotion  glow'd. 
Westward  the  Patriarch  tum'd  his  tranquil  fiu» ; 
**  The  Sun,"  said  he,  **  hath  well-nigh  run  his  race ; 
I  to  the  yearly  sacrifice  repair, 
Our  Brethren  meet  me  at  the  place  of  prayer." 


i»» 


"Olive  the  yean  of  Adam!"  cried  the  yoadi; 
'  Tet  sacm  thy  words  to  breathe  prophetic  truth : 


"I  follow :  O,  my  fitther!  I  am  fliine; 
Hy  God,  thy  people,  and  thine  altar  nune !' 
Ezdaim'd  the  youth,  on  hi^est  thoni^lB  intent. 
And  forth  vrith  Enoch  thnm^  die  valley  vrent 

Deep  was  that  valley,  girt  widi  rodi  and  wood ; 
In  rural  groups  the  scattered  hamlet  stood; 
Tents,  arbors,  cottages,  adom'd  the  scenes 
Gardens  and  fields,  and  diepherda'  walka  between  i 
Through  all,  a  streamlet,  from  its  mountain^Hiroe, 
Seen  but  by  stealth,  pursued  its  willowy  coutm. 
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Wlm  fint  dke  mingling  tom  of  God  and  man 
T%e  denMKHHcrifice  of  war  began, 
Selfenled  here,  the  femily  of  Seth 
Banoonoed  a  worid  of  violence  and  death, 
Faitfafiil  akxie  amidst  the  fiuthleai  found,* 
And  innocwit  while  murder  cursed  the  grooDd. 
Here,  in  retirement  fiom  pro&ne  mankind, 
nnnBf  wuahipp'd  God  with  purity  of  mind, 
Fed  dieir  imiiU  flocki,  and  till'd  their  nanow  loQ, 
like  parent  Adam,  widi  MibmiHive  toil, 
— ^Adam,  whoae  eyea  their  pioua  hands  had  closed. 
Whose  bones  beneath  their  quiet  tnif  repoaed. 
No  glen  like  this,  unstain'd  with  human  blood, 
Conki  youthful  Nature  boast  before  the  flood; 
Far  less  shall  Earth,  now  hastening  to  decay, 
A  scene  of  sweeter  loneliness  display. 
Where  nought  was  heard  but  sounds  of  pence  and 

lore. 
Nor  seen  but  woods  around,  and  heaven  above. 


Would  that  my  tongue  were  gifted  lo  diipliy 
The  terror  and  the  glory  of  ^at  day. 
When,  seiwd  and  stricken  by  the  Imnd  of 
The  fiist  tranagresMir  yielded  up  his  breaik! 
Nigh  threescore  years,  with  interchanging  fi^ 
The  host  of  heaven  have  measured  day  and 
Since  we  bdield  the  ground,  fiom  whidi  ha  ttm. 
On  his  returning  dust  in  silence  dose. 


Yet  not  in  cold  and  unconcem*d  content. 
Their  years  in  that  delicioos  range  were  spent; 
Oft  from  their  haunto  the  fervent  Patriarchs  broke, 
In  strong  afiectioa  to  their  kindred  spoke, 
With  tears  and  prayers  reproved  their  growing  crimes. 
Or  told  the  impending  judgments  of  the  times. 
In  vain;  the  world  despised  the  warning  word, 
With  scorn  belied  it,  or  vrith  mockery  heard, 
Forbade  the  aealous  monitors  to  roam. 
And  stoned,  or  diased  them  to  thor  forest  home. 
There,  fiom  the  depth  of  solitude,  Aeir  stg^ 
Pleaded  with  Heaven  in  ceaseless  sacrifice. 
And  kxig  did  righteous  Heaven  the  guilty  spare, 
Won  by  the  holy  violence  of  prayer. 

Tet  sharper  pangs  of  unavailing  woe. 
Hums  Sires  in  secrecy  were  doom'd  to  know ; 
Oft  by  die  world's  alluring  snares  misled, 
Tlieir  youth  fiom  that  sequester'd  valley  fled, 
Join'd  the  wild  herd,  increased  the  godless  crew. 
And  left  the  virtoous  remnant  weak  and  few. 


CANTO  IV. 


Enoch  relates  to  Javan  the  Circumstances  of  die 
Death  of  Adam,  including  his  Appointment  of  an 
annual  Sacrifice  on  the  Day  of  his  Txansgressioo 
and  Fall  in  Paradise. 


Thus  through  the  valley  while  they  held  their  walk, 
Enoch  of  former  days  began  to  talk: 
— ^  Thou  know'st  our  place  of  sacrifice  and  prayer, 
Javan !  for  thou  vrett  wont  to  wordiip  there : 
Built  by  our  fother's  venerable  hands. 
On  the  same  spot  our  ancient  altar  stands. 
Where,  driven  fiom  Eden*s  hallow'd  groves,  he  found 
An  home  on  earth's  uncoosecrated  ground ; 
Whence  too,  his  pilgrimage  of  trial  oW, 
He  reach*d  the  rest  which  sin  can  break  no  more. 
Oft  hast  thou  heard  our  elder  Patriarchs  tall 
How  Adam  once  by  disobedience  foU; 
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**  With  him  his  noblest  sons  migfat  not 
In  godlike  fiBatureand  miyestic  air; 
Not  out  of  weakness  rose  his  gradoal 
Perfect  fiom  his  Creator's  hand  he 
And  w  in  form  excelling,  so  in  mind 
The  Sire  of  men  transcended  all  mankind; 
A  soul  was  in  his  eye,  and  in  his  speech 
A  dialect  of  heaven  no  art  could  reach ; 
For  oft  of  old  to  him,  the  evening  fareeae 
Had  borne  the  voice  of  God  among  the 
Angels  were  wont  their  songs  with  his  to 
And  talk  with  him  as  their  familiar  fiieiid. 
But  deep  remorse  for  that  mysterious  crimeb 
Whose  dire  contagion  through  elapsing  toaa 
Diffused  the  curse  of  death  beyond  oontral. 
Had  wrought  such  selPabasement  in  his  sold. 
That  he,  whose  honors  were  approach'd  hf  mtm. 
Was  yet  the  meekest  man  beneath  the  am. 
From  sin,  as  from  the  serpent  that  betrajr'd 
Eve's  early  innocence,  he  shrunk  afraid ; 
Vice  he  rebuked  with  so  austere  a  fiown. 
He  seem'd  to  bring  an  instant  judgment  down ; 
Yet,  while  he  chid,  cooiponctioos  tears  wonld  slH^ 
And  yeamiiv  tenderness  disBolve  his  heart ; 
The  guflt  of  all  his  race  became  his  own. 
He  soffer'd  as  if  Ae  had  sinn'd  alone. 
Within  our  glen  to  filial  love  endear'd. 
Abroad  for  vrisdom,  troth,  and  justice  fear'd. 
He  walk'd  so  humbly  in  the  sight  of  all. 
The  vilest  ne'er  reproach'd  him  with  his  fidL 
Children  were  his  delight , — they  ran  to  meet 
His  soothing  hand,  and  dasp'd  hm  honored  foet ; 
WhOe,  'midst  their  fearless  sports  supremely  bkal. 
He  grew  in  heart  a  child  among  the  rest : 
Yet,  as  a  Parent,  nought  beneath  the  sky 
TVmch'd  him  so  quickly  as  an  infant's  e>*e : 
Joy  from  ill  smile  of  happiness  he  caught ; 
In  flash  of  rage  sent  horror  through  his  thooght ; 
His  smitten  oonsdenoe  felt  as  fierce  a  pain. 
As  if  he  fell  fiom  innocence  again. 

**  One  mom  I  track'd  him  on  his  lonely  way. 
Pale  as  the  gleam  of  slow<«wakening  day ; 
With  feeble  step  he  dimb'd  yon  craggy  height; 
Thence  fix'd  on  distant  Paradise  his  sight ; 
He  gazed  awhile  in  silent  thooght  profound. 
Then  fidliiv  pnstrate  on  the  dewy  ground. 
He  pour'd  his  spirit  in  a  flood  of  prayer, 
Bewail'd  his  ancient  crime  with  self^espair. 
And  daim'd  the  pledge  of  reconciling  grace. 
The  promised  Seed,  the  Savior  of  his  race. 
Wresding  with  God,  as  Nature's  vigor  fiul'd. 
His  faith  grew  stronger  and  his  plea  prevailVi ; 
The  prayer  Ihon  agony  to  rapture  roae. 
And  sweet  as  Angel  accents  fell  the  close. 
I  stood  10  groel  him :  when  he  raised  his  head. 
Divine  expraswm  o'er  his  visage  spread ; 
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»  vnm  10  nintly  lo  behold, 
in  nnleH  Paradise  grown  old. 

I  day/  said  he,  *in  Time's  star-lighted 
od, 

;  anguish  of  that  mortal  wound 
cted,  when  the  Serpent's  tongue 
with  his  beguiling  falsehood  stung. 
ars  of  grace  through  centuries  have  pass'd, 
ransgression,  this  may  be  the  last ; 
without,  and  fears  within, 
9  consunjnating  stroke  of  sin ; 
[he  place,  the  form  to  me  unknown, 
?ho  lent  me  life,  wiU  claim  his  own ; 
I  sink  as  suddenly  in  death, 
I'd  into  being  by  his  breath, 
I  climb'd  these  rocks  with  weary  pace, 
ice  more,  to  view  my  native  place, 
,  garden  of  delight  farewell, 
f  Paradise  from  which  I  fell, 
e,  Enoch  I  which  I  yearly  wear 
le  day  of  penitence  and  prayer,^ — 
I,  the  covering  of  my  first  oiSence, 
scious  of  departed  innocence, 
trembling,  from  my  Judge  I  fled, 
m«rcy  o'er  my  vileness  spread ; — 
is  mantle,  thus  vouchsafed  to  me 
dissian,  I  bequeath  to  thee ; 
sad  memorial  on  this  day, 
'  at  mine  earliest  altar  slay 
maculate,  whose  blood  be  spilt 
wrath  removed  and  cancell'd  guilt : 
tins  of  all  my  race  confeat, 
'  heads  may  peace  and  poidon  rest.' 
ike  our  Sire,  and  down  the  steep  descent 
^en'd  heart  and  fearless  footstep  went : 
when  we  parted  at  his  door, 
1  as  I  never  loved  before. 

cm,  returning  to  his  bower,  I  found 
laboring  in  his  harvest  ground 
f  tiU'd  a  litUe  plot  of  soil, 
1  pleased  with  voluntary  toil) ; 

changed  from  him,  whose  morning  eye 
he  star,  that  told  the  sun  was  nigh ! 
is  feeble  grasp  the  sickle  shook ; 
le  ghastly  dolor  of  his  look, 
•  help  him ;  but  his  latest  strength 
rme  upon  his  sheaves  he  fell  at  length : 
raise  him ;  sight  and  sense  were  fled, 
his  limbs,  and  backward  sway'd  his  head. 
1 ;  I  call'd  him,  and  we  bore  our  Sire 
wing  shades  from  noon's  afflictive  fire : 
ye  'woke  to  feeling,  with  a  sigh, 
mclosed  his  hesitating  eye ; 
ind  timidly  he  peer'd  around, 
in  dreams  whom  sudden  lights  oonibund ; 
I  new  Creation? — Have  I  pass'd 
leas  of  death?' — ^He  look'd  aghast, 
wful ; — *  No ;  men  and  trees  appear ; 
new  Creation, — pain  is  here ; 

dominion  is  there  no  release  ? 
hy  Servant  now  depart  in  peace.' 
remembrance  crowding  o'er  his  soulv 
IS ;  tears  of  consternation  stole 
Mtle  cheeks . — ^  Seth ! — ^Enoch!  Where  is 

»r 

the  spovise  her  dying  cansorl  leave  V 


"  Eve  look'd  that  moment  from  dieir  cottage-door 
In  quest  of  Adam,  where  he  toil'd  before ; 
He  vras  not  there,  she  call'd  him  by  his  name ; 
Sweet  to  his  ear  the  well-known  accents  came ; 
— *  Here  am  I,'  answer'd  he,  in  tone  so  weak. 
That  we  who  held  him  scarcely  heard  him  speak  j 
But  resolutely  bent  to  rise,  in  vain 
He  struggled  till  he  swoon'd  away  with  pain. 
Eve  call'd  again,  and  turning  towards  the  sbi^h^ 
Helpless  as  infancy,  beheld  him  laid ; 
She  sprang,  as  smitten  with  a  mortal  wound, 
Forward,  and  cast  herself  upon  the  ground 
At  Adam's  feet ;  half-rising  in  despair. 
Him  fitnn  our  arms  she  wildly  strove  to  tear ; 
Repell'd  by  gentle  violence,  she  preas'd 
His  powerless  hand  to  her  convulsive  breast. 
And  kneeling,  bending  o'er  him,  full  of  fears 
Warm  on  his  bosom  shower'd  her  silent  tears, 
light  to  his  eyes  at  that  refreshment  came. 
They  open'd  on  her  in  a  transient  flame ; 
— 'And  art  thou  here,  my  Life!  my  Love!'  he  cried, 
'  Faithful  in  death  to  this  congenial  side  ? 
Thus  let  me  bind  thee  to  my  breaking  heart. 
One  dear,  one  bitter  moment,  ere  we  part* 
— 'Leave  me  not,  Adam!  leave  me  not  below; 
With  thee  I  tarry,  or  with  thee  I  go,' 
She  said,  and  yielding  to  his  fiunt  embrace. 
Clung  round  his  neck,  and  wept  upon  his  &ce. 
Alarming  recollection  soon  retum'd. 
His  fever'd  frame  with  growing  anguish  bom'd : 
Ah !  then,  as  nature's  tenderost  impulse  wrought, 
With  fi)nd  solicitude  of  love  she  sought 
To  soothe  his  limbs  upon  their  grassy  bed, 
And  make  the  pillow  easy  to  his  head ; 
She  wiped  his  reeking  temples  with  her  hair ; 
She  shook  the  leaves  to  stir  the  sleeping  air; 
Moisten'd  his  lips  with  kisses :  with  her  breath 
Vainly  essay'd  to  quell  the  fire  of  Death, 
That  ran  and  revell'd  through  his  swollen  veins 
With  quicker  pulses,  and  severer  pains. 

**  The  sun,  in  summer  majesty  on  high. 
Darted  his  fierce  efifulgence  down  the  sky ; 
Yet  dimm'd  and  blunted  were  the  dazzling  rays. 
His  orb  expanded  through  a  dreary  haze. 
And,  circled  with  a  red  portentous  zone. 
He  look'd  in  sickly  horror  from  his  throne : 
The  vital  air  wu  still ;  the  torrid  heat 
Oppress'd  our  hearts,  that  labor'd  hard  to  b^it 
\Vhen  higher  noon  had  shrunk  the  lessening  shade. 
Thence  to  his  home  our  &ther  we  convey'd. 
And  stretch'd  him,  pillow'd  with  his  latest  sheavea, 
On  a  fresh  couch  of  green  and  fragrant  leaves. 
Here,  though  his  sufierings  through  the  glen  were 

known. 
We  chose  to  watch  his  dying  bed  alone. 
Eve,  Seth,  and  I.        In  vain  he  sigh'd  lor  rest, 
And  oft  his  meek  complainings  thus  expressed : 
— 'Blow  on  me,  Wind!  I  faint  with  hcMt!  O  faring 
Delidons  water  fhnn  the  deepest  spring ; 
Your  sunlMs  shadows  o'er  my  limbs  d^Sbse, 
Ye  cedars!  wash  me  ooM  with  midnight  dews. 
— Cheer  me,  my  fiiends!  with  looks  of  iimlniw 

cheer; 
Whisper  a  wotd  of  eomfiirt  in  mine  ear ; 
Those  sorrowing  fiuses  fill  my  soul  with  gloom; 
This  silence  is  the  silence  of  the  tomb. 
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ThidMr  I  hMtiw;  hdp  me  od  my  wiy; 

0  ang  to  loodie  me,  and  toitieoigUienpny!' 
We  MDg  to  eootlie  hmw — bopeleet  was  the  eoof ; 
We  pnfd  to  itieoigtlien  hini^ — he  grew  not  stroog. 
In  Tain  from  every  herb,  and  ftoit,  and  flower. 

Of  ooidial  aweetnem,  or  of  healing  power. 
We  pnm'd  die  iriitoe ;  no  terrertrial  bahn 
Natnre't  dianlTing  agony  could  calm. 
Th^  aa  the  day  declined,  the  ieU  diaeMO 
Bd|M  the  light  of  life  by  alow  degieea : 
Tec  wliiie  hia  pangi  grew  ahaiper,  more  reHgn'd, 
More  adfcofleded,  grew  die  auffiirer's  mind ; 
Ftticnt  of  heart,  tfaoogfa  rach'd  at  eveiy  pom. 
Hie  rigfateooB  penalty  of  ain  he  bore; 
Not  fail  the  ftrtitode  that  modoi  at  paina. 
Bat  that  which  feda  diem  moat,  and  ]ret  aoataina. 
— ^Tie  joat,  'tis  merdfol,'  we  heard  himny; 
'  Tet  wfaenfixe  hath  He  tam'd  hia  fiu»  away? 

1  see  Him  not;  I  hear  EGmnot;  I  call; 
Bfy  God!  my  God!  support  me,  or  I  ftlL' 

"The  son  went  down,  amidst  an  angry  f^are 
Of  flashing  ckmds,  that  crimson*d  all  the  air; 
Tlie  winds  brake  loose;  the  forest  booghs  were  torn. 
And  dark  aloof  the  eddying  foliage  bone ; 
Cattle  to  aheller  acadded  in  affiri^; 
Hie  florid  evening  vanish'd  into  night: 
Tlien  borrt  die  hanicane  upon  the  vale. 
In  peak  of  thunder,  and  thick-voUey'd  hafl ; 
Ftiofb  rushing  rains  with  tonents  whefan'd  die  land, 
Oor  eoC  amidst  a  river  aeem*d  lo  stand ; 
Anmnd  iliboae  dieiiamy  created  streams 
Flash'd  thraoghdie  darkneas  to  the  li^itning's  gleama. 
With  monstrous  throes  an  earthquake  heaved  die 

groond, 
Tlie  rodn  were  rent,  die  mountains  trembled  round; 
Nevw,  sinoe  Nature  into  being  came. 
Had  soch  mysterioas  motioa  shook  her  frame : 
We  thought,  ingulf  *d  in  floods,  or  wrapt  in  fire. 
The  worid  itMlf  would  perish  veith  our  Sire. 


this  war  of  elements,  widiin 
More  dreadlnl  grew  the  sacrifice  of  sin. 
Whose  victim  oo  his  bed  of  torture  lay, 
Breadiing  the  alow  remains  of  life  away. 
Erewhile,  victorious  feidi  sublimer  rose 
Bspeadi  the  pressure  of  ooDected  woes : 
But  now  his  spirit  wavered,  went  and  came, 
like  die  loose  vapor  of  departing  flame. 
Till  at  die  point,  when  comfert  seem*d  to  die 
For  ever  in  his  fix'd  undosing  ejre, 
Bri^t  throogh  the  smouldering  ashes  of  the 
Hie  saint  brake  ferth,  and  Adun  thus  began : 

»^^0  ye,  diat  shudder  at  this  awful  strife. 
This  wreMling  agony  of  Death  and  life. 
Think  not  that  He,  on  whom  my  soul  is  cast, 
Win  leave  me  thus  feisaken  to  the  lasL 
Nature's  infirmity  akne  you  aee ; 
My  chains  are  breaking,  I  shall  soon  be  &^; 
Tboui^  firm  in  God  the  Spirit  holds  her  trust, 
Tlie  flesh  is  frail,  and  tieinbles  into  dust 
Honor  and  anguish  seiae  me ; — ^'tis  the  hour 
Of  darkneai,  and  I  mourn  beneadi  iti  power; 
Tie  Tonpter  plies  me  with  his  direst  art, 
I  AmI  the  Serpient  coiling  round  my  heart; 


He  stirs  the  wound  he  once  inflirtad  dian^ 
Instils  the  deadening  poison  of  despair. 
Belies  the  truth  of  God*8  deUying  gniee. 
And  bids  me  cuse  my  Maker  lo  hia  feoe. 
— ^1  will  not  curse  Him,  though  his  graee 
I  will  not  cease  to  trust  Him,  though  he 
Full  on  his  promised  mercy  I  rely. 
For  God  hadi  spoken^ — God,  who  cannot 
— ^Thou,  of  my  feith  the  Author  and  the 
Bfine  early,  laite,  and  everlastiiig  Friend ! 
The  joy,  that  once  thy  presence  gnve. 
Ere  I  am  sammon*d  hence,  and  aeen  no 
Down  to  die  dust  returns  this  earthly 
Receive  my  Spirit,  Lord!  from  whom  it 
Rebuke  the  T^pter,  show  thy  power  to 
O  let  thy  glory  lig|it  me  to  the  grave. 
That  these,  who  witness  my  departing 
Bliay  learn  to  triumph  in  the  grasp  of 


**  He  dosed  hia  eyelids  with  a  tranquil 
And  seon'd  to  rest  in  silent  pray«>  awhile : 
Around  his  couch  wiUi  filial  awe  we  kneeTd, 
When  suddenly  a  light  from  heaven  reveaTd 
A  Spirit,  that  stood  within  the  unopen'd 
file  sword  of  God  in  his  right  hand  he  bora; 
Hia  countenance  was  lightning,  and  his  vest 
like  snow  at  sun-iise  on  the  moantunls 
Yet  so  benignly  beautiful  his  form. 
His  presence  still'd  die  fury  of  die  akm ; 
At  once  the  winds  retire,  die  waters  oeaaa; 
Hia  look  WM  knre,  hk  —Intetm.^  •  Pb.^  t ' 


"Our  Modier  firat  beheld  faim. 
But  terror  grew  to  transport,  while  slie  gaaed : 
— ^  Tis  He,  die  Prince  of  Seraphim,  who  dnnee 
Our  banished  feet  from  Eden's  happy  grove ;* 
Adam,  my  life,  my  Spouse,  awake ! '  die  cried ; 

*  Return  to  Pkiradise ;  behdd  thy  Guide ! 
O  let  me  fellow  in  this  dear  embrace !  * 
She  sunk,  and  on  his  boaom  hid  her  fiuse. 
Adam  look'd  up ;  his  visage  changed  ito  haeu 
Transfi»m'd  into  an  AngeTs  at  the  view : 

*  I  come ! '  he  cried,  with  &ith*s  full  triumph  find. 
And  in  a  sigh  of  ecstacy  expired. 

The  li|^t  was  vanished,  and  the  vision  fled ; 
We  stood  akne,  the  living  with  the  dead ; 
Tlie  ruddy  embers,  ^^immering  round  the  roam, 
Display'd  the  corpse  amidst  die  sdemn  ^oom ; 
But  o*er  the  scene  a  hdv  calm  reposed. 
The  gate  of  heaven  had  open*d  there,  and  doaed. 


"Eve's  feidiful  arm  still  c1asp*d  her  li^esa 
Gently  I  shook  it,  from  her  trance  to  rooae ; 
She  gave  no  answer ;  motionlMs  and  odd. 
It  fell  like  day  fitmi  my  relaxing  hdd ; 
Alarmed,  I  lifted  up  die  locks  of  grey 
That  hid  her  diedL ;  her  soul  had  pawed  avray : 
A  beauteous  corse,  she  graced  her  partner's  side ; 
Love  bound  dieir  lives,  and  Death  could  not  diviii 

**  Trembling  astonishment  of  grief  we  Mt, 
Tin  Nature's  sympathies  began  to  mdt ; 
We  wept  in  stillness  through  the  long  dark  night; 
— ^And  O  how  welcome  was  die  morning  Ugfat!** 
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THE  WORLD  BEFORE  THE  FLOOD. 


CANTO  V. 


Place  of  the  Patriarcha. — ^The  sacrifice 
venary  of  the  Fall  of  Adank— lEnoch't 


,'*  said  Enoch,  with  dejected  eye, 
^ve,  in  which  our  Parents  lie." 
id  o*er  the  turf  inclosure  wept, 
ty  side,  the  FirstpCreated  slept : 
r  a  voice,  with  still  small  sound, 
r  bosoms,  issued  from  that  mound : 
h  we  came,  and  we  retum'd  to  earth ; 
spare  the  dust  that  gave  you  birth ; 
1,  the  pain  for  my  transgression  due, 
ance  we  left  to  you, 
Iren  bless  us  in  our  grave, 
ive  the  virrong  that  God  ibrgavf  !'* 

the  altar  Enoch  tum'd  his  &ce ; 
ger'd  in  that  burying«place, 
wter'd  from  the  haunts  of  men, 
nook  of  all  that  lovely  glen, 
pilgrims  found  their  last  repose : 
ps  were  ranged  in  comely  rows, 
etween,  by  friends  and  kindred  trod, 
mih  duteous  hands  each  hallowed  sod : 

I  monument  was  taught  to  breathe 
hom  the  worm  devour'd  beneath ; 

low,  the  mighty,  and  the  &ir, 
b,  were  undistingmshM  there : 
ock  mouldered  near  that  spot, 
lor'd,  or  by  all  forgot ; 

II  heart  the  poorest  dust  was  dear, 
nd  eye  the  meanest  claim'd  a  tear ; 
ving,  by  affection  led, 

»  walk  in  spirit  with  their  dead, 
tk  cypren  cast  a  doleful  glotmi, 
jrew  shed  pcnson  o'er  the  tomb, 
id  red  with  intermingling  flowers, 
>ok'd  beautiful  in  sun  and  showers. 
I  fenced  it,  and  bejrond  their  bound 
rill  with  ever-murmuring  sound ; 
scene  for  Grief  to  nourish  care-^ 
f  Hope,  and  moved  the  heart  to  prayer. 

r'd  Javan  in  tfiat  lone  retreat  f 
*  her  that  bare  him  drew  his  fbet ; 
)  sought  it,  fearing  to  behold 
ties,  or  unsightly  mould ; 
nrC  which  his  own  hands  had  piled. 
t  flowers  and  richest  verdure  smiled : 
sn,  his  mother's  couch  of  rest, 
,  was  visited  and  blest 
le  kiss'd  it,  full  of  love  and  woe ; 
I  where  his  treasure  lay,  below ; 
tarried,  ere,  with  heav'nward  eyes, 
hasten'd  to  the  sacrifice. 

t  a  neighboring  mount,  that  stood 
the  valley,  girt  with  wood, 
rammit,  rising  o'er  the  trees, 
ool  fVagrance  of  the  evening  breeie, 
lal  worshippers  were  met ; 
as  brought,  the  wood  in  order  set 

T 


On  Adam's  rustic  altar,  mosao'ei^grown. 

An  unwrought  mass  of  earth-imbedded  sione. 

Long  known  and  hallow'd,  where,  for  man's  oflbnce, 

The  earth  first  drank  the  blood  of  iniKx;enoe, 

When  God  himself  ordain'd  die  t]!cpic  rite 

To  Eden's  Exiles,  resting  on  their  flight. 

Foremost,  amidst  the  group,  was  Enoch  seen. 

Known  by  his  humble  poit,  and  heavenly  mien : 

On  him  the  Priest's  mysterious  oflice  lay. 

For  't  was  the  eve  of  Man's  transgresskn^day 

And  him  had  Adam,  with  expiring  breath, 

Ordain'd  to  ofier  yearly,  from  his  death, 

A  victim  od  that  mountain,  whence  the  skies 

Had  first  inhaled  the  fumes  of  sacrifice. 

In  Adam's  ooat  of  skins  array'd  he  stands. 

Spreading  to  Heaven  his  supplicating  hands, 

Eire  from  his  robe  the  deadly  steel  he  drew 

To  smite  the  victim  sporting  in  his  view. 

Behind  him  Seth,  in  m^esty  confest, 

The  World's  great  Elder,  tower'd  above  the  rest 

Serenely  shone  his  sweet  and  solemn  eye. 

Like  the  sun  reigning  in  the  western  sky ; 

Though  nine  slow  centuries  by  stealth  had  shed 

Grey  hairs,  the  crown  of  glory,  on  him  head. 

In  hardy  health  he  rear'd  his  front  sublime, 

like  &e  green  aloe,  in  perennial  prime. 

When  fuU  of  yean  it  sbooH  forth  all  its  bkxxn. 

And  glads  ^e  forest  through  the  inmost  gloom ; 

So,  in  the  blossom  of  a  good  old  age, 

Fburish'd  amidst  his  sons  that  peerless  sage. 

Around  him,  in  august  succession,  stood 
The  fathers  of  the  World  before  the  Fkwd :  > 
— ^Enoa,  who  taught  mankind,  on  solemn  days. 
In  sacred  groves,  to  meet  for  prayer  and  praise. 
And  wam'd  idolaten  to  lift  their  eye, 
From  sun  and  stars,  to  Him  who  made  the  sky : 
— <^ani|an  and  Malaliel,  of  whom  alone. 
Their  age,  of  all  that  once  they  were,  is  known : 
— Jared,  who,  full  qf  hope  beyond  the  tomb, 
Hallow'd  his  oApring  from  the  Mother's  womb,* 
And  Heaven  received  the  Son  that  Pkuent  gave, 
He  walk'd  with  God,  and  oveistept  the  grave ; 
— A  mighty  pilgrim  in  the  vale  of  tears. 
Bom  to  the  troubles  of  a  thousand  years, 
Methuselah,  whose  feet  unhalting  ran  . 
To  the  last  circle  of  the  lifo  of  man : 
— Lamech,  from  infimcy  inured  to  toil. 
To  wring  slow  blessings  from  the  accursed  soil. 
Ere  yet  to  dress  his  vineyards,  reap  his  com. 
And  comfort  him  in  care,  was  Noah  bom,* 
Who  in  a  later  age,  by  signal  grace. 
Survived  to  renovate  the  human  race ; 
Both  worlds,  by  sad  reversion,  were  his  due. 
The  Orphan  of  the  old,  the  Father  of  the  new 

These,  vrith  their  fiunilies  on  either  hand. 
Aliens  and  exiles  in  their  native  land. 
The  few  who  loved  their  Maker  from  their  youth. 
And  worshipp'd  God  in  spirit  and  in  truth ; 
These  stood  vrith  Enoch : — All  had  fix'd  their  eyes 
On  him,  and  on  the  Lamb  of  sacrifice. 


1  The  iMiM  of  JEmmA,  the  soo  of  Jsrsd,  ii  derived  fttMB  tkm- 


to 

8  And  hs  eaBsd  bis  bbbs  Noah,  nyief .  TMs 
oomfort  us  eooeemiDg  our  woik,  sod  toO  of  our  bsBdi, 
of  the  groond  wUek  the  Lord  hath  ewwd.— Oia.  ▼.▼.». 
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For  DDW  with  trembling  hand  he  shed  the  blood, 
And  pboed  the  ■bugfato^d  victim  on  the  wood ; 
nmn  kneeling,  ae  the  ton  went  down,  he  hid 
His  hand  npon  the  haIlow*d  pyre,  and  ptay'd  9 — 
"Maker  of  heaven  and  earth!  aapreme  o'er  all 
Thai  live,  and  more,  and  breathe,  on  Tliee  we  call: 
Oar  &tbar  nmi'd  and  ■ufier'd ; — ^we,  who  bear 
Our  frdier^e  image,  hia  tranagreanon  share; 
HamUed  fcr  his  ofienoes,  and  our  own. 
Thou,  who  art  holy,  wise,  and  just  alone. 
Accept,  with  free  confeasion  of  our  guilt. 
This  victim  slain,  diis  bkiod  devontty  spilt. 
While  thiou^  the  veil  of  sacrifice  we  see 
Thy  mercy  smiling,  and  look  up  to  Thee ; 
O  grant  fixgiveness ;  power  and  giace  are  thine ; 
G<^  of  salvation!  canse  thy  fiwe  to  shine ; 
Hear  as  in  Heaven!  fulfil  oar  soul's  desira, 
God  of  our  fiober !  answer  now  with  fire." 

He  roae;  no  light  fixm  Heaven  around  him  shone. 
No  fire  descended  firom  &e  eternal  throne ; 
CoU  on  the  pile  die  ofier'd  victim  lay. 
Amidst  the  stillnesB  of  expirii^  day : 
The  eyes  <^  all  that  watch'd  in  vain  to  view 
The  wonted  sign,  distractedly  withdrew ; 
Fear  dipt  their  breath,  their  doubling  pulses  raised. 
And  eadi  by  stealth  upon  his  neighbor  gaaed ; 
From  heart  to  heart  a  strange  contagion  ran. 
A  shoddering  instinct  crowded  man  to  man ; 
Even  Seth  vrith  secret  consternation  shook, 
And  cast  on  Enoch  an  impbring  look. 
Enoch,  in  whose  sublime,  imearthly  mien. 
No  change  of  hue,  no  dood  of  care,  was  seen. 
Full  CD  the  mute  assembly  tum*d  his  fiu». 
Clear  as  die  sun  prepared  to  run  his  race. 
He  spoke ;  his  words,  with  awful  warning  fiaught. 
Rallied  and  fix*d  the  scattered  powers  of  thought : 
"  Men,  brethren,  fiohers !  wherefore  do  ye  (ear  ? 
Hath  CSod  departed  from  us  ? — God  is  here ; 
Present  in  every  heart,  with  sovereign  power. 
Hie  tries,  he  proves  his  people  in  this  hour ; 
Naked  as  li^t  to  his  all-searching  eye. 
Hie  thoui^  that  wrong,  the  doubts  that  tempt  Km 

lie; 
Tet  slow  to  anger,  merdful  as  just. 
He  knows  our  frame,  remembers  we  are  dust. 
And  spares  our  weakness : — ^In  this  truth  believe, 
Hope  against  hope,  and  ask  till  ye  receive. 
What,  though  no  flame  on  Adam's  altar  bum. 
No  signal  of  acceptance  yet  return  7 
God  is  not  man,  who  to  our  father  sware. 
All  times,  in  every  place,  to  answer  prayer. 
He  cannot  change ;  though  heaven  and  earth  decay, 
l%e  word  of  God  shall  never  pass  away. 

**  But  mark  the  season  >—Cram  the  rising  sun. 
Westward,  the  race  of  Cain  the  world  o'errun ; 
Their  monarch,  mightiest  of  the  sons  of  men. 
Hath  sworn  destruction  to  the  Piitriarchs*  glen ; 
Hither  he  hastens;  carnage  strews  his  path: 
— ^Who  will  await  the  giant  in  his  wrath  7 
Or  who  will  take  the  wings  of  silent  night. 
And  seek  deliverance  from  his  sword  by  flight  ? 
Hias  sahh  the  Lord  : — ^Ye  weak  of  faith  and  heart ! 
Who  dare  not  trust  the  living  God,  depart ; 
Hie  Aagal  of  his  presence  l^ds  your  way. 
Tear  lives  are  safe,  and  given  you  as  a  prey : 


But  ye  who,  nnappall'd  at  earthly  haim. 
Lean  on  the  strength  of  his  Almighty  am^ 
Prepared  for  life  or  death,  with  firm  aecoid, 
— Stand  still,  and  aee  the  gkvy  of  the  Lord.** 


A  panse,  a  dreary  pause,  ensued 
The  holy  man, — **  On  either  hand  divide ; 
The  feeble  fly ;  with  me  the  valiant  stay : 
Choose  now  your  portkm ;  whom  will  ye  obey, 
God,  or  your  feais  ?  EGs  counsel,  or  your  owsr* 
— ^  The  LoKO,  the  Lord,  for  Hk  is  God  ATon! 
Exdaim'd  at  once,  with  conscntaneooa  diaiee. 
The  whole  assembly,  heart,  and  soul,  and 
Thm  light  from  Heaven  with  sodden  beeuij 
Pure  on  the  altar  Mazed  the  unkindled  flame. 
And  apwaids  to  their  glorioas  source  retnm*d 
The  sacred  fires  in  whidi  the  victim  bam*d : 
While  throagh  the  evening  gloom,  to  distant  cyei; 
Mom  o'er  the  Patriarchs*  mountain  aeem'd  to 


Awe.stmck,  the  congregation  kneeVd  aroond. 
And  worshipp'd  with  their  fitces  to  the  groand ; 
The  peace  of  God.  beyond  expression  sweet, 
Fill'd  every  spirit  humUed  at  hie  feet* 
And  love,  joy,  wonder,  deeply  mingling  tbersb 
Drew  fitm  the  heart  unutterable  prayer. 


They  roae . — as  if  his  soul  had  pasa'd  amft 
Prostrate  before  the  altar  Enoch  lay, 
Elntranced  so  deeply,  all  beUeved  him  dead : 
At  length  he  breathed,  he  moved,  he  raised  his  head; 
To  Heaven  in  ecstacy  he  tum'd  his  eyes ; 
—With  such  a  kwk  the  dead  in  Chrmt  ahall  riaa, 
When  the  last  trumpet  calls  them  fioB  the  dosl. 
To  j<»n  the  resurrection  of  the  just : 
Yea,  and  from  earthly  graesneas  so  refined, 
(As  if  the  soul  had  left  the  flesh  behind. 
Yet  wore  a  mortal  semblance),  upright  stood 
The  great  Evangelist  before  the  Flood ; 
On  him  the  vision  of  the  Almighty  broke. 
And  future  times  were  present  while  he  spoke.* 

"The  Sainti  shall  sufiler;  righteousness ahaUttI; 
O'er  all  the  world  iniquity  prevail ; 
Giants,  in  fierce  contempt  of  man  and  God, 
Shall  rule  the  nations  with  an  iron  rod ; 
On  every  mountain  idol-groves  shall  rise. 
And  darken  Heaven  with  human  sacrifice. 
But  God  die  Avenger  coaoes, — a  judgment-day, 
A  flood  shall  sweep  his  enemies  away. 
How  few,  whose  eyes  shall  thm  have  seen  the 
— One  righteous  fiunily,  and  only  one, — 
Saved  from  that  wreck  of  Nature,  shall  behold 
The  new  Creation  rising  from  the  old ! 

**  O,  that  the  v^-orld  of  wickedness,  destroy'd, 
fifight  lie  for  ever  without  form  and  void ! 
Or,  that  the  earth,  to  innocence  restored. 
Might  flourish  as  the  garden  of  the  Lord ! 
It  will  not  be : — among  the  sons  of  luen. 
The  Giant.Spirit  shall  go  forth  agnin. 
From  chme  to  dime  shall  kindle  murderous  rage^ 
And  sfmsad  die  plagues  of  sin  from  age  to  age ; 
Yet  shall  the  Goid  of  mercy,  from  above. 
Extend  the  gdden  sceptre  of  his  love, 
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win  the  rabds  to  his  righteoui  iway, 
9veiy  moath  oonfesB,  and  heart  obey. 

kmidet  the  vnions  of  ascending  yean^ 
t  mighty  Chief,  what  Conqueror  appears !  > 
(arments  roll'd  in  blood,  his  eyes  of  flame, 
on  his  thigh  the  unutterable  namef* 
r  is  I,  that  bring  deliverance :  strong  to  save, 
ck'd  the  prey  from  death,  and  spoilM  the  grave/ 
herefbre,  O  Warrior !  are  thy  garments  red, 
diose  whose  feet  amidst  the  vintage  tread  ? 
trod  the  wine-press  of  the  field  alone ; 
lL*d  around  for  succor ;  there  was  none ; 
efi>re  my  wrath  sustain'd  me  while  I  fought, 
mine  own  arm  my  Saints'  salvation  wrought.* 
lus  may  thine  arm  for  evermore  prevail ; 
may  thy  foes,  O  Lord !  for  ever  fail ; 
re  by  thee  captivity  be  led ; 
of  the  woman !  bruise  the  serpent's  head ; 
emer !  promised  since  the  world  began, 
the  high  heavens,  and  condescend  to  man. 

[ail  to  the  Day'Spring !  dawning  from  a&r, 
it  in  the  east  I  see  his  natal  star : 
aen  of  hqpe !  lift  up  your  joyful  eyes ; 
ome  the  King  of  Glory  from  the  skies : 
is  the  King  of  Glory  ? — Mark  his  birth : 
ep  humiUty  he  stoops  to  earth, 
nea  a  Servant's  form,  a  Pilgrim's  lot, 
a  to  his  own,  his  own  receive  him  not, 
gh  angel<:hoiiB  his  peaceful  advent  greet, 
Gi6ntila  sagew  worship  at  his  feet 

'air  as  that  sovereign  Plant,  whose  sciom  shoot 
healing  verdure,  and  immmtal  fruit, 
Free  of  Lifo,  beside  the  stream  that  laves 
Selds  of  Paradise  with  gladdening  waves ; 
Id  him  rise  from  infimcy  to  youth, 
F*adier's  image,  full  of  grace  and  truth ; 
,  tempted,  proved  in  secret,  till  the  hour, 
I,  girt  widi  meekness,  but  arra/d  with  power, 
in  die  spirit  of  the  Lord,  at  length, 
die  son  shining  in  meridian  strength, 
lea  r^ — ^to  preach  good  tidings  to  the  poor ; 
)al  the  wounds  that  nature  cannot  cure ; 
nd  the  broken-hearted ;  to  control 
le  and  death ;  to  raise  the  sinking  soul ; 
r  the  dungeon,  set  the  captive  free, 
lim  the  joyous  year  of  liberty, 
lom  the  depth  of  imdisoover'd  nighty 
life  and  immortality  to  light. 

!bw  beauteous  on  the  mountains  are  thy  feet, 
orra  how  comely,  and  thy  voice  how  sweet, 
f  the  Highest!— Who  can  tell  thy  &meT 
>eaf  shall  hear  it,  while  the  Dumb  proclaim; 
bid  the  BUnd  behold  their  Savior's  light, 
iame  go  forth  rejoicing  in  thy  might; 
se  widi  a  touch  yon  Imeeling  Leper's  skin ; 
this  pale  Penitent,  forgive  her  sin; 
that  Mother's  faith,  her  Dau^ter  spare ; 
re  the  Maniac  to  a  Father's  prayer; 
ie  tears  those  mournful  Sisters  shed, 
«  the  RxaunaxoTioif  of  thk  Dead! 


«  What  scene  is  this  7— Amidst  involving  gloom. 
The  moonlight  luigers  on  a  lonely  tomb ; 
No  noise  disturbs  the  garden's  hallow'd  bound. 
But  the  watch  walking  on  their  midnight  round : 
Ah !  who  lies  here,  with  marr'd  and  bloodless  mien. 
In  whom  no  form  or  comeliness  is  seen ; 
His  livid  limbs  with  nails  and  soouiges  torn. 
His  side  transpierced,  his  temples  wreathed  with 

thorn? 
Tis  He,  the  Man  of  Sorrows !  he  who  bore 
Our  sins  and  chastisement .' — His  toils  are  o'er. 
On  earth  erewhile  a  sufiering  life  he  led. 
Here  hath  he  found  a  place  to  lay  his  head ; 
Rank'd  with  transgressors,  he  resign'd  his  breath. 
But  with  the  rich  he  made  his  bed  in  death. 
Sweet  is  the  grave  whore  Angels  watch  and  weep. 
Sweet  is  the  grave,  and  sanctified  his  sleep ; 
Rest.  O  my  spirit!  by  this  martyr'd  form, 
This  wreck,  that  sunk  beneath  the  Aknighty  stoim. 
When  floods  of  wrath,  that  weigh'd  the  world  to  hell. 
On  him  alone,  in  righteous  vengeance,  fell ; 
While  men  derided,  demons  urged  his  woes. 
And  God  forsook  him, — ^till  the  awful  close ; 
Then,  in  triumi^iant  agony,  he  cried, 
— '  T  is  finish'd ! '— bo w'd  his  sacred  head,  and  died. 
Death,  as  he  struck  that  noblest  victim,  found 
His  sting  was  lost  for  ever  in  the  wound ; 
The  Grave,  that  holds  his  corse,  her  richest  prize. 
Shall  yield  him  back,  victorious,  to  the  skiea. 
He  lives : — ye  bars  of  steel !  ye  gates  of  brass! 
Give  way,  and  let  the  King  of  Gloiy  pass ; 
He  lives ; — je  golden  portds  of  the  spheres ! 
Open,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  appears. 
But,  ah !  my  Spirit  fiunts  beneath  the  blaze. 
That  breaks,  and  brightens  o'er  the  latter  days. 
When  every  tongue  his  trophies  diall  proclaim. 
And  every  knee  shall  worriiip  at  his  name ; 
For  He  shall  reign  with  undivided  power. 
To  Earth's  last  bounds,  to  Nature's  final  hour. 

**Tm  done.* — again  the  conquering  Chief  appears 
In  the  dread  vision  of  dissolving  years ; 
His  vesture  dipt  m  blood,  his  eyes  of  flame. 
The  Word  op  God  his  everlasting  name :  * 
Throned  in  mid-heaven,  with  clouds  of  glory  spread, 
He  sits  in  judgment  on  the  quick  and  dead ; 
Strong  to  deliver ;  Saints !  your  songs  prepare ; 
Rush  from  your  tombs  to  meet  him  in  the  air : 
But  terrible  in  vengeance ;  Sinners !  bow  * 
Your  haughty  heads,  the  grave  protects  not  now. 
He  who  alone  in  mortal  conflict  trod 
The  mighty  wine-press  of  the  wrath  of  God, 
Shall  fill  the  cup  of  trembling  to  his  foes. 
The  unmingled  cup  of  inexhausted  woes ; 
The  proud  shall  drink  it  in  that  dreadful  day, 
While  Earth  dinolves,  and  Heaven  is  roll'd  away.** 

Here  ceased  the  Prophet :— From  the  altar  broke 
llie  last  dim  wreaths  of  fire4Uumined  smoke ; 
Darkness  had  fidl'n  around ;  but  o'er  the  streams 
The  Moon,  new-ris'n,  diffused  her  brightening  beams; 
Homeward,  with  tears,  the  worshippers  retum'd, 
Yet  while  they  wept,  their  hearts  within  them  bum'd. 


a.  Ixiif.  ▼.  1—6. 
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CANTO  VL 


JftYsn't  Moond  Interview  with  Zillah.  He  viiiti  the 
wiow  Dwellings  scattiered  throughout  the  Glen, 
and  in  the  Evening  tings  to  his  liarp,  amidst  the 
Msembled  inhabitants  >— Address  to  Twilight ;  Ju- 
faal*s  Song  of  the  Creation :  the  Power  of  Music 
exemplified. 

Spsnt  with  the  toils  of  that  eventful  dayv 
All  night  in  dreamless  slumber  Javan  lay ; 
Bat  early  sponging  fiwn  his  bed  of  leaves. 
Waked  by  the  songs  of  Swallows  on  the  eaves, 
Fiom  £iiDch*s  cottage,  in  the  cool  grey  hour. 
He  wandered  Ibrth  to  Zillah's  woodland  bower ; 
Tliere,  in  his  fotmer  covert,  on  thA  ground. 
The  irame  of  his  fiHsahen  harp  he  Ibund ; 
He  smote  the  boss ;  the  convex  orb  unstrung. 
Instant  with  sweet  reverberation  rung : 
The  rainsCiel  smiled,  at  that  sonorous  stroke. 
To  find  the  ftpell  of  harmony  unbroke ; 
Trickling  with  dew,  he  bore  it  to  the  cell ; 
There,  as  with  leaves  he  dried  the  sculptured  sh^ 
He  thought  of  Zillah,  and  resolved  too  Ute 
To  plead  his  constancy,  and  know  his  &te. 

She,  from  the  hour,  when,  in  a  pilgrim's  guisd, 
Javan  letnm'd^ — a  stranger  to  her  eyes. 
Not  to  her  heart* — from  anguish  knew  no  rest. 
Love,  pride,  resentment,  struggling  in  her  breast . 
All  day  she  strove  to  hide  her  misery. 
In  vain ;— a  mother's  eye  is  quick  to  see. 
Slow  to  rebuke,  a  daughter's  bashful  fears. 
And  Zillah's  mother  ouly  chid  with  tears : 
Night  came,  but  Javan  came  not  with  the  nif^t  i 
lig^t  vanish'd,  Hope  departed  with  the  light; 
Her  kmely  couch  concealed  her  sleepless  woes, 
But  with  the  morning  star  the  maiden  rose. 
Hie  soft  refreshing  breeze,  the  orient  beams. 
The  dew,  the  mist  unrolling  from  the  streams, 
.  The  light,  the  joy,  the  music  of  tlie  hour. 
Stole  on  her  spirit  with  resistless  power, 
With  healing  sweetness  soothed  her  fever'd  brain. 
And  woke  the  pulse  of  tenderness  again. 
Tlius  while  she  wander'd,  with  unconscious  feet. 
Absent  in  thought,  she  reach'd  her  sylvan  seat: 
The  youth  descried  her  not  amidst  the  wood, 
Tm,  like  a  vision,  at  his  side  she  stood. 
Their  eyes  encounter'd ;  both  at  once  excUim'd. 
**  Javan!"  and  •< Zillah ! "^^ach  the  other  named; 
Those  founds  were  life  or  death  to  either  heart : 
He  rose ;  she  tum'd  in  terror  to  depart; 
He  caught  her  hand ; — ** O  do  not,  do  not  flee!" 
—It  was  a  moment  of  etemi^, 
And  now  or  never  muit  he  plight  his  vow. 
Win  or  abandon  her  lor  ever  now. 


**  Stay : — hear  me,  Zillah  l^-every  power  above. 
Heaven,  earth,  thyself,  bear  wimess  to  my  love ! 
Hiee  have  I  loved  from  earliest  infimcy. 
Loved  with  supreme  aflection  only  thee. 
Long  in  these  shades  my  timid  passion  grew, 
Through  every  change,  in  every  trial  true ; 
I  hnred  IhM  through  the  world  in  dumb  despair, 
Lovfi  IkBtf  that  1  might  k>ve  no  other  fair; 


Guilty,  yet  faithful  still  to  thee  I  fly. 
Receive  me^  knre  me,  Zillah !  or  I  die.** 

Thus  Javan's  lips,  so  kmg  in  silence  seal'd. 
With  sodden  vehNueuce  his  soul  reveal'df 
Zillah  meanwhile  recover'd  power  to  speak. 
While  deadly  paleness  overcMt  her  che^ : 
— **  Say  not,  *  I  love  thee !  * — ^Witness  every  tree 
Around  this  bower,  thy  cruel  scorn  of  me ! 
Could  Javan  love  me  through  the  world,  yet  leave 
Her  whom  he  loved,  for  hopeless  yean^  to  grieve! 
Returning,  could  he  find  her  here  alone. 
Yet  pass  her  by,  unknowing,  as  unknown  t 
All  day  was  she  forsaken,  or  forgot  ? 
Did  Javan  seek  her  at  her  &ther's  cot  ? 
That  cot  of  old  80  much  his  soul's  delight. 
His  mother's  seem'd  not  ftirer  in  his  sight : 
No !  Javan  mocks  me ;  none  could  love  so  wall. 
So  long,  so  painfullyr—end  never  telL" 


**  Love  owns  no  law,"  rejoin'd  the  pleading  yomh, 
**  Except  obedience  to  eternal  truth : 
Deep  streams  are  silent ;  from  the  generous  bresst, 
The  dearest  feelings  are  the  last  coolest : 
Erewhile  I  strove  in  vain  to  break  my  peace. 
Now  I  could  talk  of  love  and  never  ceeee : 
— Still  had  my  trembling  passion  been  coooeal'd. 
Still  but  in  parables  by  stealth  reveaTd, 
Had  not  thine  instantaneous  presence  wrung. 
By  swift  surprise,  the  secret  from  my  tongue. 
Yet  hath  Af&etion  language  of  her  own. 
And  mine  in  every  thing  but  words  was  shown; 
In  childhood,  as  the  bird  of  nature  free, 
My  song  was  gladness,  when  I  sung  to  thee : 
In  youth,  whene'er  I  moumM  a  bosom  Oame, 
And  praised  a  maiden  whom  I  durst  not  name, 
Couldst  thou  not  then  my  hidden  thought  divine  ? 
Didst  thou  not  feel  that  I  i^-as  wholly  thine  f 
When  fbr  vainglory  I  forsook  thee  bsre. 
Dear  aS  thou  Wert,  unutterably  dear, 
From  virtue,  truth,  and  innocence  estranged. 
To  thee,  thee  only,  was  my  heart  unchanged ; 
And  as  I  loved  without  a  hope  before. 
Without  a  hope  I  loved  thee  yet  the  more. 
At  length,  when,  weary  of  the  WKy9  of  men. 
Refuge  I  sought  in  this  maternal  glen. 
Thy  sweet  remembrance  drew  me  from  afiir. 
And  Zillah's  beauty  was  my  leading  star. 
Here  when  I  found  thee,  fear  itself  grew  bold, 
Methooght  my  tale  of  love  already  told ; 
But  soon  thine  eyes  the  dream  of  ^y  broke. 
And  I  from  bliss,  as  they  from  slumber,  woke ; 
My  heart,  my  tongue,  were  chill'd  to  instant  stone. 
I  durst  not  speak  thy  name,  nor  give  my  own. 
When  thou  wert  vanish'd,  horror  and  aiSright 
Seized  me,  my  sins  uprose  before  my  sight ; 
like  fiends  they  rush'd  upon  me ;  but  Despair 
Wrong  from  expiring  Faith  a  broken  prayer ; 
Strength  came ;  the  path  to  Enoch's  bower  I  trod ; 
He  saw  me,  met  me,  led  me  back  to  God. 
O  Zillah !  while  I  sought  ray  Maker's  grace. 
And  fltsh  and  spirit  fidl'd  before  His  fiice. 
Thy  tempting  image  from  my  breast  I  drove. 
It  was  no  season  then  for  earthly  love." — 


"  For  earthly  love  it  is  no  season  now," 
Exclaim'd  the  maiden  with  reproachful  brow, 
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Hnmled  by  phnninw,  he  had  fled  his  home, 
With  mcngd  beeete  in  aolitude  to  roam; 
Wild  •■  the  wmvea,  and  wanderixig  aa  die  wind. 
No  ait  coold  tame  him,  and  no  chaina  coold  bind ; 
Already  seven  disastioaa  yean  had  shed 
BGldew  and  blast  on  his  unshelter'd  head ; 
His  brain  was  smitten  by  the  sun  at  noon. 
His  heart  was  wiiher'd  by  the  cold  night  moon. 


*■  "Twaa  Cain,  the  sire  of  natiooa: — Jubal  knew 
His  kindred  loolv,  and  tremblingly  withdrew ; 
He,  darting  like  the  Uaie  of  sudden  fire, 
Leap*d  o*er  the  space  between,  and  grasped  the  lyre: 
Sooner  with  lift  the  struggling  bard  would  part. 
And,  ere  the  fiend  could  tear  it  fiom  his  heart. 
He  hnrrd  his  hand,  with  one  tremendous  stroke, 
(Xer  all  the  strings ;  whence  in  a  whirlwind  broke 
Such  tones  of  tenor,  dissonance,  despair. 
As  till  that  hour  had  never  jarr'd  in  air. 
Astanish'd  into  marble  at  the  shock. 
Backward  stood  Cain,  unconscious  as  a  rock. 
Cold,  breathless,  motionless  through  all  his  fisme : 
Bat  soon  his  visage  quicken'd  into  flame. 
When  Jubal's  hand  the  crashing  jargon  changed 
To  melting  harmony,  and  nimbly  ranged 
From  chord  to  chord,  ascending  sweet  and  clear. 
Then  reeling  down  in  thunder  on  the  ear ; 
With  power  the  pulse  of  anguish  to  restrain. 
And  charm  the  evil  spirit  from  the  brain. 

**  Slowly  recovering  from  Uut  trance  profiyond, 
Bewilder'd,  touch'd,  transported  with  the  souad, 
Cain  view'd  himaelf,  the  bard,  the  earth,  the  sky* 
While  wonder  flashed  and  frded  in  his  eye. 
And  reason,  by  alternate  frenzy  crost. 
Now  seem'd  restored,  and  now  fat  ever  lost 
So  shines  the  moon,  by  glimpses,  through  her  shrouds. 
When  windy  Darkness  rides  upon  the  clouds. 
Till  through  the  blue,  serene,  and  silent  night. 
She  reigns  in  full  tranquillity  of  light 
Jubal,  wiA  eager  hope,  beheld  the  chase 
Of  strange  emotions  hurrying  o'er  his  ftcc. 
And  waked  his  noblest  numbers  to  control 
The  tide  and  tempest  of  the  maniac's  soul : 
ITiroagh  many  a  raaie  of  melody  they  flew, 
Hiey  rose  like  incetne,  they  distill'd  Uke  dew, 
Poor'd  through  the  sufferer's  breast  delicious  balm. 
And  soothed  remembrance  till  remorse  grew  calm, 
Till  Gun  fcrsook  the  solitary  wild. 
Led  by  the  minstrel  like  a  weaned  child. 
Oh !  had  you  seen  him  to  his  home  restored. 
How  young  and  old  ran  fiirth  to  meet  their  lord ; 
How  fiiendi  and  kindred  on  his  ncdc  did  fall. 
Weeping  alood,  while  Cain  outwept  them  all : 
Bat  hush! — thenceforward,  when  recoiling  care 
Lower*d  on  his  brow,  and  sadden'd  to  despair, 
Tlie  lyre  of  Jubal,  with  divinest  art, 
Repell'd  the  demon,  and  revived  his  heart 
Tlius  Song,  the  breath  of  heaven,  had  power  to 

bind 
In  chains  of  harmony  the  mightiest  mind ; 
Tlias  Music's  empire  in  the  soul  b^an. 
Hie  first^iom  Poet  ruled  the  fir8^bom  Bfan." 

While  Javan  sung,  the  shadows  fell  around. 
The  mawiag  gk>w-worm  brighten'd  on  the  groand. 


He  oetMd :  the  mnta  assembly  nm  in  lean; 
Delight  and  wonder  were  chietissd  with  temi 
That  heavenly  harmony,  unheard  befim. 
Awoke  the  fcwUng/^*  Who  shall  hear  ii  wmnt" 
The  sun  had  set  in  gkny  on  their  sight. 
For  them  in  vain  might  morn  restore  the  bghl; 
Though  self-devoted,  through  each  mortal  htam. 
At  thought  of  Death,  a  cold  sick  shuddering  eaaa 
Nature's  infirmity ;— but  fiuth  was  given. 
The  flame  that  lifls  the  sacrifice  to  Heaven : 
Through  doubt  and  darkness  then  beyond  the  ikia 
Eternal  prospects  open'd  on  their  eyes ; 
Already  seem'd  the  immortal  spirit  free, 
And  Death  was  swallowed  up  in  victory. 


CANTO  vn. 


The  Patriarchs  and  their  Families  cmrried  amwf  C8p> 
tive  by  a  Detachment  from  the  Army  of  the  Ib> 
vadem^ — ^The  tomb  of  Abel :  his  Moider  by  Cva 
described^ — ^The  Origin  of  the  Giants:  the  In&nrr 
and  eariy  Adventures  of  their  King :  the  Leader 
of  their  Host  encamped  in  Eden. 


The  flocks  and  herds  throughout  the  glen  repowd; 
No  human  eyelid  there  in  slumber  closed ; 
None,  save  the  infant's  on  the  mother's  breast ; — 
With  ams  of  love  caressing  and  caieat. 
She,  while  her  ddcr  cSspring  round  her  dan^ 
Each  eye  intent  on  hers  and  mute  each  tongue. 
The  voice  of  Death  in  every  muimor  beaid. 
And  felt  ha  touch  in  every  limb  that  stirr'd. 

At  midnight,  down  the  forest  hills,  a  train 
Of  eager  warriors  from  die  host  of  Cain, 
Buret  on  the  stillness  of  the  scene : — they  spread 
In  bands,  to  clutch  the  victims  ere  they  fled ; 
Of  flif^t  unmindful,  at  their  summ^Htf,  roae 
Those  victims,  meekly  yielding  to  their  foes ; 
Thouf^  woman  wept  to  leave  her  home  behind. 
The  weak  were  comfi)rted,  the  strong  resign*d. 
And  ere  the  moon  descending  o'er  the  vale. 
Grew,  at  the  bright  apfHoech  of  morning,  pale. 
Collected  dius,  the  patriarchal  clan. 
With  Btroigthen'd  confidence,  their  marrh  began. 
Since  not  in  adbes  were  their  dwellings  laid. 
And  death,  thouf^  threaten'd  still,  T^-as  still  dehy'd 
Struck  with  their  fcoriess  innocence,  they  saw 
llieir  fierce  assailanti  check'd  with  sacred  awe ; 
llie  foe  became  a  phalanx  of  defence. 
And  brought  them,  like  a  guard  of  Angeli^  thence. 
A  vista-path,  that  through  the  forest  led 
(By  Javan  shunn'd  when  from  the  camp  he  fled), 
The  pilgrims  track'd  till  on  the  mountain's  height 
They  met  the  sun  new  ris'n,  in  glorious  light ; 
Empurpled  mists  along  the  landscape  roll'd. 
And  all  the  orient  flamed  with  clouds  of  gold. 

Here,  while  they  halted,  on  their  knees  they  rsiie 
To  God  the  sacrifice  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
—Glory  to  lliee,  lor  every  blessing  shed. 
In  daye  of  peace,  on  our  protected  head ; 
Glory  to  Thee,  finr  fortitude  to  bear 
The  wrath  of  man,  rejoicing  o'er  despair ; 
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rhee,  whatever  ill  befidl, 

OQ  thy  victorioiui  name  to  call ; , 

n  eternal  porpoiet  fulfil ; 

,  O  God!  to  lufier  all  thy  will" 

I'd  and  ported,  oo  their  ooune  they  went, 

bods  melted  from  the  firmament ; 

oad  the  winda  of  morning  breathe, 

I  with  dew  the  herbage  aprang  beneath ; 

m  the  hills,  that  gently  sloped  away 

Tied  river  shining  into  day, 

I'd,  along  the  brink  the  path  they  kept, 

gh  aloof-  o'er-arching  willows  wept, 

Ivery  foliage  glisten'd  in  the  beam, 

ing  shadows  firinged  the  chequer'd  stream. 

nt  rose  a  myrtle-planted  mound, 
try  top  a  granite  fragment  crown'd ; 
I  with  many-color'd  moes,  the  stone, 
cloud  of  summer  evening,  shone 
acirding  verdure,  that  array'd 
iooas  hillock  with  a  cope  of  shade. 

I ! "  said  Enoch,  **  on  this  spot  began 
curse ; — man  periah'd  here  by  man : 
est  death  a  son  of  Adam  died 
der,  and  that  murder  fratricide ! 
d  fell  a  corse  along  this  shore ; 
a's  recoiling  footsteps  reek'd  with  gore : 
iraised  his  locks,  unloosed  his  knees ; 
a  voice ;  he  hid  among  the  trees ; 
B  is  thy  brother  ?' — From  the  whirlwind  came 
B  of  God,  amidst  enfolding  flame : 
my  brother's  keeper  ? '  hoarse  and  low, 
ter*d  from  the  copse, — ^  that  I  should  know  V 
hast  thou  done  7 — For  vengeance  to  the  skies, 
I  the  dust  the  blood  of  Abel  cries : 
m  the  earth  that  drank  his  blood,  with  toil 
nd  shall  jdow  in  vain  her  barren  soil ; 
and  a  wanderer  thou  shalt  be ; 
r's  eye  shall  never  look  on  thee.* — 

shuddering  culprit  answer'd  in  despair, 
er  the  punishment  than  flesh  can  bear.' 
halt  thou  bear  it ;  on  diy  brow  reveal'd, 
thy  sentence  and  thy  safeguard  seal'd. 
si^Iy  as  the  lightning's  blast, 
»f  fire  athwart  his  temples  pass'd ; 
IS  in  the  terror  of  a  dream, 
:h  his  burning  anguish  in  the  stream ; 
ling  o'er  the  brink,  the  swelling  wave 
he  eye  his  branded  visage  gave ; 
m  murder'd  Abel  durst  he  look ; 
er  to  fly  his  palsied  limbs  forsook ; 
im'd  to  stone  for  his  presumptuous  crime, 
nent  of  wrath  to  latest  time, 
iin  have  stood ;  but  Mercy  raised  his  head 
r  for  help^ — his  strength  retum'd^ — ^he  fled, 
ant  of  myrtles,  o'er  their  fiivorite  child, 
ited,  and  the  hand  of  Adam  piled ; 
sy  stone,  above  his  ashes  raised, 
once,  with  Abel's  offering  Mazed, 
od  well  pleased  beheld  the  flames  arise, 
led  acceptance  on  the  sacrifice.' 


tt 


to  Javan,  walking  at  his  side. 
Id  disooune  apart :  the  youth  replied ; 


'*  Relieved  ftom  toil,  though  Cain  is  gone  to  rest. 
And  the  turf  flowers  on  His  disburthen'd  breast, 
Amongst  his  race  the  murdering  spirit  re%ns. 
But  riots  fiercest  in  the  giants'  veins. 
— Sprung  fipom  false  leagues,  when  rooostroaa  love 

combined 
The  sons  of  God  and  daughters  of  mankind. 
Self-styled  the  progeny  of  Heaven  and  earth, 
Eden  first  gave  the  world's  oppressors  birth ; 
Thence,  fiur  away,  beneath  the  rising  mooo. 
Or  where  the  shadow  vanishes  at  noon. 
The  adulterous  mo^ben  from  the  sires  withdrew : 
— Nurst  ia  luxuriant  dimes,  their  oflspring  grew; 
Till,  as  in  stature  o'er  mankind  they  tower'd. 
And  giant«trength  all  mortal  slmigth  o'erpowefd. 
To  Heaven  the  proud  Uasphemen  raised  their  eyea, 
And  scom'd  the  tardy  vengeance  of  the  skies : 
On  earth  invinoiUe,  they  sternly  broke 
Love's  willing  bonds,  and  Nature's  kindred  yoke; 
Mad  for  dominion,  with  remoiaeless  sway, 
Compell'd  their  reptile-brethren  to  obey. 
And  doom'd  their  human  herds,  with  IhanHsas  toil. 
Like  brutes,  to  grow  and  perish  on  the  aoil. 
Their  sole  inheritance,  through  lingering  yetm. 
The  bread  of  misery  and  the  cap  oif  tears. 
The  tasks  of  oxen,  with  the  hire  of  slaves, 
Dishonor'd  lives,  and  desecrated  graves. 

"  When  war,  that  self-inflicted  scourge  of  man. 
His  boldest  crime  and  bitterest  curse^ — began ; 
As  liana  fierce,  as  forest-cedars  tall. 
And  terrible  as  torrents  in  their  fall. 
Headlong  fiom  rocks,  through  vales  and  vineyards 

hurl'd. 
These  men  of  prey  laid  waste  the  eastern  world. 
They  taught  their  tributary  hordes  to  wield 
The  swoid,  red-flaming,  through  the  death-strown 

field, 
^th  strennooB  arm  the  uprooted  rock  to  throw. 
Glance  the  light  arrow  fiom  the  bounding  bow. 
Whirl  the  broad  shield  lo  meet  the  darted  stroke. 
And  stand  to  combat,  like  the  unyielding  oak. 
Then  eye  from  eye  with  fell  suspicion  tum'd. 
In  kindred  breasts  unnatural  hatred  bum'd ! 
Brother  met  brother  in  the  lists  of  strife. 
The  son  lay  lurking  for  the  father's  life ; 
With  rabid  irortinct,  men  who  never  knew 
Each  other's  face  before,  each  other  slew ; 
All  tribes,  all  nations  leom'd  the  fiital  art. 
And  every  hand  was  arm'd  to  pierce  a  heart 
Nor  man  alone  flie  giants'  might  subdued ; 
— ^The  camel,  wean'd  from  quiet  solitude. 
Grazed  round  their  camps,  or  slow  along  the  mad, 
'Midst  marching  legions,  bore  the  ser\'ile  load. 
With  flying  forelock  and  disheveird  mane. 
They  caught  the  wild  steed  prandng  o'er  the  plain. 
For  war  or  pastime  rein'd  his  fiery  ibrce ; 
Fleet  as  the  wind  he  stretch'd  along  the  course. 
Or  loudly  neighing  at  the  trumpet's  sound. 
With  hoofii  of  thunder  smote  the  indented  grotmd. 
The  enormous  elephant  obey'd  their  will. 
And,  tamed  to  cruelty  with  direst  skill, 
Roar'd  for  the  battle,  when  he  felt  the  goad. 
And  hii  proud  lord  his  sinewy  neck  bestrode. 
Through  crashing  ranks  resistless  havoc  bore. 
And  writhed  his  trunk,  and  bathed  his  tusks  in  gore. 
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"HUM  while  the  panti  tnuoapled  fiModi  and  fcea, 
Amoofit  their  tribe  a  mighty  chieftain  roae ; 
Hk  bndi  nyaterioua,  but  tntditioos  tell 
What  itTange  eventa  his  in&ncy  befell. 

«  A  goat-herd  fed  his  Botk  oo  many  a  sleep. 
Where  Eden*8  rivers  swell  the  southern  deep; 
A  melancholy  man,  who  dwelt  alone. 
Yet  fer  abroad  his  ctiI  feme  was  known, 
llie  fiist  of  woman  bom,  that  might  preeame 
To  wake  the  dead  bones  mouldering  in  the  tomb^ 
And,  from  the  golf  of  oncreated  night. 
Call  phantoms  of  futurity  to  light 
T  WW  said  his  voice  could  slay  the  felling  flood, 
Edipse  the  son,  and  torn  the  moon  to  Mood, 
Roll  back  the  planets  on  their  golden  cars, 
And  from  the  firmament  unfix  the  stais. 
Spirits  of  fire  and  air,  of  sea  and  land, 
Qune  at  his  call,  and  flew  at  his  command ; 
His  spells  so  potent,  that  his  changing  breath 
Open'd  or  thnt  the  gates  of  life  and  death. 
Ctm  Nature's  powers  he  clairo'd  supreme  control. 
And  held  communion  with  all  Nature's  soul : 
Tlie  name  and  place  of  every  herb  he  knew, 
lis  healing  balsam,  or  pernicious  dew : 
The  meanest  reptile,  uid  the  noblest  birth 
Of  ocean's  caverns,  or  the  living  earth, 
Obey'd  his  mandate  >— lord  of  all  the  rest, 
Bfan  more  than  all  his  hidden  art  canfess'd. 
Cringed  to  his  fece,  ctmsulted,  and  revered 
His  ondea^— detested  him,  and  fear*d. 

"ODoe  by  die  river,  in  a  waking  dream. 
He  stood  to  watch  the  ever-running  stream, 
In  which,  reflected  upward  to  his  eyev. 
He  giddily  look'd  down  upon  the  skies. 
For  thus  he  feign*d,  in  his  ecstatic  mood. 
To  summon  divination  from  the  flood. 
His  steady  view  a  floating  object  croes'd ; 
His  eye  pursued  it  till  the  sight  was  lost.^ — 
An  outcast  infent  in  a  firagile  bark ! 
The  river  wfairl'd  the  willow-woven  ark 
Down  tow'rds  the  deep ;  the  tide  returning  bore 
llie  little  voyager  unharm*d  to  shore : 
Him  in  his  cradle«hip  securely  bound 
With  swathing  skins,  at  eve  the  goat-herd  feund. 
Nurst  by  Aat  festersire,  austere  and  rude, 
'Midst  rocks  and  glens,  in  savage  itolitude, 
Amoi^  the  kids,  flie  rescued  feundling  grew, 
Nutrition  finom  whose  shaggy  dams  he  drew. 
Till  baby-curb  his  broader  temples  crown'd. 
And  torrid  suns  lus  flexile  limbs  embrown'd : 
Hien  as  he  sprang  from  green  to  florid  age. 
And  roae  to  giant-stature,  stage  by  stage. 
He  roam'd  the  valleys  with  his  browsing  flock. 
And  leapt  in  joy  of  youth  finom  rock  to  rock ; 
Climb*d  the  sharp  precipice's  steepest  breast, 
Tb  seiae  the  eagle  brooding  on  her  nest. 
And  rent  his  way  through  matted  woods,  to  tear 
The  skulking  panther  fiom  his  hidden  lair. 
A  trodden  serpent,  horrible  and  vast. 
Sprang  on  the  heedless  rover  as  he  pass'd ; 
limb  lock'd  o'er  limb,  with  many  a  straitening  feld 
Of  orbs  inextricably  involved,  he  roll'd 
On  ear&  in  vengeance,  broke  the  twisted  toils. 
Strangled  the  iuasing  fiend,  and  wore  the  spoils. 


With  hardy  exercise,  and  cmel  art. 

To  nerve  the  fiame.  and  petrify  the  hevt. 

The  wiiard  train'd  his  pupil,  flora  a  spsm. 

To  thrice  the  bulk  and  nuyesty  of 

His  limbs  were  sinewy  strength: 

And  dauntless  spirit  sparkled  in  his  feoe ; 

His  ann  could  pluck  the  lion  from  his  prey. 

And  hoU  the  lK>m*d  rhinoceros  at  bay ; 

His  feet  o'er  highest  hills  punue  the  hind. 

Or  tire  the  ostrich  buoyant  on  the  wind. 


•*  Tet  t  WM  the  stripling's  diief  deli|^it  to  tnw 
The  river's  wnth,  and  wrestle  with  the  wave; 
When  tonent  rains  had  swbln  the  furiooa  tidcv 
Light  on  the  loamy  surge  he  loved  to  ride ; 
When  cahn  and  clear  the  stream  was  wont  Is  flsa. 
Feariess  he  dived  to  search  the  eaves  below. 
His  childhood's  stoiy,  often  told,  had  wrooi^ 
Soblimest  hopes  in  his  aspiring  thought. 
»Once  on  a  cedar,  frcnn  iti  roountain-throoe 
Pluck'd  by  the  tempest,  forth  he  sail'd  alooe. 
And  reach'd  the  gulf; — ^with  ey9  of  eager  fire. 
And  flushing  cheek,  ho  watrh'd  the  Aonm  redrr. 
Till  sky  and  water  wide  around  were  spread ; 
— Straight  to  the  sun  he  thought  his  vtiyage  kd. 
With  shouts  of  transport  hail*d  its  setting  hgbt. 
And  IbUow'd  all  the  long  and  lonely  ni^ : 
But  ere  the  rooming-star  expired,  he  femid 
His  stranded  bark  once  more  on  earthly  gnnrnd. 
Tears,  wruqg  from  secret  shame,  snflbsed  his  eys 
When  in  the  east  he  saw  the  sun  arise ; 
Pride  quickly  check*d  them :— young  arabitioB  ban'4 
For  bolder  enterprise,  as  he  retnm'd. 

« Through  snares  and  deaths  porsuing  feme  mA 
power, 
He  scom'd  his  flock  from  that  adventuroos  hoar. 
And,  leagued  with  monsters  of  congenial  birth. 
Began  to  scouige  and  subjugate  the  earth. 
Meanwhile  the  sons  of  Cain,  who  tilKd  the  so3. 
By  noble  arts  had  leam'd  to  lighten  toil ; 
Wisely  their  scattered  knowledge  he  combined; 
Yet  had  an  hundred  years  matured  his  mind. 
Ere  with  the  strength  that  laid  the  forest  low. 
And  skill  that  made  the  iron  furnace  glow. 
His  genius  launch'd  the  keel,  and  sway'd  the  hehs 
(His  throne  and  sceptre  on  the  wat'ry  realm). 
While  fium  the  tent  of  his  expanded  sail. 
He  eyed  the  heavens  and  flew  before  the  gale. 
The  first  of  men  whose  courage  knew  to  guide 
The  bounding  vessel  through  the  refluent  tide. 
Then  swore  the  Giant,  in  his  pride  of  soul. 
To  range  the  universe  from  pole  to  polo.         * 
Rule  the  remotest  nations  with  his  nod, 
To  live  a  hero,  and  to  die  a  god. 


**  This  is  the  king  that  wars  in  Eden ; 
Fulfiird  at  length  he  deems  his  early  vow ; 
His  foot  hath  overrun  the  world, — his  hand 
Smitten  to  dust  the  pride  of  every  land  : 
The  Pstriarchs  last,  beneath  his  impious  rod. 
He  dooms  to  perish  or  abgure  their  God. 
— O  God  of  truth !  rebuke  the  tyrant*s  rage* 
And  save  the  remnant  of  thine  heritage." 

When  Javan  ceased,  they  stood  upon  the  heigjhl 
Where  first  he  rested  on  his  kmely  flight. 
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WhatPW  to  tbt  Mend  nwwnlain  fiur  awiy, 

Hm  IumI  of  Eden  in  penpectiYe  lav. 

TfVM  noon ; — they  tarried  there,  till  milder  hoan 

Woke  with  h^fixt  ain  the  breath  of  eYening  flowen. 


CANTO  VHL 


ne  Scene  diangea  to  a  Affonntain,  on  iheSommitof 
which,  beneath  the  Shade  of  ancient  Trees,  the 
wmbled  round  their  King.  AMinttrel 
the  Monarch's  Praieeay  and  describee  the 
of  the  Remnant  of  the  Force  of  his 
in  an  Aaanlt,  by  Land  and  Water,  on 
Iheir  Encampment,  between  the  Forest  on  the 
aaatom  Plain  of  Eden  and  the  River  to  the  West 
Tlie  GaptiTe  Patriarchs  are  prosented  befive  the 
King  and  his  Chieftains. 


ii  a  living  spirit  in  the  Lyre, 
A  breadi  of  mnsic  and  a  soul  of  fire ; 
It  speaks  a  language,  to  the  world  unknown ; 
It  speaks  diat  language  to  the  Baxd  alone ; 
While  warbled  symphonies  entrance  his  can, 
Tliat  apiiit^  voice  in  every  tone  he  bean : 
Tis  hli  the  mystic  meaning  to  rehearse, 
Td  otter  otBdes  in  ^wing  verM, 
Heroic  themes  from  age  to  age  prolong, 
And  nmke  the  dead  in  nature  live  in  song. 
Tlioa^  graven  rocks  the  warrior's  deeds  proclaim. 
And  BDontains,  hewn  to  statues,  wear  his  name ; 
Sltoogh,  shrined  in  adamant,  his  relics  lie 
lieneath  a  pyramid,  that  scales  the  sky ; 
All  that  the  hand  hath  ftshion'd  shall  decay ; 
All  that  the  eye  admires  shall  pass  away ; 
Tlie  mooMerfaig  rocks,  the  hero's  hope  shall  6il, 
Eartfaqoakes  simll  heave  the  mountains  to  the  vale. 
The  shrine  of  adamant  betray  its  trust, 
And  the  prood  pyramid  resolve  to  dust  : 
The  Lyia  alone  immortal  fame  secures, 
ForSoQg  ahme  through  Nature's  change  endures; — 
'Kmnefuaed  like  life,  from  breast  to  breast  it  glows, 
Fram  sire  to  son  by  sure  succession  flows, 
t8peads  ila  nnceasing  flight  from  dime  to  dime, 
Ooistrippnig  Death  upon  the  wings  of  Time. 

"floal  of  the  Lyre!  whose  magic  power  can  raise 
Inapmng  visions  of  departed  days, 
O,  widi  the  giimpass  of  mysterious  rhyme. 
Dawn  on  the  dreams  of  unawaken'd  Tune ; 
flool  of  the  Lyre !  instruct  thy  bard  to  sing 
Tlie  bteat  triumph  of  the  Giant-king, 
Who  seea  this  day  his  orb  of  glory  fill'd : 
— b  what  creative  numbers  shall  I  build. 
With  what  eialted  strains  of  music  crown, 
ffii  everiasling  pillar  of  renown  f 
Tlioagh,  like  the  rainbow,  by  a  woodrous  fainfa. 
He  sprang  to  light,  the  joy  of  heaven  and  earth; 
lltoiigh,  like  the  rainbow,^ — ^fi>r  he  cannot  dier— 
Hia  tona  shall  pass  unseen  into  the  sky ; 
Sqr,  shall  the  hero  share  the  coward's  lot, 
Vanish  from  earth,  ingloriously  fcigotf 
Ho!  te  divinity  that  rules  the  Lyre, 
Aad  cMtoi  theaa  lipa  with  ekiqiMooa  of  ftob 


Commands  die  song  to  rise  in  qnendiless  flame. 
And  light  the  world  for  ever  with  his  lame." 

Thus  on  a  mountain'r  venerable  head. 
Where  trees,  coeval  with  creation,  spread 
Their  massy-twisted  branches,  green  and  gi«y. 
Mature  below,  their  tops  in  dry  decay, 
A  bard  of  Jubal's  lineage  proudly  sung. 
Then  slsy'd  awhile  the  raptures  of  his  tongue : 
A  shout  of  horrible  applause,  that  rent 
The  echoing  hilb  and  answering  firmament; 
Burst  firmi  the  Giants,.— where  in  barbaroos  stale, 
Flush'd  with  new  wine,  around  their  king  they  nto: 
A  chieflmn  each,  who,  on  his  twaxen  car. 
Had  led  an  host  of  meaner  men  to  war ; 
And  now  from  recent  fight  on  Eden's  plain. 
Where  fell  their  ibes,  in  helpless  conflict  dain, 
Victorioudy  retum'd,  beneath  the  trees 
They  rest  from  toil,  carousing  at  their 


A4jacent,  where  the  mountain's  spadoos  bfoast 
Open'd  in  airy  grandeur  to  the  west. 
Huge  piles  of  fifagrant  cedars,  on  the  ground. 
As  altars  biased,  while  victims  Ued  around. 
To  gods,  whose  worship  vanish'd  with  the  Floo^ 
— Divinities  of  brass,  and  stone,  and  wood. 
By  man  himself  in  his  own  image  made ; 
llie  fimd  creator  to  the  creature  pray'd ! 
And  he,  who  from  the  forest  or  the  rock 
Hew'd  the  rough  mass,  adored  the  shapen  blodi ! 
Then  seem'd  his  flocks  ignoble  in  his  eyes. 
His  cbdcest  herds  too  mean  lor  sacrifice. 
He  pour'd  his  brethren's  blood  upon  the  pyie. 
And  pass'd  his  sons  to  demons  through  the  fire. 

Exalted  o'er  the  vassal  diieft,  behold 
Their  sovereign,  cast  in  Nature's  mightiest  mould ; 
Beneath  an  oak,  whose  woven  boughs  display'd 
A  verdant  canopy  of  light  and  shade. 
Throned  on  a  rock  the  Giant4dng  appears. 
In  the  full  manhood  of  five  hundred  years ; 
His  robe,  the  spdls  of  lions,  by  his  might 
Dragg*d  from  thdr  dens,  or  slain  in  chase  or  f^ght ; 
His  raven  locks,  unblanch'd  by  withering  Tune^ 
Amply  dishevell'd  o'er  his  brow  sublime ; 
His  dark  eyes,  flush'd  with  restless  radiance,  gleam 
Like  broken  moonlight  rippling  cm  the  stream. 
Grandeur  of  soul,  which  nothing  mig^  aj^ial. 
And  nothing  satflify  if  less  than  all. 
Had  stamp'd  upon  his  air,  his  form,  his  laoe. 
The  character  of  calm  and  awfiil  grace ; 
But  direst  cruelty,  by  guile  represt, 
Lurk'd  in  the  daA  volcano  of  his  breast. 
In  silence  brooding,  like  the  secret  poww 
That  springs  the  earthquake  at  the  midnight  hoof. 

FriHn  Eden's  summit,  with  obdurate  pride. 
Red  from  afar,  the  battle  scene  he  eyed. 
Where  late  he  crush'd,  with  one  remoraelesB  hbW| 
The  remnant  of  his  last  and  noblest  toe ; 
At  hand  he  view'd  the  trophies  of  his  toils, 
Herds,  flocks,  and  steeds,  the  worid's  collected  spoils; 
Below,  his  legions  march'd  in  war  amy, 
Unstain'd  widi  Mood  in  that  unequal  firay : 
— ^An  hundred  tribes,  whose  sons  their  arms  had  bomt. 
Without  contention,  from  the  field  at  motn, 
T^ieir  bands  dividing,  when  the  fight  was 
Darfcen'd  the  legkm  towaids  the  slantiag  son 
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_      doodi,  whoM  ahadows  o'er  the  landicape  sail, 

.-While  to  their  camp,  that  fill'd  the  northern  vale, 

A  waving  Ka  of  tenta,  immensely  spread, 

The  trumpet  tnmmon'd,  and  the  bannera  led. 

Widi  thepe  a  tinin  of  captives,  sad  and  slow, 

Bfovad  to  a  dead>  of  shame,  or  life  of  woe, 

A  death  on  altan  hateful  to  the  skies. 

Or  life  in  chains,  a  slower  sacrifice. 

Fair  smiled  the  face  of  Nature ; — all  serene. 

And  lovely.  Evening  tranquillized  the  scene ; 

Thit  furies  of  the  fight  were  gone  to  rest, 

T^kt  ckMidless  sun  grew  broader  down  the  west, 

The  hills  beneath  him  melted  from  the  sight. 

Receding  thiough  the  heaven  of  purple  Ught ; 

Along  the  plain  the  maze  of  rivers  roU'd, 

And  verdant  shadows  gleam'd  in  waves  of  gold. 

Thus  while  the  tyrant  cast  his  haughty  eye 
(fer  the  broad  landscape  and  incumbent  sky, 
His  heart  exulting  whisper'd — "  All  is  mine," 
And  heard  a  voice  firom  all  things  answer  "Thine." 
Such  was  the  matchless  chief,  whose  name  of  yore 
Fill'd  the  wide  world ; — ^his  name  is  known  no  more : 
O  that  for  ever  from  the  rolls  of  fame. 
Like  his,  had  perish'd  every  conqueror's  name ! 
Then  had  mankind  been  spared,  in  afler-times, 
Their  gpreatest  sufierings  and  their  greatest  crimes. 
The  hero  scourges  not  his  age  alone, 
I$a  cofse  to  late  posterity  is  known : 
He  slays  his  thousands  with  his  living  breath, 
His  tens  of  thousands  by  his  &me  in  death. 
Achilles  quench'd  not  all  his  wrath  on  Greece, 
Through  Homer's  song  its  miseries  never  cease ; 
like  Phoebus'  shafls,  the  bright  contagion  brings 
Plagues  on  the  people  di  the  feuds  of  kings. 
'T  was  not  in  vain  the  son  of  Philip  sigh'd 
For  wcHrlds  to  conquer,— o'er  the  western  tide, 
His  sfHrit,  in  the  Spaniard's  form,  overthrew 
Realms,  (hat  the  Macedonian  never  know. 
The  steel  of  Brutus  struck  not  CsBsar  dead ; 
Casar  in  other  lands  hath  rear'd  his  head. 
And  fought,  of  friends  and  foes,  on  many  a  plain, 
His  millions,  captured,  fugitive,  and  slain ; 
Yet  seldom  sufibr'd,  where  his  country  died, 
A  Roman  vengeance  for  his  parricide. 


Tlie  sun  was  sunk ;  the  sacrificial  pyres 
From  smouldering  ashes  breathed  their  last  blue  fires; 
The  smiling  star,  that  lights  the  world  to  rest, 
Walk'd  in  the  rosy  gardens  of  the  west, 
like  Eve  erewhile  through  Eden's  blooming  bowers, 
A  lovelier  star  amidst  a  heaven  of  flowers. 
Now  in  the  freshness  of  the  felling  shade. 
Again  die  minstrel  to  the  monarch  play'd. 
— ^  Where  is  the  youth  renown'd  ? — the  youth  whose 

voice 
Was  wont  to  make  the  listening  camp  rejoice, 
When  to  his  harp,  in  many  a  peerless  strain. 
He  sang  the  wonders  of  the  Giant's  reign ; 
Oh  where  is  Javanf" — ^Thus  the  bard  renew'd 
His  lay,  and  with  a  rival's  transport  view'd 
The  cloud  of  sudden  anger,  that  o'ercame 
The  tyrant's  countenance,  at  Javan's  name ; 
Jtvan,  whose  song  was  once  his  soul's  delight. 
Now  doom'd  a  traitor  recreant  by  his  flight 


The  envioua  minstrel  smiled ;  then  boldly  na 
His  prelude  o'er  the  chords,  and  thus  bej^mi^- 

**  T  was  on  the  mom  that  faithless  Javu  isd, 
To  yonder  plain  the  king  of  nations  led 
His  coundesB  hosts,  and  stretch'd  their  wide  uuf 
Along  the  woods,  within  whose  shelter  lay 
The  sons  of  Eden : ' — these,  with  secret  pride. 
In  ambush  thus  the  invincible  defied : 
— *  Girt  with  the  fiurest,  wherefore  should  we  ftirf 
The  Giant's  sword  shall  never  readi  us  here : 
Behind,  the  river  rolls  its  deep  def«ioe ; 
The  Giant's  hand  shall  never  pluck  us  hence.' 
Vain  boast  of  fools !  who  to  that  hand  prapara 
For  their  own  lives  the  inevitable  snare : 
His  legions  smote  the  standards  of  the  wood. 
And  with  her  prostrate  strength  oontioll'd  lbs  feod; 
Lopt  off  their  boughs,  and  jointed  beam  to 
The  pines  and  oaks  were  launch'd  upon  the 
An  hundred  rafls. — ^Yet  still  within  ft  aono 
Of  tangled  coppices, — a  waste,  o'ergrown 
With  briers  and  thorns, — ^the  dauntless  vi^ins  be, 
Scorn  to  surrender,  and  prepare  to  die. 
The  second  sun  went  down ;  the  monardi'k  pka 
Was  perfected :  the  dire  assault  began. 

"  Marshall'd  by  twilight,  his  obedient  bernds 
Engirt  the  wood,  with  torches  in  their  hands ; 
The  signal  given,  they  shoot  them  through  die  air; 
The  blazing  brands  in  rapid  vollejrs  glare. 
Descending  through  the  gloom  with  spsQ^ed  b^ 
As  if  the  stars  were  falling  through  die  nigfat. 
Along  the  wither'd  grass  the  wild-fire  flew. 
Higher  and  hotter  with  obstruction  grew; 
The  green  wood  hiss'd ;  from  crackling  thickeCsbnb 
Light  glancing  flame,  and  heavy  rolling  smoke;  .^ 
Till  all  the  breadth  of  forest  seem'd  to  rise 
In  raging  conflagration  to  the  skies. 
Fresh  o'er  our  heads  the  winds  propitious  hlow. 
But  roll  the  fierce  combustion  on  the  (be. 
Awhile  they  paused,  of  every  hope  bereft. 
Choice  of  destruction  all  their  refuge  left: 
If  from  the  flames  they  fled,  behind  them  lay 
The  river  roaring  to  receive  his  prey ; 
If  through  the  stream  they  sought  the  farther  stitnd. 
Our  rafls  were  moor'd  to  meet  them  ere  they  land; 
With  triple  death  environ'd  thus  they  stood, 
Till  nearer  peril  drove  them  to  the  flood. 
Safe  on  a  hill,  where  sweetest  moonlight  slept. 
As  o'er  the  changing  scene  my  wratch  I  kept, 
I  heard  their  slirieks  of  agony ;  I  hear 
Those  shrieks  still  ring  in  my  tormented  ear ; 
I  saw  them  leap  the  gulf  with  headlong  fright; 
O  that  mine  eyes  could  now  forget  that  sight ! 
They  sank  in  multitude ;  but,  prompt  to  save. 
Our  warriors  snatch'd  the  stragglers  from  the  wtve. 
And  on  the  rafls  a  noble  harvest  bore 
Of  rescued  heroes,  captive,  to  the  shore. 


i 


**  One  little  troop  their  lessening  ground  maintain'd. 
Till  space  to  perish  in  alone  rcmain'd ; 
Then  with  a  shout  that  rent  the  echoing  air. 
More  like  the  shout  of  victory  than  despair, 
Wedged  in  a  solid  phalani,  man  by  man. 
Right  throuj^  the  scorching  wilderness  they  ran, 

1  Vide  Canto  I,  p.  23,  and  Quito  m,  p.9B. 
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And  w  tbt  gOBidi  to  mim  tbeir  Tictini  nah'd, 
Thm  yooSh  mm  pleading,  eveiy  braaih  wm  bariiM; 
Ma^  but  gndamitadly,  be  &ced  hii  torn ; 
Wami  ■•  be  apoke  bn  kindling  spirit  rote ; 
Wdl  ptoMed»  on  bim  tbe  i^triareb^tben  miled. 
And  eTery  modier  toved  bim  m  ber  cbikL 

'     «*  Bltioudi !  to  tbee  no  traitor,  bere  I  stand ; 
niflsa  are  my  bretbreo,  tbis  my  native  land ; 
Bfy  native  land,  by  swoid  and  fire  oooaomed. 
My  bratbien  capCtve,  and  to  deatb  foredoom'd ; 
To  diese  indeed  a  rebel  in  my  yontb, 
A  ft^itiTe  apostate  horn  tbe  tratb. 
Too  lato  repentont,  I  confess  my  crime. 
And  monm  o'er  lost  irrevocable  time. 
— ^Wben  finm  tby  camp  by  conscienoe  mged  to  flee, 
I  plann'd  no  wrong,  I  laid  no  snare  lor  tfiee : 
Did  I  provoke  ibese  sons  of  innocence. 
Against  tbine  arms  to  rise,  in  vain  defiance  f 
No ;  I  ooqiured  tbem,  ere  tbis  tbreaten'd  boor. 
In  dieltering  Ibresti  to  escape  thy  power. 
Finn  in  tbeir  rectitode,  they  scom'd  to  fly ; 
Tliy  fees  diey  were  notn — they  resolved  to  die. 
Tet  tbink  not  tboo,  amidst  thy  warlike  bands, 
IHiey  lie  beyond  redemption  in  thine  hands : 
Tlie  God  in  whom  they  trust  may  help  Ibem  still. 
They  know  be  am  deUver,  and  hk  will: 
Wbedier  by  lUe  or  death,  afflicts  tbem  not. 
On  His  de<»ee,  not  thine,  diey  rest  their  lot. 
For  me,  unworthy  with  tbe  just  to  share 
Deatb  or  deliverance,  this  is  Javan's  prayer : 
Mercy,  O  God !  to  these  in  life  be  shown^ — 
I  die  rqaidng,  if  I  die  alone.' 


It 


"  Thou  shalt  not  die  alone,**  a  voice  replied, 
A  well-known  voice — *t  was  Zillah  at  his  side ; 
She,  while  he  spake,  with  eagerness  to  hear. 
Step  after  step,  unconsciously  drew  near ; 
Her  bosom  with  severe  compunction  wrung, 
Pleased  or  alarm'd,  on  every  word  she  bung. 
He  tnm*d  his  free ; — with  agonixing  air, 
In  all  Ibe  desolation  of  despair. 
She  stood ;  ber  hands  to  heaven  uplift  and  clvpC, 
llicn  suddenly  unloosed,  his  arm  she  grasp*d. 
And  thus,  in  wild  apostrophes  of  woe, 
Vented  ber  grief  while  tears  refused  to  flow. 

**0h,  I  have  wrong'd  diee,  Javan! — Let  us  be 
Espoused  in  death . — No,  I  will  die  fer  thee. 
— ^Tyrant!  behold  thy  victim;  on  my  head 
Be  ail  tbe  bitterness  of  v«igeance  shed. 
But  spare  the  innocent ;  let  Javan  live. 
Whose  crime  was  love . — Can  Javan  too  fcigive 
Love's  liglitest,  fondest  weakneas,  maiden  sfauime, 
— It  was  not  pride^ — that  hid  my  bosom-flame  f 
And  wilt  thou  mourn  the  poor  transgressor's  deafli. 
Who  says,  «I  love  thee,'  with  her  latest  braalb  f 
And  wrhm  thou  tbink'st  of  daya  and  yeua  gone  by. 
Win  thoughts  of  ZilUh  sometimes  swell  tbine  eyef 
If  ever  diou  bast  cherish'd  m  thine  heart 
Viaona  of  hope  in  which  I  bore  a  part; 
H*  ever  thou  bast  lopg'd  wifli  me  to  share 
Cbie  honeljiNii  joy,  one  home-endearing  care ; 
If  flioa  didst  ever  love  me  ^— speak  tbe  woid, 
WUcb  lile  with  feign'd  indiflerancy  I  heard; 


Tell  me,  thou  bvert  me  still 
How  high  tfaoae  mflians  pile  tbe 
How  the  flames  crackle^ — see,  bow  flevoe 
Likefieiy  serpents  hissing  through  tbeaj 
Farewell ;  I  fear  tbem  not^— Now  uiat  wm 
Theae  willing  limbs^ — ye  cannot  touch  ike 
Unawed,  I  stand  on  Nature's  feUin^  brink: 
— ^Nay,  look  not  on  me,  Javan,  lest  I  shnk; 
Give  me  thy  prayers,  but  turn  away  tbine  efi^ 
That  I  may  lift  my  soul  to  Heavoi,  and  ^e." 


Thns  Zillah  raved  in 
Till  fiiemty  soften*d  into  tenderness; 
Sotiow  and  love,  with  intermingling  gmoe. 
Terror  and  beauty,  lighten'd  o'er  ber  feee; 
Her  voice,  ber  eya,  in  eveiy  soul  was  fell; 
And  Giant4iearts  were  moved,  unworn  to 
Javan,  in  wonder,  pity,  and  delight, 
Almost  forgot  his  being  at  the  sight ; 
That  beiMling  form,  those  su|q)liant  acren^  sf 
The  strange  illusions  of  a  lover's  dream; 
And  while  she  dung  upon  his  arm,  be  found 
His  limbs,  bis  lips,  as  by  enchantment  boaid ; 
He  dare  not  touch  her,  lest  the  charm  should 
He  dare  not  move,  lest  be  himself  should  wake. 

But  when  die  cesaed  to  speak  and  he  to  heai; 
Tbe  silence  startled  bim  ^— <x>ld,  riuvering  fear 
Crept  o'er  bis  nerves ; — in  thought  be  cast  Ui  sys 
Back  on  the  world,  and  heaved  a  bitter  m^ 
Thus  from  life's  sweetest  pleasures  to  be  tas^ 
Just  when  he  seem'd  to  new  enstenoe  bom. 
And  cease  to  feel,  when  feeling  ceeaed  to  be 
A  fever  of  protracted  miseiy. 
And  cease  to  love,  when  love  no  more  was  pain: 
'T  was  but  a  pang  of  transient  weakness  >— ^  Vsin 
Are  all  thy  swrows,"  feltorii^ly  he  said ; 
**  Already  I  am  number'd  with  the  dead ; 
But  long  and  blissfully  may  Zillah  live! 
— And  canst  thou  *  Javan's  cruel  scorn*  fergivef 
And  wilt  thou  mourn  the  poor  transgressor's  desib. 
Who  says,  *  I  love  thee,'  with  his  latest  breath? 
And  when  thou  tbink'st  of  dajrs  and  yean  gone  by. 
^11  thou|^ts  of  Javan  sometimes  swell  tbhie  cytf 
Ah!  while  I  wither'd  in  thy  chilling  frown, 
'T  was  easy  then  to  lay  life's  buitben  down ; 
When  singly  sentenced  to  these  flamea,  my  mind 
Gloried  in  leaving  all  I  loved  behind. 
How  hast  thou  triumph'd  o'er  me  in  tbis  bomr! 
One  look  has  crush'd  my  soul's  collected  power: 
Tby  scorn  I  might  endure,  thy  pride  defy. 
But  O  tby  kindneas  makes  it  hard  to  die!" 

"Then  we  will  die  together."— *« Zillah!  no, 
Thou  shalt  not  perish  ;  let  me,  let  me  go ; 
Behold  thy  parents!  calm  thy  fetber's  fean: 
TYxf  mother  weeps;  canst  tbou  reaist  ber  teaist* 

*'Away  widi  folly!"  in  tremendous  tone, 
Exdaim'd  a  voice  more  horrid  than  the  groan 
Of  femisb'd  tiger  leaping  on  his  prey ; 
^-Crouch'd  at  the  monarch's  feet  flie  speaker  ky ; 
But  starting  up,  in  his  ferocious  mien 
That  monarch's  ancient  fostereire  mm  aeea. 
Hie  gDat4ierd<— be  whosnatch'd  bim  fiun  tfaeisod. 
Ilie  soroerer  wbo  nuned  bim  up  to  bk»d : 
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in  hii  evO  gdnkna,  laUy  bmaZ 

bold  poipoM,  went  where'er  lie  went; 

urpoM»  loof  in  his  own  bowm  aeal'd, 

r  fulfilment  now,  lie  thai  reveel'd. 

the  midit  he  rudi*d ;  aUnn'd,  afl^iait, 

md  oapliTee  trembled  •■  he  pen'd, 

rcely  leem'd  he  of  the  loai  of  eertfa; 

mded  the  boor  that  gave  him  birdi; 

,  ihnmk  ha  cheek,  hii  temples  deeply  plow'd, 

raa  his  Yultnre^e,  his  strength  anbow*d ; 

IT  his  features ;  venerable  gray, 

ird  dishevell'd  o'er  his  bosom  lay: 

■s  his  fiont;  bat  white  as  snow  behind 

pie  locks  were  scatter'd  to  the  wind ; 

he  stood,  save  round  his  loins  a  sme 

^ed  fur,  and  o'er  his  shoulders  dirown 

snt's  skin,  that  cross'd  his  breast,  and  round 

ly  thrice  in  glittering  volumes  wound. 

;aied  with  horror — deep  unutter'd  fSbaof^ 

7  musde  of  his  visage  wrought ; 

),  as  if  his  eye  oonld  see  the  air, 

c'd :  up-wrilhing  rose  his  horrent  hair; 

lbs  grew  dislocate,  convulsed  his  frame ; 

txn  his  chest  mysterious  noises  came ; 

orring,  biasing,  barking,  then  they  sweU'd 

M>UB  dissonance ;  he  i^ek'd,  he  yell'd, 

lie  Legkm-fiend  his  soul  possess'd, 

whole  hell  were  worrying  in  his  breast ; 

iown  he  dash'd  himself  on  earth,  and  roll'd 

ly,  till  powmrless,  sti£^  and  cold, 

loe  uptam'd  to  Heaven,  and  arms  onlspiead, 

tly  spectacle,  he  lay  as  dead ; 

ring  too  stood  round  like  forms  of  death, 

rery  pulse  was  hush'd,  and  every  braatti. 

nwfaile  the  wind  arose,  the  clouds  vrere  driven 
'ry  mnmrs  through  the  waste  of  Heaven, 
■oaning  woods  foretold  a  tempest  nigh, 
lent  lightning  skirmish'd  in  the  sky. 

loog  the  vnnrd  started  fiom  the  ground, 

r  reel'd,  and  look'd  bewilder'd  round, 

1  the  king  he  fix'd  his  hideous  ga» ; 

rapt  vrilh  ecstacy  and  broad  amaie, 

Bci'd  in  adoration,  humbly  bow'd 

30  upon  his  hands,  and  cried  aloud ; 

remote  and  strange  his  accents  foil, 

leem'd  the  voice  of  an  invisible : 

dl!  king  and  conqueror  of  the  peopled  earth, 

utethiui king  and  conqueror!  Know  thy  birdi: 

ut  a  ray  of  uncreated  fire, 

m  himself  is  thy  celestial  sire ; 

loon  thy  mother,  who  to  me  oonsign'd 

ibe  in  secrecy,  to  bless  mankind. 

eyes  have  vratch'd  thee  rising,  year  by  year, 

Sreat,  more  glorious,  in  thine  high  career. 

I  young  eagle  plies  his  growing  winga 

mded  flights,  sad  sails  in  wider  lings, 

>  the  fountain  of  meridian  day, 

lamed  and  perfected,  he  soars  away ; 

have  I  mark'd  thee,  since  thy  eouiie  begim, 

pfwifd  tending  to  thy  sire  this  son  t 

wdvMf  meet  him ;  fiom  yon  flawif  hilghl^ 

Hm  fain  plMrmanB  of  ehembie 


There  build  a  tower,  whose  spiml  top  sbaD  riaa^ 

Cirole  o'er  circle,  lessening  to  the  skies ; 

The  stars,  thy  brethren,  fai  their  spheres  sbaD  stand, 

To  hail  thee  welcome  to  thy  native  land ; 

llie  moon  shall  dasp  thee  in  her  gkd 

The  sun  behold  his  image  in  thy  foo% 

And  call  thee,  as  his  oflbpring  and  his  heir. 

His  ihrooe,  his  empire,  and  his  orb^  to  share.' 


« 


Rising,  and  turning  his  terrific  head. 
That  chill'd  beholders,  thus  the  enchanter  said  t 
— ^  Pkepare,  prepare  the  piles  of  sacrifice, 
The  power  that  rules  on  earth  shall  rale  the  sUae; 
Hither,  O  chiefi !  the  captive  Fatriarcfas  faring. 
And  pour  their  blood  an  ofiering  to  your  king; 
He,  like  his  sire  the  sun,  in  transient  donds. 
His  veil'd  divinity  from  mortals  shroods. 
Too  pure  to  shine  till  these  his  foes  are  slain. 
And  conquer'd  Paradise  hath  crown'd  his  reign. 
Haste,  heap  the  fidlen  cedars  on  the  pjrrea, 
And  give  the  victims  living  to  the  fires : 
Shall  He,  in  whom  they  vainly  trust,  vrithsland 
Tour  sovereign's  wrath,  or  pluck  them  fimn  his  handf 
We  dare  him ; — if  He  saves  his  servants  now, 
To  Him  let  every  knee  in  Nature  bow. 


For  He  is  God' 


Uut  most  awful  name. 


A  spasm  of  horror  witho^d  op  his  frame, 

Even  as  he  stood  and  look'd  ^--he  looks,  he  sfandi, 

With  heaven^fying  front,  and  clenched  hands^ 

And  lips  halfopen'd,  eager  fiom  his  breast 

To  bolt  the  blasphemy,  by  force  represt ; 

For  not  in  feign'd  abstraction,  as  before. 

He  practised  foul  deceit  by  damned  lore ; 

A  firost  was  on  his  nerves,  and  in  his  veins , 

A  fire,  consuming  with  infernal  pains ; 

Conscious,  though  motionless,  his  limbs  were  grown; 

Alive  to  sufifering,  but  alive  in  stone. 

In  sflent  expectation,  sore  amazed, 
The  king  and  chieflains  on  the  sorcerer  gaaed ; 
Awhile  no  sound  was  heard,  save  throu|^  the  woodi^ 
The  wind  deep-thundering,  and  the  dadoing  floods : 
At  length,  with  solemn  step,  amidst  the  scene. 
Where  that  felse  prophet  diow'd  his  frantic  oueo. 
Where  lurid  flames  fhxn  green-wood  altars  bum'd, 
Enoch  stood  forth ;— on  hhn  all  eyes  were  tura*d ; 
O'er  his  dim  form  and  saintly  visage  fell 
The  light  that  glared  upon  that  priest  of  helL 
Unutterably  awful  was  his  look ; 
llirough'  every  joint  the  Giant-monarch  shook; 
Shook,  like  Belshsimr,  in  his  festive  hall. 
When  the  hand  wrote  his  judgment  on  the  wall  ;* 
Shook,  like  Eliphai,  with  dissolving  firi^* 
In  thoughts  amidst  the  visions  of  the  nigh^ 
When  as  die  spirit  pass'd  before  his  face. 
Nor  limb  nor  hneament  his  eye  could  trace; 
A  form  of  mystery,  that  chill'd  his  bk)od» 
Close  at  his  couch,  in  livii^  tenor  stood. 
And  death-like  silence,  till  a  voice  more  drear. 
More  dreadfbl  than  the  sileooe,  leacfa'd  his  ear: 
Thus  frtMU  surrounlliqg  darkness  Enodh  fanke. 
And  thus  the  Giant  trembled  while  he  spake. 


1  Daa.  V,  V.  1— O. 


ileb,b,  ▼.»-«. 


46 


MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORJ^. 


CANTO  X. 


The  Phiphecjr  of  Enoch  eoneerning  the  Sorcerer,  the 
Kins,  end  the  FkxMJU— Hk  trmdatiao  to  Heaven. 
— The  Ccncloeion 


"Tbb  Lord  ii  jeelooi  :-^B:e,  who  reigne  on  liigh, 
Upbohle  the  eerth»  and  flpreadt  abroad  the  iky ; 
Hk  Toioe  the  moon  and  tt*n  by  night  obey. 
He  acndi  the  mm  hie  eerrant  fimh  by  day: 
From  Him  all  beingi  came,  on  ffim  dep^, 
To  Him  return,  their  Aathor,  Sovereign,  End. 
Who  diall  dertroy  when  He  would  lave  f  or  itand. 
When  He  deitroyi,  the  stroke  of  hie  right  hand  f 
With  none  hie  name  and  power  will  He  divide. 
For  He  m  God.  and  there  ie  none 


** Tht  pniad  ehall  perish. — mark  how  wild  hia  air 
In  impotence  of  malice  and  despair ! 
MThat  fien^  fires  the  bold  Uasphemer's  cheek ! 
He  looka  the  ouses  which  he  cannot  speak. 
A  hand  hath  touch'd  him  that  he  once  defied ; 
Touch'd,  and  for  ever  cmsh'd  him  in  his  pride : 
Tet  shall  he  live,  despised  as  iear'd  before ; 
Tlie  great  deceiver  shall  deceive  no  more ; 
Children  shall  plock  the  beard  of  him  whose  arts 
Palsied  the  boldest  hands,  the  stoutest  hearts ; 
His  vaunted  wisdom  foob  shall  laugh  to  scorn. 
When  muttering  spells,  a  spectacle  forlorn, 
A  drivelling  idiot,  he  shall  fondly  roam 
From  house  to  house,  and  never  find  a  home." 

The  winrd  heard  his  sentence,  nor  remain*d 
A  moment  longer ;  from  his  trance  unchain'd. 
He  plunged  into  the  woods ; — the  Prophet  then 
Tum*d,  and  took  up  his  parable  again. 

**  The  proud  shall  perish :— monarch !  know  thy  doom: 
Tliy  bones  shall  lack  the  shelter  of  a  tomb ; 
NoC  in  the  battle-field  thine  eyes  shall  close, 
Shin  upon  thousands  of  thy  slaughtered  foes ; 
Not  on  the  throne  of  empire,  nor  the  bed 
Of  weary  Nature,  thou  dialt  bow  thine  head : 
Death  links  in  ambush ;  Death,  without  a  name, 
Shall  pluck  thee  from  thy  pinnacle  of  fiune ; 
At  eve,  rejoicing  o'er  thy  finish*d  toQ, 
Thy  soul  shall  deem  the  univene  her  spoil ; 
The  dawn  shall  see  thy  carcass  cast  away. 
The  wolves  at  sunrise  slumber  on  their  prey. 
Cut  from  the  living,  whither  dost  thou  go  f 
Hades  is  moved  to  meet  thee  fhun  below ; ' 


1  TVb  pttMBce,  the  reader  wiU  peroetTe,  is  in  imhsfion  of 
Bome  venee  in  the  fomteeoth  Chapter  of  the  Proper  of  Umh, 
whidiareappiedtotfaefUlof  tbeKincofBabrlon.  Thefol- 
lowine  eztract  fron  Biahop  Lowth*a  note  on  the  original  wiD 
shMidale  fhe  parapkraae.  "  The  recioea  of  the  Dead  are  laid 
opMi,  and  Hadea  la  reprewuted  aa  roorinf  op  the  ahadeaof  the 
dapaitad  OMMwrefaa ;  iber  riae  from  their  throoea  to  meek  the 
KhifofBabylooathiaooaunf ;  andinaohhimoafeiabainirre- 
dneed  to  the  aaone  low  atata  of  impotenoe  and  diaohitioa  with 
thamaahraa.  •  •  •  •  •  The  imace  of  the  atate  of  the  Dead,  or 
the  M/towm  Pa«aevai  of  the  Hehrewa.  ia  taken  from  their  ena- 
torn  of  beiyibf,  thoea  at  leaat  of  the  bigheat  rank,  in  large  aap- 
okhralvaallabawnintheroek  Ofthiakindofaepalchreatfaare 
are  issasisa  mt  Jaronlem  now  extant;  and  aome  that  are  aaid 
tobetheaapolchreaoftbekingaofJndah.  See  MauDdreO,  p. 
78.  YeaasalefanntofPttfaalfthehieaefanimmaBaeaabtar- 
s  vaal  ^ooeay  eavam,  sU  rovad  the  aidea  of 


The  kings  thy  swoid  had  slain,  die  mi^i^  deaii 
Start  from  their  thrones  at  thy  deaoendii^  tnad; 
They  ask  in  ibonu — ^  Destroyer!  is  it  thusf 
Art  thout  ■  thou  too,/ — become  like  one  of  usf 
Tom  from  the  feest  of  music,  wine,  and  mirA, 
The  worms  thy  covering,  and  thy  ooudi  the  cuA: 
How  ait  thou  fidlen  from  thine  ethereal  heqjhl. 
Son  of  the  morning!  sunk  in  endless  n%fat: 
How  art  thou  fidl*n,  who  ssidst  in  pride  of  audi 
I  will  ascend  above  the  starry  pole, 
Thence  rule  the  adoring  nations  with  nqr  nod. 
And  set  my  throne  above  the  Mount  of  God! 
l^t  in  the  dust,  thy  blood  pollutes  the  groaBi; 
Son^t  by  the  eyes  that  fear*d  thee,  yet  not 
Thy  chieAains  pause,  they  turn  thy  reUes  oYr, 
Then  pam  thee  by^— for  thou  art  known  no 
Hail  to  thine  advent!    Potentate,  in  hell, 
Unfoar*!!,  unflatter^4  undistinguiah'd,  dwvll ; 
On  earth  thy  fierce  ambition  knew  no  rest, 
A  wonn,  a  fiame  for  ever  in  thy  fareaat ; 
Here  feel  the  rage  of  unconsuming  firev 
Intense,  eternal,  impotent  desire ; 
Here  lie^  the  deathless  worm's  unwasting  pny. 
In  chains  of  darkness  till  the  judgmenvdqr*' 


**  Thus  while  the  dead  thy  fearful 
Thy  living  slaves  bewail  their  vanish'd 
Then,  though  thy  reign  with  infiuny  expire, 
Fulfill'd  in  death  shall  be  thy  vain  desire ; 
The  traitors,  reeking  with  thy  blood,  shall  swesi 
They  saw  their  sovereign  nvish*d  throa|^  the  air. 
And  point  thy  star  revolving  o'er  the  night, 
A  baleful  comet  with  portentous  light, 
'ftfidst  clouds  and  storms  denoundng  firon  afor 
Famine  and  havoc,  pestilence  and  war. 
Temples,  not  tombs,  thy  monuments  shall  be. 
And  altars  blaze  on  hills  and  groves  to  thee ; 
A  pyramid  shall  consecrate  thy  crimes. 
Thy  name  and  honora,  to  succeeding  times ; 
There  shall  thine  image  hold  the  highest  place 
Among  the  gods  of  man's  revolted  race ! 

**  That  race  shall  perish : — Men  and  Gianfii,  all 
Tliy  kindred  and  thy  i^-orBhippers  shall  folL 
The  babe,  whose  life  with  yesterday  began. 
May  spring  to  youth,  and  ripen  into  man'; 
But  ere  his  locks  are  tinged  with  fading  gfey. 
This  world  of  sinners  shall  be  swept  aWay. 
Jehovah  lifb  his  standard  to  the  skiea. 
Swift  at  the  signal  winds  and  vapon  rise ; 
The  sun  in  sackcloth  veils  his  fiice  at  noon, — 
The  stars  are  qoench'd,  and  tum'd  to  blood  the  mooo. 
Heaven's  fountains  open,  clouds  dinolving  roll 
In  mingled  cataracts  from  pole  to  pole. 
Earth's  central  sluices  burst,  the  hills  uptoin. 
In  rapid  whiripods  down  the  gulf  are  home : 
The  voice  that  taught  the  Deep  his  bounds  to  know. 
'  Thus  far,  O  Sea !  nor  fimher  shalt  thou  go,' — 


which  there  are  ceOa  to  reoeiTe  the  dead  hodiea :  here  the  da- 

eeaaed  monarcha  lie  in  a  diatinguished  aort  of  atate, 

their  former  rank,  each  on  hia  own  coQch,  with  hia 

htm.  hia  aword  at  hia  head,  and  the  bodice  of  hia  diicA 

companiooa  aronnd  him.  •  •  •  •  •  ITieee  ilhnrtric 

St  once  from  their  eoochea,  aa  from  their  throo 

to  the  entrance  of  the  esTem  to  meat  the  King  of  Babrloo,  and 

to  receive  him  with  inaolta  on  hia  &U.*'— I.ava*«  /mm*,  ch. 

JUT,  r.  9,  il  sag. 
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h  the  floods,  oommianon'd  to  devonr, 
odleM  licenw  and  ranatleaB  power ; 
1  no  impulse  but  the  tempest's  swey, 
ft  limit  but  the  light  of  day. 

vision  opens  >— sunk  beneath  the  wmve, 

y  share  an  universal  grave : 

dmeas  of  water  rolb  in  view, 

en  and  ocean  wear  one  turbid  hue ; 

m  unbroken  torrents  from  the  skies, 

sneath  the  inundations  rise ; 

Mrilight  glares  athwart  the  scene, 

kders  p(»l,  &int  lightnings  flash  between. 

Ju  I  see  a  distant  vessel  ride, 

object  (Ml  the  shoreless  tide ; 

rhose  ark  the  innocent  hav^  found 

hilo  stay*d  Destruction  ravens  round ; 

the  hour  of  vengeance,  God,  who  knows 

mts,  spares  them,  while  he  smites  his  foes. 


;vard  I  turn ; — o'er  all  the  deluged  lands, 
n  yet,  a  mighty  mountain  stands, 
eUi,  of  old,  his  flock  to  pasture  led, 
ch'd  die  Stan  at  midnight,  from  its  head ; 
i  now,  its  dark  majestic  form 
irough  the  thickest  ravage  of  the  storm ; 
1  its  top,  the  monument  of  fame, 
thy  murderers  to  adorn  thy  name, 
e  shock ; — a  thousand  cubits  high, 
ing  pyramid  ascends  the  sky. 
their  latest  refuge  in  distress, 
ited  wolves,  the  rallying  Giants  press ; 
le  broad  base  of  that  stupendous  tower, 
idering  fugitives  collect  their  power, 
the  disy  clifi*,  o'er  ocean  bend, 
id  with  terror  as  the  deeps  ascend, 
mtain's  strong  foundations  still  <^ndure, 
{his  repel  the  surge. — Awhile  secure, 
er'd  with  frantic  hope,  thy  votaries  climb 
lie,  rising  step  by  step  sublime, 
ihe  clouds  they  see  the  summit  glow 
*n's  pure  daylight,  o'er  the  gkmm  below ; 
10  thy  worshipp'd  image  shines  like  fire, 
ill  glory  of  thy  fabled  sire, 
il  ^e  omen,  and  with  heart  and  voice, 
thy  name,  and  in  thy  smile  rejoice ; 
nen !  on  fliy  name  in  vain  they  call ; 
their  joy ; — a  moment,  and  they  foil, 
an  earthquake  of  the  buried  plain, 
iken  by  the  whole  disrupted  main, 
ontain  tremUes  on  its  foiling  base, 
,  it  stoops,  it  rushes  from  its  place ; 
1  the  Giants  bunrts  one  drowning  cry ; 
't  is  thy  name — they  curse  it  as  they  die; 
>  the  lowest  gulf  the  pile  is  hurl'd, 
t  sad  wreck  of  a  devoted  world. 

foil  transgressors : — ^Tyrant !  now  fulfll 
rret  purposes,  thine  utmost  will ; 
■own  thy  triumphs . — ^life  or  death  decree, 
•akest  here  disdains  thy  power  and  thee.** 

I  when  the  PMriarch  ceased,  and  eTeiy  ear 
ten'd  in  sospenae  of  hope  and  foar, 
t,  inflfiable,  angelic  grace 
in  In  meek  and  venerable  ftoe ; 


And  sudden  glory,  streaming  loond  his  head. 

O'er  all  his  robes  with  lambent  lustre  spvead ; 

His  earthly  features  grew  divinely  bright, 

His  essence  seem'd  transforming  into  Ught 

Brief  silence,  like  the  pause  between  the  flash. 

At  midnight,  and  the  following  thunder-crash, 

EUisued . — Anon,  with  univernl  cry. 

The  Giants  ^ush'd  upon  die  prophet — ^  Die !" 

The  king  leapt  foremost  from  his  throne ;— he  drew 

His  battle-sword,  as  on  his  mark  he  flew ; 

With  aim  unerring,  and  tempestuous  sound, 

Tlie  blade  descended  deep  i^long  the  ground ; 

The  foe  was  fled,  and,  self-o'erwhelm'd,  his  strength 

Hurl'd  to  the  earth  his  Atlanteau  length ; 

But  ere  his  chiefii  could  stretch  the  helping  arm. 

He  sprang  upon  his  feet  in  pale  alarm ; 

Headlong  and  blind  with  rage  he  search'd  around. 

But  Enoch  wdk'd  with  Qod*  and  wom  not  found. 

Yet  where  the  captives  stood,  in  holy  awe, 
Rapt  on  the  wings  cC  cherubim,  they  saw 
Their  sainted  sire  ascending  through  the  night ; 
He  tum'd  his  foce  to  bless  them  in  his  flight; 
Then  vanished : — Javan  caught  the  prophet's  eye. 
And  snatch'd  his  mantle  foiling  from  the  sky ; 
O'er  him  the  Spirit  of  the  Pro^et  came. 
Like  rushing  wind  awakening  hidden  flame : 
"Where  is  the  God  of  Enoch  now?"  he  cried: > 
"Captives,  come  forth!  Dcspisers,  shrink  aside." 
He  spake,  and  bursting  through  the  Giant-throng, 
Smote  with  the  mande  as  he  moved  along ; 
A  power  invisible  their  rage  controll'd. 
Hither  and  thither  as  he  tum'd  they  roll'd ; 
Unawed,  unharm'd,  the  ransom'd  prisoners  pass'd 
Through  ranks  of  foes  astcmished  and  aghast : 
Close  in  the  youth's  conducting  steps  they  trod 
— So  Israel  march'd  when  Moses  raised  his  rod. 
And  led  their  host,  enfranchised,  through  the  wave. 
The  people's  safeguard,  the  pursuers'  grave. 


Thus  from  the  vrolves  this  little  flock  was  torn. 
And  sheltering  in  the  mountain-caves  till  mom. 
They  join'd  to  sing,  in  strains  of  full  delight, 
Songs  of  deliverance  through  the  dreary  night. 

The  Giants'  fren^,  when  they  lost  their  prey. 
No  tongue  of  man  or  angel  might  ftottnj : 
First  on  their  idol-gods  their  vengeance  tum'd, 
Those  gods  on  their  own  altar-piles  they  bura'd ; 
Then,  at  their  sovereign's  mandate,  sallied  forth 
To  rouse  their  host  to  combat,  from  the  north ; 
Eager  to  risk  their  uttermost  emprise, 
Perish  ere  mom,  or  reign  in  PUadise. 
Now  the  slow  tempest,  that  so  long  had  lower'd, 
Keen  in  their  foces  sleet  and  hailstones  showered ; 
The  virinds  blew  loud,  the  waters  roar'd  around. 
An  earthquake  rock'd  the  agonizmg  ground ; 
Red  in  the  west  the  burning  mount,  array'd 
With  tenibld  terror  by  incumbent  shade 
(For  moon  and  stars  were  wrapt  in  dunnest  gloom). 
Glared  like  a  torch  amidst  creation's  tomb: 


1  **  And  he  (XUffts)  took  ths  msafle  of  EKjab  tlMt  M  fleai 
Urn,  sod  smote  the  wslera  (tfjifrim),  and  said,— Wksis  Is 
tbe  Loid  God  of  Bqsk  ?— sad  wImb  be  bad  smhiaa  tbe  wmsn. 
irtsd  UtfMT  sad  thilbar,  and  EUsIm  went  ovst.**  U, 
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So  9am^  rocks  ware  kindled  whan  diay  Ml 
Their  Meker^i  ^oame^  and  began  to  melt; 
Derkneei  wee  hie  paYiUon,  when  He  came. 
Hid  in  the  brii^iiOMi  of  deecending  flaoM, 
While  nonn.  and  whirlwind,  and  the  tmmpef a  falal, 
Frodain'd  hii  kw  in  tfannder,  ee  he  pan'd. 

T%eGianta  leacfa'd  dieir  camp »— die  ni^f ■  alaimi 
Meanwhile  had  atartled  all  their  alaTei  to  arme; 
TiMy  gnep'd  their  weapom  ae  from  ileep  the7  ipnng. 
From  teot  to  tent  the  braaen  danpv  rang : 
llie  hail,  the  eaitfaqvake,  the  myeteriov  light 
Ummred  their  etrengih,  o'erwhefan'd  them  widi 

aflHgfat 
"Warrion!  to  Inlllw    eiiimiim  all  yonr  powwa ; 
Wairkas!  tooonqneet— Paradiwiioiin!'' 
Eidaim*d  their  monaidi : — not  an  arm  wee  raiMd ; 
In  nMtnqr  of  thought,  like  men  amaaed. 
And  knt  amidrt  coofimnding  dreame,  they  Mood, 
With  pakied  eyee,  and  honor-fioien  bkiod. 
llie  Gianti'  nge  to  inrtant  madnem  grew ; 
llie  king  and  ehieft  on  their  own  legione  flew, 
Denomicing  Yengeance ; — then  bad  all  the  plain 
Been  heap*d  widb  myriads  by  their  leaden  slain ; 
Bat  ere  a  ewoid  could  &llr---by  whirlwinds  driven. 
In  mi^i^  Tolomee,  through  the  vault  of  heaven. 
From  £den'B  summit,  o'er  the  can^>  accurst, 
llie  daiting  fires  fvith  nooo-day  splendor  bunt; 
And  limrful  grew  the  scene  above,  below. 
With  sights  of  mystery,  and  sounds  of  woe. 
Hie  embatded  cherubim  appeared  on  high. 
And  oounen,  wing'd  with  l^tning,  swept  the  sky; 
Chariots,  whose  vrfaeds  with  living  instinct  roU*d, 
Spirits  of  nnimaginable  mould, 
Powen^  soch  as  dwell  in  heaven's  serenest  li|^ 
Too  pure,  too  terrible  fiv  mortal  sight, 
From  depth  of  midnight  suddenly  revcal'd. 
In  arms,  against  the  Giants  took  the  field. 
On  sodi  an  host  EUsha's  servant  gaxed. 
When  all  the  mountain  round  the  IVophet  bland :  * 
With  sodi  an  host,  fi^en  war  in  heaven  was  wrou^it, 
Bfichael  against  the  Prince  of  Darkness  fiMighL 

Roused  by  the  trumpet,  that  shall  wake  the  dead. 
The  torpid  foe  in  consternation  fled ; 
llie  Gtants  headlong  in  the  uproar  ran. 
The  king  himsdf  the  foremost  of  the  van. 
Nor  e'er  his  rushing  squadrons  led  to  fig^ 
With  swifter  oneet,  than  he  led  that  flight 
AMneward  the  pani&stricken  legions  flew ; 
Their  arms,  thdr  vestments,  from  their  limbe  they 

threw; 
(Xer  shields  and  helms  the  reinless  camel  strode^ 
And  gold  and  purple  strew'd  die  deeert  road. 


When  duongji  Am  Assyrian  aimy,  libe  n 
At  midnigfat,  the  dsetHiyinig  angri  paasTd. 
The  tyrant  dnt  defied  the  living  God. 
Precipitately  thns  his  stepe  retrod ; 
Even  by  the  way  he  came,  to  his  own 
Retnm'd  to  perish  by  has  oflspring's 
So  fled  the  Giant^nooarch  ;--4Mit 
The  hand  diat  anote  his  lifo— be  died 
Amidst  the  tumult  treacfaeroady  slain. 
At  morn  his  diieftame  sought  dieir  hid 
Then,  reckless  of  the  harvest  of  their 
Their  camp^dwir  captives,  all  their 
Ranew'd  their  flight  o'er  eestuu  hOk 
With  lift  alone  escaping  fion  dmt 
In  which  dwir  king  had  heil'd  his 
The  wurid's  last  province  how'd 


hki 


As,  when  the  vraten  of  the  flood  decfinsd^ 
Rolling  tnmultoously  beibro  the  wind. 
The  prood  wavee  rimmk  from  low  to  kwi 
And  high  the  hiUs  and  highM- raieed  Iheir 
Till  ocean  ky,  enchased  with  rock  and 
As  in  the  hoUow  of  die  Almig^ity's  hand, 
Whik  earth  with  wrecks  magnifieent  wae 
And  stillness  reign'd  o'er  Nature's  mrMtmtAm. 
— ^Thus  in  a  storm  of  horror  and 
All  night  the  Giant«rmy  sped  away; 
Thus  on  a  knely,  sad,  and  silent 
llie  morning  rose  in  nHtfesty 


Early  and  joyful  o'er  the  dewy 
Straight  to  theb  glen  die  rsneom'd 
As  doves  roleeeed  theb  parentHlwelliqg 
They  fly  for  life,  nor  cast  a  look  behind ; 
And  when  they  reach'd  the  dear  seqoeeler^d  spot, 
Enoch  alone  of  all  their  trsin  "  am  ML" 
Widi  them  the  baid,  who  from  the  world  wA- 

drew, 
Javan,  from  foUy  and  ambitioo  fkw ; 
Though  poor  his  lot,  within  that  narrow  boond. 
Friendship,  and  home,  and  kithfbl  love,  he  fooad : 
Tliefe  did  his  wanderings  and 
His  youth  was  penitence,  his  age 


Meanwhfle  the  scatter'd  tribes  of  Eden's  pkia 
Tum'd  to  dieir  desokted  fields  again. 
And  join'd  dieir  brethren,  captives  once  in  fight, 
But  left  to  freedom  in  that  drendfrd  flight  : 
llienodbrth  redeem'd  from  war's  unnumber'd 
Rich  with  the  spoils  of  their  retreated  foea, 
%  Giant4yranny  no  mora  opprest, 
llie  peopk  flourish'd,  and  the  knid  had  rest. 


tfrrmUitUi. 


PREFACE. 


Ill  diii  Poem  dw  Andior  frankly  acknowledges  diat 
he  km  ao  for  foiled,  as  to  be  wider  dw  nuciessity  of 
it  forth  Jnwpkte,  er  aaifiemii^  it  ake- 
W^haka  not  dona  dw  ktaerkof  littkinh 

1  n.  Uan  vi,  V.  17. 


portanoe  to  the  Pkiblic,  which  win  assuredly  award 
no  more  credit  than  his  performance,  taken  as  it  isy 
oonamand;  whik  the  f<inse<|HHM  es  of 

The  original  pkn  wae  intended  to 
•venls  in  the  anaak  of 


ID. 
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modam  Gfeeoknd ; — ipcidental  datcriptioiii  of  what* 
ever  im  Miblime  or  pioturaaque  in  the  leaMiMi  and 
aoanery,  or  peculiar  in  the  lapenrtitioDa,  mannen, 
and  duuacter  of  the  nativea— widi  a  rapid  retrospect 
of  that  moral  revolution,  which  the  goapel  hu 
wiDOi^t  among  these  people,  by  reclaiming  them, 
almoat  univemdly,  flrom  idolatry  and  barbarimn. 

Of  that  part  of  the  projected  Poem  which  it  here 
eihlbitad,  the  first  three  Cantos  contain  a  sketch  of 
the  histoiy  of  the  ancient  Moravian  Church,  the  origin 
of  the  miasions  by  that  people  to  Greenland,  and  the 
voyage  of  die  first  three  brothren  who  went  thither 
in  1733.  The  fourth  Canto  refen  principally  to  tra- 
ditians  oooceming  the  Norwegian  colonies,  which  are 
said  to  have  existed  on  both  sluyres  of  Greenland  fiom 
the  tenth  to  the  fifteenth  centuries.  In  the  fifth  Canto 
the  Author  has  attempted,  in  a  series  of  episodes,  to 
sum  up  and  exemplify  the  chief  causes  of  the  extinc- 
tion of  tboae  colonies,  and  the  abandonment  of  Green- 
land, lor  several  centuries,  by  European  voyagers. 
Aldtough  this  Canto  is  entirely  a  work  of  imagina- 
tion, the  fiction  has  not  been  adopted  merely  as  a 
subatitato  fiir  lost  fiu!ls,  but  as  a  vehicle  for  Ulus- 
trating  many  of  the  most  splendid  and  striking  phe- 
nomena of  the  climate,  for  which  a  more  appropriate 
place  might  not  have  been  found,  even  if  the  Poem 
had  been  carried  on  to  a  successful  conclusion.  But 
having  proceeded  thus  for,  personal  circumstances, 
and  CMisiderations  which  it  would  be  impertinent  to 
particttlariae  here,  compelled  the  Author  to  relinquish 
his  enterprise.  Whether  he  may  ever  have  courage 
or  opportanity  to  resume  it,  must  depend  on  con- 
^it^mnritm  attorly  be3rond  his  power. 

The  principal  subjects  introduced  in  the  course  of 
the  Porai,  will  be  found  in  Cranb^s  Ifistories  of  the 
Brethren  and  of  Greenland,  or  in  Rider's  Select 
Narratives,  extracted  fiom  the  records  of  the  ancient 
Uuiiaa  fWtfnan,  or  United  Brethren.  To  the  ao- 
eounia  of  Iceland,  by  various  travellers,  the  Author 
is  also  much  indebted. 

Shsffizuh  JUorcft  27, 1819. 
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CANTO  L 

The  fluee  fint  Moravian  Missionaries  are  represented 
as  on  dieir  voyage  to  Greenland,  in  the  year  1733. 
fiketdi  of  the  descent,  establishment,  persecu- 
tioDB,  extinction,  and  revival  of  the  Church  of  the 
United  Brethren,  from  die  tenth  to  the  begiiming 
of  the  eighteendi  century. — The  origin  of  their 
to  the  West  Indies  and  to  Greenland. 


The  pageant  glides  through  lonehneas  and  ni^t. 
And  leaves  behind  a  rippling  wake  of  light 

Hark !  through  the  calm  and  silence  of  the  scene, 
Sbw,  solemn,  sweet,  with  many  a  pause  between. 
Celestial  music  swells  along  the  air! 
— No— 't  is  the  evening  hymn  of  praise  and  prayer 
From  yonder  deck,  where,  on  the  stem  retired. 
Three  humUe  voyagers,  with  looks  inspired, 
And  hearts  enkindled  with  a  holier  flame 
Than  ever  lit  to  empire  or  to  fame, 
Devoudy  stand : — their  choral  accents  rise 
On  wings  of  harmony  beyond  the  skies ; 
And,  'midst  the  songs  that  Seraph-Minstrels  sing, 
Day  without  night,  to  their  immortal  King, 
These  simple  strains, — which  erst  Bohemian  hiUs 
Echoed  to  pathless  woods  and  desert  rills, 
Now  heard  fiiom  SheUand's  azure  bounds — are  known 
In  heaven ;  and  He,  who  sits  upon  the  throne 
In  human  form,  with  mediatorial  power, 
Remembers  Calvary,  and  hails  the  hour. 
When,  by  di*  Almighty  Father's  high  decree. 
The  utmost  north  to  Him  shall  bow  the  knee. 
And,  won  by  love,  an  untamed  rebel  race 
Kiss  the  victorious  Sceptre  of  His  grace. 
Then  to  HU  eye,  whose  instant  glimce  pervades 
Heaven's  heights.  Earth's  circle.  Hell's  profoundcst 

shades, 
Is  there  a  group  more  lovely  than  those  three 
Night-watching  pilgrims  on  the  lonely  sea  ? 
Or  to  His  ear,  that  gathers  in  one  sound 
The  voices  of  adoring  worlds  around, 
Comes  there  a  breath  of  more  delightful  praise 
Than  the  foint  notes  his  poor  disciples  raise. 
Ere  on  the  treacherous  main  they  sink  to  rest. 
Secure  as  leaning  on  their  Master's  breast  I 

They  sleep ;  but  memory  wakes :  and  dreams  array 
Night  in  a  lively  masquerade  of  day ; 
The  land  they  seek,  the  land  they  leave  behind. 
Met  oa  mid-ocean  in  the  plastic  mind ; 
One  brings  forsaken  home  and  fiiends  so  nigh. 
That  tears  in  slumber  swell  th'  unconscious  eye ; 
The  other  opens,  with  prophetic  view, 
Perib,  which  e'en  their  fathers  never  knew, 
(Though  school'd  by  sufiering,  long  inured  to  toil. 
Outcasts  and  exiles  from  their  natal  soil) ; 
-—Strange  scenes,  strange  men ;  untold,  cmtried  dis- 


Thx  moon  is  watehing  in  the  sky ;  the  stars 
Are  swiftty  wheeling  on  their  golden  can ; 
Ocean,  outstretch'd  with  infinite  expanse. 
Serenely  slumbers  in  a  glorious  trance ; 
the  tide,  o'er  which  no  troubling  spirits  breathe, 
Reflects  a  cloudless  firmament  beneath ; 
Where,  poised  as  in  the  centre  of  a  sphere, 
A  diip  above  and  ship  below  appear ; 
A  double  image,  pictured  on  the  deep, 
The  veasel  o'er  its  shadow  seems  to  sleep ; 
Tet,  like  the  host  of  heaven,  that  never  rest, 
Widi  evtDflMeot  motion  to  the  west, 
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Feuu,  hardships,  fiunine,  cold,  and  nakedness, 

IMseases ;  death  in  every  hideous  form. 

On  shore,  at  sea,  by  fire,  by  flood,  by  storm  ; 

Wild  beasts,  and  wilder  men : — unmoved  with  foar, 

Health,  comfort,  nfety,  life,  they  count  not  dear. 

May  they  but  hope  a  Savior's  love  to  show, 

And  warn  one  spirit  from  eternal  woe : 

Nor  vnll  they  faint,  nor  can  they  strive  in  vain. 

Since  thus — to  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain. 

*T  is  mom : — ^the  bathing  moon  her  lustre  shrouds: 
Wide  o'er  the  east  impends  an  arch  of  clouds. 
That  spans  the  ocean ;  while  the  infant  dawn 
Peeps  through  the  portal  o'er  the  liquid  lavni, 
That  ruffled  by  an  April  gale  appears. 
Between  the  gloom  and  splendor  of  the  spheres. 
Dark  purple  as  the  moorland-heath,  when  lain 
Hangs  in  tow  vapors  o'er  th'  autumnal  plain  .- 
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tnn  Ihe  foil  San,  nmrgml  from  Iho  Booi, 
Looka  on  Ihs  wivstt  and  tunw  them  inlo  blood  ; 
Bui  qnickly  kindling,  u  hit  bcsnu  upiro. 
"nt  lambni  liilloHt  play  in  Cirnii  of  Gro. 
— When  ii  ibi  Veael^ — Shining  Ihroogh  the  light. 
like  the  white  Ka-fbwl'i  bontantsl  flight, 
Vondet  the  winga,  and  (kinv.  and  cleaia  her  my 
ThimiBh  nfluem  ibwn  and  iiideaccnt  apray. 
Lol  go  the  deck,  wiih  patiiarchal  grace, 
tIeaTen  in  hi>  liaoni  opening  o'er  hk  &re, 
Stan^  Chriatian  Dacid — vensnble  name! 
Bright  in  the  rrcordi  of  rclettial  bme. 
On  nrtb  obacurei — like  tame  aequenei'd  Mar, 
Vbax  loUa  in  lU  Creslor'a  beuni  oGu, 
L'i»een  by  man.  lill  Iclearopii.'  eye. 
SouDding  Iba  blue  abpsci  of  Ilie  iky. 
Dnwi  Umb  its  hidden  beauty  into  light, 
And  addi  a  jewel  to  the  croun  of  oighL 
llHHigh  boory  niih  Ibe  muliilwle  of  yean, 
TJnabamof  airengih.  belwoeu  hii  young 
He  nnven ; — with  faith,  n ' 


Tiine'*  idudoiv*  htightening  through  eternity : 
tjmt, — God'i  own  love  in  hii  pure  hreaai  enibrined; 
Love, — love  tu  man  tbe  magnet  of  his  mind ; 
Subtimer  Kheioei  maturing  in  hii  thought 

While,  with  rejaidng  lesrr.  and  raptunui  lighi, 
7^  heaven  aacenda  iheir  morning  ucriGce.' 

Whence  anihe  pilgrimi  T  whitbei  would  they  roam  T 
Greeolant  their  port — Moreria  mi  their  home. 
Sprang  fem  a  rare  of  manyra,  men  who  bore 
tiie  cnm  on  many  a  Colguiha  of  fore ; 
When  fint  Sirlaviinian  iribea  the  truth  received. 


— When  Waldo,  flying  &om  tbe  apoMale  weN 
In  German  wilda  hia  rigbleoua  caiao  caoStm*d 
— Whm  WicUifle,  Uke  a  reacuing  Ai«el,  &■ 
The  dungcoa  where  the  word  of  God  lay  fen 
Unlooaed  it*  chains  siMi  led  it  by  the  hmd. 
In  in  own  nindiine.  Ihroogh  hii  uiiTe  tend ;' 
— When  Boaa.  the  victim  of  perSdioaa  im. 
"Hi  heaven  upcn  ■  fieiy  rbariol  me ; 
And  ere  he  isniah'd.  widi  a  pmiibet'a  hrrnth, 
Foteiok)  ih'  itmnonal  uiumpfai  of  hia  deuh :' 


illhepi 


if  Ihra 


!■  behaved  ;> 
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burning  with  fanatic  zeal. 

Spirit's  sword  lor  patriot  steel, 
16  heart  of  Austria's  thick  array    . 
amit  stabb'd  resistless  way ; 
'  transfigured  on  the  spot 
Kleemer  stood),  his  rage  forgot; 
nos  and  trophies  in  the  dust, 
be,  and  placed  in  God  his  trust, 
)  warriors  kiss'd  the  hallow'd  ground, 
lain,  in  silent  ranks  around : ' 
Sregorius,  in  a  lowlier  field, 
ness,  as  unwont  to  yield 

with  patient  footsteps  trod 
tring,  Uke  the  Son  of  God, 
ms,  by  meek  endurance  won, 
ord  had  blazed  from  sun  to  sun :  * 

fiul'd  him  on  the  racking  wheel, 
i  which  parted  spirits  feel ; 
from  ecstacy  of  pain, 
inder'd  o'er  a  plain : 


prawui,  was  bornt  by  a  decree  of  the  ooon- 
SeToral  Myingf,  predictive  of  retribution  to 
brmation  in  the  Church,  are  recorded,  as  be- 
1  in  his  last  houra.  Among  othera ; — "  A  hun- 
"  mid  he,  addreaung  his  judges,  "je  aball 
of  your  doings  to  God  and  tome."— Z.iilAer 
iriod  thus  indicated. 

yrdom  of  JoknHusa,  his  followers  and  eomi- 
ins  for  the  maintenance  of  their  ciril  and  re- 
Im  first  and  most  distinguished  of  their  leadMs 

He  seired  powession  of  a  high  mountain, 
and  called  Tabor.  Here  he  and  his  people 
called  Taborites)  worriiipped  God  aecordinc 
w  and  his  holy  word ;  while  in  the  plains  they 
ired  their  peraecuton  and  enemies. 
>UowerB  of  JoknHuss  never  approved  of  the 
uuried  on  by  Ziska,  though  many  of  them 
involved  in  iL  Rokin0M^  a  Calixtine,  having 
le  a  oompromtK  with  their  sovereign  and  the 
ley  were  allowed  the  use  of  the  cup  inthe  sa- 
e  archbishop  of  Prague  in  the  year  1435;  and 
lugh  he  had  been  fully  convinced  of  the  truth 
omulgated  by  Hu»$,  be  became  a  treacherous 
snemy  of  his  foUowers,  as  it  happened  to  serve 
his  ambition.   The  Pope,  however,  refused 

his  new  dignity,  unless  he  would  relinquish 
I.  for  a  time,  he  made  great  pretensiouiof  un- 
igh  reform  in  the  church.   All  who  hoped  any 

were  disappointed,  and  none  more  than  lus 
'4oriM$,  who  in  vain,  on  behalf  of  the  peaoe- 
sought  him  to  proceed  in  the  work  of  church- 
refused  peremptorily,  at  length,  after  having 
ed  and  temporized.  His  refusal  was  the  im- 
ie  commencement  of  the  Church  of  the  United 
brm  in  which  it  bos  been  recognised  for  nearly 
rere  no  sooner  knoMm,  however,  as  "JFVatrss 
retkren  meeonUng  to  the  nd$  tS  daitU  than 
ited  as  heretics.  Among  others,  Ghrtttrhu, 
Patriarch  of  tkt  Brttkrt$i,  *  *  wss  apprehend- 
Bting  with  a  number  of  his  people.  The  judge 

royal  authority,  on  entering  die  room,  used 
words :  "  It  is  written,  all  tkat  miUUmgadlw 
kaU  mSer  persecution;  tkerefort  faUow  sm, 
e  higher  powers,'*  They  followed,  and  ware 
torture.  On  the  rack,  Orsgorhts  foil  into  a 
sent  supposed  him  to  be  dead.  Hersopoa  his 
ikt/tan  hastened  to  the  spot,  and  falling  upon 
rs  and  loud  lamentations,  bewailed  hhn,  ez- 
fdearOregorius!  would  to  God  J wtrewktrt 
lephew,  however,  revived,  and  was  set  at  lib- 
nk,  according  to  tradition,  declared  that  in 
I  seen  a  vision; — a  tree,  covered  widi  leaves 
I  fruits,  on  which  many  beautiful  birds  were 
idioualy  singing.  Under  it.  was  a  shepherd's 
hand,  three  venerable  oU  men  (as  guardians 
M  halitlimeats  and  eoontenanoes  were  those 
OS  who,  several  years  altorwaids,  were  con 


Fair  in  the  midst,  beneath  a  moniing  tky, 
A  tree  its  ample  branches  bore  on  high. 
With  fragrant  bloom,  and  fruit  delicious  hvoig. 
While  birds  benenih  the  foliage  fed  and  sung ; 
All  glittering  to  the  sim  with  diamond  dew. 
O'er  sheep  and  kine  a  breezy  shade  it  threw ; 
A  lovely  boy,  the  child  of  hope  and  prayer, 
With  crook  and  shepherd's  (Hpe,  was  watching  there ; 
At  hand  three  venerable  forms  were  seen, 
In  simple  garb,  with  apostolic  mien. 
Who  mark'd  the  distant  fields  convulsed  with  striir, 
— ^Tho  guardian  Cherubs  of  that  Tree  of  Life ; 
Not  arm'd,  like  Eden's  host,  with  flaming  branda. 
Alike  to  friends  and  foes  they  stretch'd  their  hands. 
In  sign  of  peace ;  and  while  Destruction  spread 
His  path  with  carnage,  welcomed  all  who  fled: 
— When  poor  Comenius,  with  his  little  flock. 
Escaped  the  wolves,  and  from  the  boundary  rock. 
Cast  o'er  Moravian  hilb  a  look  of  woe. 
Saw  the  green  vales  expand,  the  \%-aterB  flow. 
And,  happier  years  revolving  in  his  mind. 
Caught  every  sound  that  murmur'd  on  the  wind; 
As  if  his  eye  could  never  thence  depart. 
As  if  his  ear  was  seated  in  his  heart. 
And  his  full  soul  would  thence  a  passage  tweak, 
1V>  leave  the  body,  for  his  country's  sake ; 
While  on  his  knees  he  pour'd  the  fervent  pnyer. 
That  God  would  make  that  martyr-land  his  care. 
And  nourish  in  its  ravaged  soil  a  root 
Of  Gregor's  Tree,  to  bear  perennial  fruit.' 


seerated  the  fbst  bishops  of  the  Church  of  the  United  Brathraa, 
by  Stephen,  the  last  bishop  of  the  Waldenses. 

1  Jskm  Jtmoe  Cememmst  one  of  the  most  teamed  ss  w^  as 
pious  men  of  his  age,  was  minister  of  the  Brethren's  eooffreia- 
tion  at  Fubeck,  in  Moravia,  from  1018  to  1087,  when  the  Prot- 
estant nobifity  and  ctergy  being  expatriated,  be  fled  with  a  part 
of  his  peopte  through  Silesia  into  Pobnd,  On  the  aommh  of 
the  mountains  forming  the  boundary,  he  turned  his  sorrowfU 
eyes  towards  Bohemia  and  Moravia,  and  kneeling  down  with 
lus  brethren  there,  implored  God,  with  many  tears,  that  ho 
would  not  take  away  tlie  light  of  his  holy  word  from  those  tw« 
provinces,  but  preserve  in  them  a  remnant  for  himsd£  A  rem- 
nant was  saved. 

CememuM  afterwards  visited  and  resided  in  various  parts  of 
Germany.  HoUand.  and  England ;  everywhere,  on  his  iravsiL 
reoommending,  with  earnestness  and  importunity,  the  ease  of 
his  oppressed  brethren  in  Bohemia  and  Moravia  to  meo  in 
power.  But  his  appeals  were  in  vain ;  and  when,  at  the  peaee 
of  Westphalia,  in  1048,  he  found  that  nothnig  was  provided  for 
their  pnMection  in  the  free  exercise  of  their  religion,  he  pub- 
Kshed  an  aflbcting  representation  of  the  peculiar  hardships  of 
their  church.  In  which  he  observed :— "  We  justly,  indeed,  de- 
serve to  bear  the  wrath  of  Afanighty  God ;  hot  wUI  sodi  omo 
(aDuding  to  the  Protestsnt  diplomatists  and  their  eonsUtosot 
anthoritiea)  be  abte  to  justify  their  actions  before  God,  who, 
forgetting  the  common  cause  of  all  Protestants,  and  tlie  old 
covenants  amongst  us,  neglect  to  sssist  those  who  are  oppfssssd 
inthe  same  engagementsl  Having  made  peace  fiir themselves, 
they  never  gave  it  a  thought,  that  the  Bohemians  and  Moravi- 
ans, who  at  the  first,  and  Jhr  so  manp  eentmriee,  sssertsd  the 
truth  in  opposition  to  Popery,  vrere  Ukewise  worthy  to  be  mu- 
tually coQsiderad  by  them;  that  the  light  of  the  gospd,  which 
first  was  enkindled  and  put  upon  the  candlestick  in  the  Brethren's 
church,  might  not  now  be  extinguished,  ss  it  appears  to  be. 
This  sflKcted  peopte,  therefore,  which  on  aocoont  of  its  faith- 
ftil  adherence  to  the  apostolic  doctrines,  foUowing  the  fiiotsteps 
of  the  primitive  diureh,  and  the  instruetioas  of  the  holy  fatheiB, 
has  been  so  much  hsted,  peisscated,  tosssd  toand  fro,  and  emm 
fbiaakeo  by  those  of  its  own  hoosehoU,  and  now  finds  merey 
from  no  man*,— this  afllieled  peo|4e  has  nodiing  lefi,  but  to 
cast  itself  upon  the  aid  of  the  eternally  mercilbl  Lord  God,  and 
with  the  ancMDt  prophet,  when  his  nation  was  overthrown  hf 
iti  enemies,  to  exdaim— *For  tEese  things  I  weep;  mine  eve, 
mine  ey«  rannetfa  down  with  water,  because  the  Comfbrtar  that 
should  lelieve  my  suul  is  far  from  nc.*  Lam.  i,  Uk— BdtTboa. 
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Hm  prayer  wn  heard: — ^that  Church,  tfarougfa  aget 
part, 
Aaafl'd  and  rent  by  persecutkm's  Mart ; 
MHioae  lona  no  yoke  ooold  crush,  no  burthen  tiie, 
Unawed  by  dungeons,  tortures,  sword,  and  fire, 
(Leas  pioof  againrt  the  world's  alluring  wiles. 
Whose  ilrowns  have  weaker  terrors  than  its  smiles) ; 
—^That  Church  overthrown,  dispersed,  unpeopled,  dead, 
Oft  from  the  dust  of  ruin  raised  her  head. 
And  rallying  round  her  feet,  as  fiom  their  graves. 
Her  enled  orphans,  hid  in  forest^caves, 
Where,  'midrt  the  frstnesses  of  rocks  and  glens. 
Banded  like  robbers,  stealing  from  their  dens, 
By  night  they  met,  their  holiert  vows  to  pay, 
As  if  their  deeds  were  dark,  and  shmm'd  the  day; 
While  Christ's  revilers,  in  his  seamleai  robe. 
And  parted  garments,  flaunted  round  the  gbbe ; 
From  eart  to  west  while  Priestcraft's  banners  flew, 
And  hamess'd  kings  his  iron  chariot  drew, 
— That  Church  advanced  triumphant  o'er  the  ground 
Where  all  her  conquering  martyrs  had  been  crown'd, 
Fearless  her  foe's  whole  malice  U>  defy. 
And  worship  God  in  liberty,  or  die : 
For  truth  and  conscience  ofl  she  pour'd  her  blood. 
And  firmert  in  the  fiercest  conflict  stood. 
Wresting  firom  bigotry  the  proud  control 
Claim'd  o'er  the  sacred  empire  of  the  soul, 
Wheie  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  should  fill  the  throne. 
And  reign,  as  in  his  universe,  alone.' 

O  Loid  Ood !  who  abidQtt  for  ercr  and  ever,  and  whoM  throne 
k  sternal,  why  wilt  thoa  forget  at,  and  even  fonake  at  in  this 
entremitFl  O  brine  tm.  Lord,  afain  to  thyMlf,  that  we  maj  re- 
tnm  to  oor  homes.  Renew  onr  daya  aa  of  old."  In  1019,  C0- 
mmdmt  published  a  Hiatory  of  the  Brethren'a  Church,  whioh  he 
dedicated,  aa  hie  "  laM  will  and  testament."  to  tks  Ckurek  ef 
EmgUmd,  to  preserre  for  the  aucceaMn  of  the  brethren  in  fu- 
ture affea.  as  to  the  last  hour  of  hb  life  he  cherished  the  hope  of 
their  revival  and  eatabliihrnent  in  peace  and  freedom. — ^Thia 
work  waa  tranalated  from  the  origizial  I^tin.  and  publiahed  m 
London  in  1061. 

1  Previomt  to  the  Reformation,  for  about  fifty  yeara.  the  prie- 
OOB  m  Boliemia,  and  especially  at  Prague,  were  filled,  from 
tine  to  time,  in  oonaoquence  of  special  decrees,  with  members 
of  the  Brethren's  Church.  Mid^el,  one  of  their  finit  biahopa, 
waa  long  under  rigorous  confinemenL  Many  periabed  in  deep 
dnngeona,  with  cold  and  hunger;  others  were  cruelly  tortured. 
The  remainder  were  obliged  to  seek  refuge  in  thick  foreita.  and 
to  hide  themadvea  by  day  in  cavema  and  receasea  among  the 
rocks.  Fearing  to  be  betrayed  in  the  day-time  by  the  smoke, 
they  kindled  their  firea  only  at  night,  around  which  they  em- 
ployed their  time  in  reading  the  Scripturea,  and  in  prayer.  If 
they  were  under  the  necessity  of  going  out  in  the  snow,  either 
to  seek  provisions  or  to  visit  their  neighbors,  they  always  walk- 
ed behind  one  another,  each  in  hia  turn  treading  in  the  footatepa 
of  the  first,  and  the  last  dragging  a  inece  of  bruab  wood  after 
him,  to  obliterate  the  track,  or  to  make  it  appear  aa  if  aome 
poor  peasant  had  been  to  the  woods  to  fetch  a  bundle  of  sticka. 
With  the  Reformera.  Luther,  Co/om,  Zwingliut,  MrianOkon^ 
Bmur,  and  Gsptfa,  the  Brethren  held  the  most  friendly  corre- 
spondence, and  by  all  were  acknowledged  to  be  a  true  apoatoli- 
eal  church.  The  strictness  of  their  church-discipline,  however, 
and  the  diArenee  which  subnsted  among  these  great  men  them- 
aalvea  on  that  general  subject,  aa  well  aa  the  inaulated  locality 
of  the  Brethren,  probably  were  the  causes  why  they  remained 
atiH  totally  distinct  from  any  of  the  new  Christian  aocaetiea 
whioh  were  then  inatitnted.  .4/ter  the  Reformation,  especially 
about  the  begmnmg  and  till  the  middle  of  the  aeventeenth  cen- 
tury, they  were  eiposed  to  the  same  kind  of  pemcutions  and 
proaeriprioos  which  their  ancestors  had  sulTered.  After  the 
death  of  the  Emperor  Rwdolpk,  in  lOlS,  the  resohitkms  of  the 
Oooneil  of  Trent  were  decreed  to  be  put  in  force  agunst  all 
PlroteslantB  in  Bohemia.  This  occasioned  a  civil  war,  like  that 
of  the  HoBsitee.  Thr  Brethren,  though  they  are  nnderalood  to 
have  taken  very  little  share  in  this  delbaee  of  the  truth,  by 
weapooB  of  carnal  warfiue,  vrere  nirrnrhslosa  expoeed  to  aD 
the  vindictive  cruelty,  by  which  the  PKitestanta  in  Bohamis 


TwiB  dma  thno^  centuries  Am  torn  and  latfi 
At  lengdi  viclorious  seem'd  the  gatea  of  heO : 
But,  firanded  on  a  rock,  which  camioc 
Th'  eternal  rock  of  her  Redeemer's 
That  Church,  whidi  Satan's  legions  ifaooght  ^mtUtfj 
Her  name  extinct,  her  place  for  ever  veid, 
Ahve  once  more,  respired  her  native  air. 
But  found  no  freedom  for  the  voice  of  pnyer: 
Again  the  cowl'd  oppressor  clank'd  his  cbdns^ 
Flourish'd  his  soouige,  and  threaten'd  hoods  and  psjai 
(His  arm  enfeebled  could  no  longer  kiU, 
But  in  his  heart  he  was  a  murderer  still): 
Then  Christian  David,  strengthen'd  fimm  ahore, 
Wise  as  the  serpent,  harmless  as  the  dove; 
Bold  as  a  lion  on  his  Master's  part. 
In  zeal  a  seraph,  and  a  child  in  heart; 
Pluck'd  from  the  gripe  of  antiquated  laws 
.—(Even  as  a  mother  fiom  die  fekxi-jawi 
Of  a  lean  wolf;  that  bean  her  babe  away. 
With  ootuage  beyond  nature,  rends  the  preyV 
The  little  remnant  of  that  ancient  race: 
— ^Far  in  Lusatian  woods  they  fbund  a  pbee; 
Therti — ^where  the  sparrow  builds  her  busy  bhi^ 
And  die  clime-changing  swallow  loves  to  rasl, 
Thine  altar,  God  of  Hosts!    tkert  still  Mgpmt 
The  tribes  to  worship,  imassail'd  by  ftar; 
Not  like  their  fethers,  vex'd  fifom  age  to  «ge 
By  blatant  Bigotry's  insensate  rage, 
Abroad  in  every  place, — in  every  boor 
Awake,  alert,  and  ramping  to  devour. 
No :  peaceful  as  the  spot  where  Jacob  deft. 
And  guard  all  night  the  journeying  aQgels  kaiil, 
Hen^ut  yet  stands  amidst  her  sheltered  boiMB; 
— The  Lord  hath  set  his  watch  upon  her  tomn} 

ware  nearly  extirpated,  after  their  ddeat  by  the  Inpsriaiilii* 
the  White  Mountain,  near  Prague,  in  1010.    On  the  Sbttaa 
1631,  no  less  than  tie«ntr-$nai  of  the  Patrana  (Ikfmmm) 
of  the  Protestant  cause,  principaDy  noUea  and  bmb  of 
tion,  were  beheaded,  who  all  died  aa  fkithfbl 
martyrs  to  the  religion  of  Christ  This  exeeotioB  < 
by  a  decree  of  banishment  against  all  minialaiaof  the  Bmhraa'i 
churchea  in  Bohemia  and  Moravia.    Many  hnndrad  thwiisii 
both  noble  and  pldi)eian,  fled  into  the  neigbbociog  ptatiaoWi 
Emigration,  however,  waa  rendered  aa  difflcoh  aa  poaaihlB  ta 
the  common  people,  who  were  strictly  watched  by  the  < 
riea  of  peraocution.    Many  thousanda,  notwithataadinf. 
ally  made  their  escape,  and  joined  their  miaaslan  in 
othera,  who  from  age,  infirmity,  or  the  buftben  of 
could  not  do  the  same,  remained  in  their  country,  but 
compelled  to  worship  God,  after  the  manner  of  thoii  fcwflahsi^ 
in  secret  only ;  for  thenceforward  neither  chnrehaa  mm  a^ash 
for  Protestanta  were  allowed  to  oxiat  in  Bohemia  sad  Marsfia. 
Search  waa  made  for  their  Bibles  and  religions  hooka,  wUeh 
woe  burnt  in  pilea,  and  in  some  plaoea  under  the  gaDowa. 

1  In  1731  (ninety-four  years  after  the  flight  of  Ottmmbu),  tha 
Church  of  the  United  Brethren  was  revived  by  the  peiaseand 
refugees  ftom  Moravia  (deacendants  of  the  oJd  eoBftaaon  ef 
that  name),  who  were  led  from  time  to  time  by  Cftrtatism  DmU 
(himaelf  a  Moravian,  but  educated  in  the  Lutheran  penoaiiBa). 
to  settle  on  an  uncultivated  piece  of  land,  on  an  ealale  bakag- 
ing  to  Cbtmt  ZintMidtfr/,  in  Loaatia.  Ckrigtian  Dtmi,  wha 
was  a  carpenter,  began  the  work  of  building  a  choreh  hi  itm 
wilderness,  by  sbiking  his  ax  into  a  tree,  and  tiiijlaiiissg 
"Hen  hath  tke  eparrow  fotmd  am  Aouae,  and  (ike  evalhm  s 
meet  fer  kereeif:  even  tkine  alUtre,  O  Lord  Oed  of  Kem  ^ 
They  named  the  aettlement  Hemtkut,  or  7%t  Lar4t9  tfettk. 

After  the  lapae  of  nearly  a  century,  during  which  the  1 
of  the  Brethren'a  churches,  in  Saxony,  Poland,  sad 
were  nearly  UmC  among  the  people  vrith  whom  tliey  1 
and  the  small  remnant  that  continued  in  Moravia  kept  up  Iha 
fire  on  their  family-altars,  while  in  their  churches  it  was  sciariy 
extinct,  a  new  persecution  againat  this  small  iiaiiaant  dirvva 
many  of  them  fVora  dmr  homea,  who,  under  the  eeodoct  of 
CkriHian  Demi,  finding  an  asylum  on  the  aalalsa  of 
ZtazsMtsr/,  founded  near  Berthobdorf  the  fusi 
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—Not  M  the  Spuiiard,  on  his  flag  uniiirrd, 
A  bloody  omen  through  a  P^igan  world : 

Jfot  the  vain  image,  which  the  Devotee 
Claapa  aa  the  God  of  hia  idolatry ; 
9iit  ni  their  hearts,  to  Greenland's  western  shore. 
That  dear  memorial  of  their  Lewd  they  bore. 
Amidst  the  wildemesi  to  lid  the  sign 
Of  wrath  appeased  by  sacrifice  divine ; 
And  bid  a  aerpent-stiing  and  dying  race 
Look  on  their  Healer,  and  be  saved  by  grace. 


CANTO  n. 


Hopea  and  ieank — The  Brethren  puisae  their  Voyage. 
— A  digrearion  on  Iceland. 


What  are  thine  hopes.  Humanity? — thy  fears  ? 
Poor  voyager,  upon  this  flood  of  years. 
Whose  tide,  untuming,  hurries  to  the  sea 
Of  daxk  unsearchable  eternity, 
The  fragile  skifi,  in  which  thy  children  sail 
A  day,  an  hour,  a  moment,  with  the  gale, 
Hien  vanish ; — gone  like  eagles  on  the  wind. 
Or  fiah  in  waves,  that  yield  and  close  behind  F 
Tliine  hopes* — ^lost  anchors  buried  in  the  deep. 
That  rust,  through  storm  and  calm,  in  iron  sleep ; 
Whose  cables,  loose  aloft  and  fix'd  below. 
Rot  with  the  sea-weed,  floating  to  and  fro ! 
Thy  feam — are  wrecks  that  strew  the  &tal  surge. 
Whose  whirlpools  swalbw,  or  whose  currents  urge 
Adventurous  bariu  <hi  rocks,  that  lurk  at  rest. 
Where  the  blue  halcyon  builds  her  Ibam-ligfat  nest ; 
Or  strand  them  on  illumined  sboaK  that  gleam 
Like  drifted  gold  in  summer's  cloodlesB  beam. 
Thus  would  thy  race,  beneath  their  parent's  eye, 
Live  without  Imowledge,  without  (HPospect  die. 

But  when  Religion  bids  her  spirit  breathe. 
And  opens  bliss  above  and  woe  beneath ; 
When  God  reveab  his  march  through  Nature's  night. 
His  steps  are  beauty,  and  his  presence  light: 
His  voice  is  life : — the  dead  in  conscience  start ; 
Tliey  feel  a  new  creation  in  the  heart 
Ah !  then,  Humanity,  thy  hopes,  thy  fears. 
How  dmnged,  how  wondrous ! — On  this  tide  of  years. 
Though  the  frail  barks,  in  which  thine  offifMing  sail 
Their  day,  their  hour,  their  moment,  with  the  gale, 
Must  perish ; — Shipwr^k  only  sets  them  free ; 
With  joys  unmeasured  as  eternity, 
*niey  ply  on  seas  o£  glass  their  golden  oars. 
And  pluck  immortal  fruits  al(mg  the  shores ; 
Nor  shall  their  cables  fiul,  their  anchors  rust, 
Who  wait  the  resurrection  of  the  just : 
Moor'd  on  the  rock  of  ages,  though  decay 
Moulder  the  weak  terrestrial  frame  away. 
The  trumpet  sounds*— and  lo !  wherever  spread. 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  render  back  their  dead. 
And  souls  with  bodies,  spiritual  and  divine. 
In  the  new  heavens,  like  stars  for  ever  shine. 
Theae  are  thine  Hopes ; — thy  Fears  what  tongue  can 

teUT 
Behold  them  graven  on  the  gates  of  Hell  : 
"TIm  wrath  of  God  abideth  here :  his  breath 
Kindled  the  flames.^— 4*u  is  the  second  death." 


T  was  Mercy  wnCe  the 
Nmie  who  fi«n  earth  can  read  them  nagr 
Man! — let  the  warning  strike  praaumpciai 
Awake,  arise,  eacape  the  wrath  to  oome ; 
No  lesurrectioo  fiom  that  gmve  shftll  be ; 
The  worm  within  ia— immortality. 


Hie  temns  of  Jehovah,  and  hia  gmc«v 
The  Brethren  bear  to  eaith'a  remotest  meeu 
And  now,  exulting  on  their  swift  caiver. 
The  northern  wmters  narrowing  in  the  rev. 
They  rise  upon  th'  Adantic  flood,  that  nUa 
Shoreless  and  fethomless  between  the  polas^ 
Whose  waves  the  east  and  westam  wurU  dhriiit 
llien  gird  the  globe  with  one  drcnmfliieBt  lids; 
For  mighty  Ocean,  fay  whatever  name 
Known  to  vain  man,  is  every  where  the 
And  deems  all  regions  fay  his  goUs  < 
But  vassal  tenures  of  his  sovereign 
Clear  shines  the  sun ;  the  surge,  intensely 
Assumes  by  day  heaven's  own  aerial  hoe : 
Buoyant  and  beautiftd,  as  through  a  sky. 
On  balanced  wings,  behold  the  vessel  fly ; 
Invisibly  impell'd,  as  though  it  felt 
A  soul,  witfain  its  heart  of  oak  that  dwell; 
Which  broke  the  billows  with 
Ruled  the  free  elements,  and  cfaoae  ils 
Not  so : — and  yet  along  the  t 
A  hand  unsem  directs  th*  unoonscioaa  hdm ; 
The  Pbwer  that  sojoum'd  in  the  clood  fay  dsy. 
And  fire  by  night,  on  Israel's  desert  way ; 
That  Pbwer  the  obedient  vessel  owns : — His  wil. 
Tempest  and  calm,  and  death  and  life,  Iblfl. 


Day  feUowing  day  the  current  smoothly 
Labor  is  but  refivshmcnt  from  repoae ; 
Perils  are  vamsh'd ;  every  fear  reaign'd ; 
Peace  walks  the  waves,  Hope  carols  on  the  wind; 
And  Time  so  sweetly  travels  o'er  the  deep^ 
They  feel  his  motion  like  the  fell  of  sle<»p 
On  weary  limbs,  that,  stretch'd  in  stillness,  seea 
To  float  upon  the  eddy  of  a  stream. 
Then  sink^ — to  wake  in  some  transporting 
Thus,  while  the  Brethren  fer  in  exile  roam. 
Visions  of  Greenland  show  their  future 
— Now  a  dark  speck,  but  brightening  aa  it 
A  vagrant  sea-fowl  glads  their  eager  eyes ; 
How  lovely,  fimn  the  narrow  dtek  to  aee 
The  meanest  link  of  nature's  femily. 
Which  makes  us  feel,  in  dreariest  solitude, 
Aflinity  with  all  that  breathe  renew'd ! 
At  once  a  thousand  kind  emotions  start. 
And  the  blood  warms  and  mantles  round  the 
— O'er  the  ship's  lee,  the  waves,  in  dadow  a 
Change  friom  deep  indigo  to  beryl  green. 
And  wreaths  of  frequent  weed,  that  aloiriy 
Land  to  the  watchfiil  mariner  denote : 
Ere  long  the  pulse  heals  qnidier  tluoogli  his 
When,  like  a  range  of  evening  doods  at 
Iceland's  grey  cliffi  and  ragged  coast  he 
But  shuns  them,  leaning  on  the  southern 
And  while  they  vanish  fiu*  in  distance,  leOa 
Of  lakes  of  fire  and  necromanc«»*  speDa. 

Strange  Isle !  a  moment  to  poetic 
in  thy  nuuesty  of  rocks  and  baya^ 
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untauv,  caveB,  that  seem  not  thingi  of  earth, 
wild  shapee  of  tome  prodigious  birth ; 
)  kiaken,  monarch  of  the  sea, 
ng  abroad  in  his  immensity, 
storms  and  lightning  shafts  assail'd, 
with  ice  momitains,  here  had  fought  and  fiul'd; 
—and  in  the  petrifying  blast, 
:  became  an  island  rooted  &st : ' 
r,  firom  ocean's  dark  foundation  hnii'd, 
t  a  type  of  his  mysterious  world, 
in  the  deaolate  abyss,  to  show 
onders  of  creation  hide  below. 

Hecla*s  triple  peaks,  with  meteor  lights, 
I  own  beacons,  cheer  hybemal  nights : 
m  the  orient  flames  in  red  array, 
oats  the  spectral  splendors  flee  the  day ; 

her  feet  beholds  supinely  spread 
casa  of  the  old  chimera  dead, 
nt  to  vomit  flamea  and  molten  ore, 
sfl  asunder  to  the  inmost  core ; 
Idering  heaps,wide  wrecks  and  cinders  itrown, 

the  walls  of  Sodom  overthrown 
m  the  free  of  blushing  Nature  swept, 
lere  the  city  stood,  the  Dead  Sea  slept) ; 
naccessiUe,  traditicm  feigns, 
an  foot  the  guarded  top  remains, 
buds  of  hideous  shape  and  ddeful  note, 
ainisten,  in  livid  vapors  float* 

fi^  amidst  the  placid  sunshine,  glow 
ina  with  hearts  of  fire  and  crests  of  snow, 
dacken'd  slopes  with  deep  ravines  intrench*d, 
unders  silenced,  and  their  lightnings  quench'd, 
I  slow  heat  of  spent  eruptions  breathe, 
mbryo  earthquakes  swell  their  wombs  beneath. 

!  from  yon  caldron  cave,  the  battle  sound, 
and  water  warring  under  ground ; 
on  the  wheels  of  an  ebullient  tide, 
ight  some  spirit,  fallen  from  bliss,  abide, 
All  wailings  of  intense  despair, 
nanating  splendors  fill  the  air.* 


most  liorrible  of  fabulooa  aea-moiMten  ia  the  kraJun 
/«,  wluch  many  of  the  Norway  Miera  pretmid  to  have 
art,  bat  Done  ODtira.  They  lay,  that  wh«n  they  find  a 
ieh  if  at  one  time  80  or  100  fathoira  deep,  and  at  an- 
y  90  or  30,  and  abo  obeenre  a  multitude  of  fitbea,  al- 
a  delkkraa  exhalation  which  the  kraken  enriti,  they 
that  there  in  one  bdow  them.  They  therefore  haiten 
a  large  draught  of  the  fry  around  them;  but  as  eoon 
KVoeiTe  the  eoundingi  to  grow  thaOower,  they  tcud 
id  from  a  nfe  distanee  behold  him  rUng  in  a  chain  of 
d  9if«a,  that  thicken  aa  they  emerge  till  diey  reeemUe 
■  oTiooamerableveanb  moored  on  a  rocky  coast  He 
I  opoo  the  fiah  that  have  been  itranded  and  entangled 
rest  of  ipikei  npon  hii  back,  and  haTing  eatiated  his 
plnpca  into  the  depths  with  a  violent  aghation  of  the 
Bee  Crmlz'f  OreaiUiuL 

a  is  BOW  the  rains  of  a  volcano.  The  three  peaks  are 
w  hauoled  by  evil  ipirita  in  the  ihape  of  birds.  Ths 
ooods  with  volcanic  mountune. 
Geysers,  or  boiling  fountain!,  of  Iceland,  havs  been  so 
y  and  so  happily  described,  that  their  phenomena  are 
tly  fiuniliar  to  general  readers  not  to  require  amy  par- 
hMbratkm  here.  The  Great  Geyser,  aeeordiag  to  Dr. 
•es  (the  toteat  traveller  who  haa  pubtiahad  an  aeeoont 
Hi),  ia  aerenty-eight  feet  in  perpendienlar  depth,  and 
bt  to  ten  1^  in  diameter:  the  mofuth  ia  a eonsMsrable 
Mn  wUeh  the  oofaimn  of  boiling  water  is  aiiwriateii  to 
ksichls;  sometiawa  ezoeediaff  100  feet 


— ^Ile  comes,  he  comes ;  th'  infuriate  Geyser  springs 

Up  to  the  firmament  on  vapory  wings ; 

With  breathless  awe  the  mounting  glory  view ; 

White  whirling  clouds  his  steep  ascent  pursue. 

But  lo !  a  glimpse ; — ^refulgent  to  the  gale. 

He  starts  all  naked  through  his  riven  veil ; 

A  fbimtain-column,  terrible  and  bright, 

A  living,  breathing,  moving  form  of  lig^t : 

From  central  earth  to  heaven*s  meridiui  thrown. 

The  mighty  apparition  towers  alone. 

Rising,  as  though  for  over  he  could  rise. 

Storm  and  resimie  his  palace  in  the  skies. 

All  foam,  and  turbulence,  and  wrath  below, 

Arotmd  him  beams  the  reconciling  bow, 

(Signal  of  peace,  whose  radiant  girdle  binds, 

TiU  nature's  doom,  the  waters  and  the  winds  0 

While  mist  and  spray,  condensed  to  sudden  dews, 

The  air  illumine  with  celestial  hues. 

As  if  the  bounteous  sun  were  raining  down 

The  richest  gems  of  his  imperial  crown. 

In  vain  the  spirit  wrestles  to  break  free, 

Footrbound  to  frthomless  captivity ; 

A  power  unseen,  by  sympathetic  spell 

For  ever  working, — ^to  his  flinty  cell. 

Recalls  him  from  the  ramparts  of  the  spheres ; 

He  yields,  collapses,  lessens,  disappears ; 

Darkness  receives  him  in  her  vague  abyss. 

Around  whose  verge  light  froth  and  bubbles  his. 

While  the  low  murmurs  of  the  refluent  tide 

Far  into  subterranean  silence  glide, 

The  eye  still  gaadng  down  the  dread  profound. 

When  the  bent  ear  hath  wholly  lost  Uie  sound. 

— But  is  he  slain  and  sepulchred  ? — Again 

The  deathless  giant  salUes  from  his  den, 

Scales  with  recruited  strength  the  ethereal  walls, 

Struggles  afresh  for  liberty, — and  falls. 

Yes,  and  for  liberty  the  fight  renewed. 

By  day,  by  night,  undaunted,  unsubdued. 

He  shall  maintain,  till  Iceland's  solid  base 

Fail,  and  the  mountains  vanish  from  its  free. 


And  can  these  fiul  t — Of  Alpine  height  and  roouM 
Schapta's  unshaken  battlements  behold  : 
His  throne  an  hundred  hills ;  his  sun-crown'd  head 
Resting  on  clouds ;  his  robe  of  shadow  spread 
O'er  half  the  isle ;  he  pours  from  either  hand 
An  unexhausted  river  through  the  land. 
On  whose  frir  banks,  through  valleys  warm  and  green. 
Cattle  and  flocks,  and  homes,  and  spires  are  seen. 
Here  Nature's  earthquake  pangs  were  never  felt ; 
Here  in  repose  hath  man  for  ages  dwelt ; 
The  everlasting  mountain  seems  to  say, 
"  I  am, — and  I  shall  never  pass  away." 


Yet  fifty  virinters,  and  with  huge  uproar. 
Thy  pride  shall  perish ; — thou  shalt  be  no  more ; 
Amidst  chaotic  ruins  on  the  plain, 
Thoae  cli£i,  these  waters,  shall  be  sought  in  vain !* 
— ^Through  the  dim  vista  of  imfolding  years, 
A  pageant  of  portentous  woe  appears. 


1  This  imaginary  prophecy  (1733)  waa  fuMUed  just  fifty  yeara 
afkerwarda,  in  1783.  The  Sekapta^  SdUpOa.  or  5*a/Car  Tohd 
and  ita  adjaeeneioa  were  the  anbjseta  of  the  moat  tremeadoaa 
volcanic  devaatation  on  record.  Two  rlvera  were  annk  or  evap- 
orated, and  theb  channelB  filled  up  with  lava :  many  villages 
wetentleriydeatrafyed;  aadone^boith  part  of  the  Wand  ran- 
dered  nearly  oninhabitable.   Famiae  and  pestilence  followed. 
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Ton  nmy  granpi^  with  golden  locka,  at  play, 
I  MS  dieBv    few,  decraph,  alent,  grey ; 
Thdr  fethen  aU  at  rat  beneath  the  tod. 
WhoM  llowerieM  Teiduie  maiki  the  Houee  of  CSod, 
Home  of  the  liTiDg  and  the  dead ;— where  meet 
Kindred  and  ttrangen,  hi  oomnmninn  iweet. 
When  dawna  the  Sabbadi  on  the  block-bailt  pile; 
The  kiM  of  peace,  the  welcome,  and  the  imile 
Go  round ;  till  oomee  the  Prieet,  a  fether  there. 
And  the  bell  kwdls  hk  femily  to  prayer ; 
Angeb  might  stoop  from  thrones  in  heaven,  to  be 
Co>worshi|^rB  in  such  a  femily. 
Whom  from  their  nooks  and  dells,  where'er  they  roam. 
The  Sabbadi  gathers  to  their  common  home. 
Qh !  I  would  stand  a  keeper  at  this  gate. 
Rather  than  reign  widi  kings  in  guilty  state ; 
A  day  in  sach  serene  ei\)oyment  spent 
Were  worth  an  age  of  splendid  discontent ! 
— Bat  whither  am  I  hurried  from  my  theme  ? 
Schapla  returns  on  the  prophetic  drum. 

From  eve  till  mofn  strsnge  meteora  streak  die  pole ; 
At  doudlefls  noon  mysterious  thunders  roll. 
As  if  below  both  shore  and  ocean  hurl'd 
From  deep  convulsions  of  the  nether  world. 
Anoo  the  river,  boiling  from  its  bed. 
Shall  leap  its  bounds  end  o'er  the  lowlands  spread, 
Tlien  waste  in  exhalation,^ — leaving  void 
As  its  own  channel,  utterly  destroyed. 
Fields;  gardens,  dwellings,  churches  and  their  graves. 
All  wrecked,  or  diiappearing  with  the  waves. 
The  fugitives  that  'scape  this  instant  death 
Inhale  slow  pestilence  with  every  breath ; 
Mephilic  steams  from  Schapta's  smouldering  breast 
Widi  livid  horror  shall  the  air  infest ; 
And  day  shall  glare  so  ibully  on  the  sight. 
Darkness  were  refuge  from  the  curie  of  light 
Lo !  &r  among  the  glacien,  wrapt  in  gloom, 
llie  red  precuisora  of  approachiiog  doom, 
Scatter'd  end  solitary  founts  of  fire, 
Unlock'd  by  hands  invisiUe,  aspire ; 
Ere  kmg  more  rapidly  than  eye  can  count. 
Above,  beneath,  diey  multiply,  they  mount. 
Converge,  condense,— a  crimson  phalanx  form. 
And  nge  aloft  in  one  imbounded  storm ; 
From  heaven's  red  roof  the  fierce  reflections  throw 
A  sea  of  fluctuating  light  below. 
— ^Now  the  whole  army  of  destrqyere,  fleet 
As  whirlwinds,  terrible  as  lightnings,  meet ; 
The  Boontains  melt  like  wax  along  their  course, 
When  downward,  pouring  with  resistless  force. 
Through  the  void  channel  where  the  river  roll'd. 
To  ocean's  verge  their  flamii^  march  they  hold ; 
While  blocks  cf  ice,  and  crsgs  of  granite  rent, 
HalMnid  ore,  and  rugged  minerals  blent, 
Fkiat  on  the  gulf^  till  molten  or  immersed. 
Or  in  explosive  thunderbolts  dispersed. 
Thus  shall  the  Schapta.  towering  on  the  brink 
Of  unknown  jeopardy,  in  ruin  sink ; 
And,  diis  wild  paroxym  of  frenxy  past. 
At  her  own  work  shall  Nature  stand  aghast 


liook  on  this  desc^ation  >— mark  yon  brow, 
Otooa  adamant  a  cone  of  ashes  now : 
Hare  rivere  swamp'd ;  there  valleyi  levell'd,  plaiv 
aerwhelm'd  ^-HXie  black-red  wiU4 


Okie  crast  of  kva,  thraqgh  whose 

The  poise  of  huied  streams  b  fidt  to 

These  fenn  the  fluent  fiswiiia,  eddying 

Sublimed  to  vapor,  issue  forth  like  li^ 

^Amidst  the  sulphury  fumes  that,  drear  and  da. 

Poison  the  atmosphere  and  blind  ihm 

Above,  ss  if  the  sky  had  felt  the  stroke 

Of  that  volcano,  and  mnsmned  to 

Okie  dood  appears  in  heaven,  and  one 

Hung  round  the  dark  horiaon's  crsggy 

Forming  at  once  the  vast  encirding  wall. 

And  the  dense  roof  of  some  Tartarean  hall, 

Fkopt  by  a  thonssnd  pillars,  huge  and  suaiy, 

FantaMic  forms  that  every  »»«»~iftf  chaise. 

As  hissing,  surging  from  the  floor  hfrneath. 

Volumes  of  steam  th'  imprison'd  waters 

Then  dioukl  die  sun,  ere  evening  g^oom 

Quick  from  the  west  the  mnriqr  curtain 

And  pour  the  beauty  of  his  beams  between 

These  hideous  arches,  and  light  up  the  seem 

At  the  sweet  touch  of  his  transformii^  rays 

With  amber  lustre  all  the  columns  bhoe. 

And  the  thick  folds  of  cumbrous  fog  aloof 

Change  to  rich  drapery  of  celestial  woof: 

With  sudi  enchantment  sir  and  earth 

Beyond  the  coloring  of  the  wealthiest 

That  Iceland  Scalds,  transported  at  the 

Blight  deem  the  l^ends  of  their  fethers  tme^ 

And  here  behold,  illumining  the  wasfe^ 

The  palace  of  immortal  Odin  placed ; 

Till  rapt  imagination  joy'd  to  hear 

The  neigh  of  steeds,  the  clank  of  amor  nev. 

And  saw,  in  barbarous  stste,  die  tohlca  spnsd 

With  shadowy  food,  and  compass'd  with  the  dmi 

Weary  from  conflicts, — still  the  fierce  del^ 

Of  spectre-warriors,  in  the  daily  fight : 

Then  while  they  quaflTd  the  mead  from  scnlb  of  fiw 

By  whiriwind  gusts  the  din  of  battle  rose ; 

llie  strife  of  tongues,  the  tournament  of  wenb 

Folloi»-ing  the  shock  of  shields,  the  darii  of  sworii: 

TiU,  gorged  and  drunken  at  th' 

Awhile  their  revels  and  their  clamors 

Ceased  to  the  eye  and  ear ; — yet  where  they  bf , 

Like  sleeping  lions,  surfeited  with  prey. 

In  tawny  groups,  recumbent  through  the  den. 

In  dreams  the  heroes  drank  and  fou^t  i^ain. 

Away  with  such  Divinities!  their  birth 
Man's  brain«ck  superstition,  and  their  rairdi 
Lust  rapine,  cruelty  ^— their  fell  employ 
God's  works  and  their  own  votaries  to  destroy. 
— The  Runic  Bard  to  nobler  themes  shall  stiag 
His  ancient  harp,  and  mightier  triumpl»  n^: 
For  glorioos  days  are  risen  on  Iceland :— dear 
Hie  gospel-trumpet  sounds  to  every  ear. 
And  deep  in  many  a  heart  the  Spirit's  voice 
Bids  the  believing  soul  in  hope  rejoice. 
Oer  the  stem  fece  of  this  tempestuous  kle, 
llxMigh  briefly  Spring,  snd  Autumn  never,  aniler 
Truth  walks  with  naked  foot  th'  unyielding  amnm. 
And  the  glad  desert  Uoasoms  like  the  roae. 
Though  earthquakes  heave,  though  torrsoii  dmmn 

his  cot. 
Volcanoes  vnvte  his  fields, — the  peasant's  lot 
Is  blest  bc^rond  the  dertiny  of  kings : 

eyes  above  soblumu'  things, 
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dying  Stephen,  when  he  saw  in  finyet 
on  open*d,  and  his  Savior  beckoning  there, 
ies,  and  daspe  his  Bible  to  his  breast, 
the  earth  perish* — here  'u  not  my  rest'* ' 

CANTO  m. 


'oyage  to  Greenland  concluded. — A  Fog  at  Sea. 
ce-fields^ — ^Eclipse  of  the  Sun. — ^The  Greenland 
le  of  Malina  and  Aninga. — ^A  Storm. — The  Ice- 
iHl — ^Northern  lights — ^The  Brethren  land. 


w  speed  the  frithiiil  witnesses,  who  bore 

ttbie  and  its  hopes  to  Greenland's  shore  f 

e  Noah's  ark,  alone  upon  the  wave 

le  lost  world  the  immeasurable  grave), 

V  the  ship,  a  solitary  speck, 

I  bounding  from  the  horizon ;  while  on  deck 

imagination  rests  her  wing, 
moothes  her  pinions,  while  the  Pilgrims  sing 
▼esper<irison8. — ^The  Sun  retires, 
I  he  wont,  with  clear  and  golden  fires; 
ler'd  in  a  labyrinth  of  haze, 
b,  redoubled  with  discolor'd  rays, 
lea  and  vanishes ; — along  the  deep, 
(low  array,  expanding  vapors  creep, 
>  folds,  in  twilight's  yellow  glare  uncurl'd, 
it  the  dreams  of  an  unreal  world ; 
I  in  air  suspended ;  marching  ghosts 
lies,  riiapes  of  castles,  winding  coasts, 
I  at  anchor,  mountains,  woods,  and  streams, 

all  is  strange,  and  nothing  what  it  seems ; 
•ep  involving  gloom,  without  a  spark 
',  moon,  meteor,  desolately  dark, 
ip  the  vision  .• — ^then  the  Pilot's  fean 
n  his  arm ;  a  doubtful  course  he  steers, 
xning  comes,  but  comes  not  clad  in  light ; 
n  day  is  but  a  paler  night, 
ix^  not  a  glimpse  of  sea  or  sky ; 
ip's  circumference  bounds  the  sailor's  eye. 
1  and  dense  th'  impervious  fog  extends, 
Sht  have  touch'd  the  point  where  being  ends, 
k  is  all  the  universe ;  so  void 
sne,^ — as  though  creation  were  destroy'd, 
)  and  his  few  mates,  of  all  their  race, 
lere  becalm'd  in  everlasting  space.' 

of  the  finest  specimens  of  Icelandic  postry  extant  b 
bAm-Ods  to  OeBrituk  and  Foreign  Bible  Sceitttf" 
Abfttm  Rev.  Jckn  Tkorlakeon,  of  B<BffiB&,  the  trans- 
iilUNi't  Paradise  Lost  into  hii  natire  tongue.  Of  thii 
» it  a  Latin  translation  by  the  learned  Iceland  Profewor. 
VMmmh.  a  ipirited  Enslieh  venion  hat  also  appear- 
Hmkeam  it  a  venerable  old  man,  and  holds  church 
Bt  to  the  amount  of  lix  pounds  five  thUlings  per  annum, 
be  allowa  a  stipend  to  a  curate. 

described  in  this  Canto  are  founded  upon  the 
lis  of  the  Tojage  of  the  Misaionariet,  as  gifen  in 
HisCory. 

I :— **  On  the  10th  of  April  the  Brethren  went  on  bosid 
I  ship  Osrit^u,  Captain  Hildebrand^  accompanied  with 
een  wishes  for  blessing  from  the  court  (of  Denmark) 
NMTolait  minds.  The  congregation  at  Hermhut  hsd 
.  fhmi  the  year  1799.  before  the  commenoemeot  of  s 
Mnpile  a  fitde  manual,  containing  a  text  of  Holy  Serip- 
rery  day  in  the  same,  and  each  illustrated  or  sppfied 
e  annexed,  out  of  the  hymn-book.  This  text  was  eaOed 
ofthedsy;  it  wasgirentobothesnhJeetormsfitatioB 
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Silent  and  motionless,  above,  bebw, 
The  sails  all  struck,  the  wavea  unheard  to  flow, 
In  this  drear  Uank  of  utter  solitude. 
Where  life  stands  still,  no  fiuthleas  fean  intrude ; 
Through  that  impervious  veil  the  Brothren  see 
The  &oe  of  omnipresent  Deity : 
Nor  him  alone ;— whate'er  his  hand  hath  made ; 
His  glory  in  the  firmament  display'd; 
The  sun  miyeetic  in  his  course,  and  sole ; 
The  moon  and  stars  rejoicing  round  the  pole ; 
Earth  o'er  its  peopled  realms  and  wastes  unkiaown. 
Clad  in  the  wealth  of  every  var]^ng  acme ; 
Ocean  through  all  th'  enchantment  of  his  forms, 
From  breathing  calms  to  devastating  storms ; 
Heaven  in  the  vision  of  eternal  blis. 
Death's  terrors,  hell's  unsearchable  abyss ; 
— Though  rapt  in  secrecy  fix>m  himian  eye. 
These  in  the  mind's  profbund  sensorium  lie. 
And,  with  their  Maker,  by  a  glance  of  thought. 
Are,  in  a  mcMnent  to  remembrance  brought; 
Then  most,  when  most  restroin'd  th*  iroperfbct  sight 
God  and  his  works  shine  forth  in  his  own  light 
Yet  clearest  through  that  veil  the  Pilgrims  trace 
Their  Father's  imago  in  their  Savior's  fkce ; 
A  sigh  can  wafl  them  to  his  feet  in  prayer. 
Not  Gabriel  bends  with  more  acceptance  there. 
Nor  to  the  throne  from  heaven's  pure  altar  rise 
The  odors  of  a  sweeter  sacrifice. 
Than  when  before  the  mercymeat  they  kneel, 
And  tell  Him  all  they  fear,  or  hope,  or  feel : 
Perils  without,  and  enemies  within, 
Satan,  the  world,  temptation,  weakness,  sin ; 
Yet  rest  imshaken  on  his  sure  defence. 
Invincible  through  his  omnipotence. 
"Oh!  step  by  step,"  they  cry  "direct  our  way, 
And  give  thy  grace,  like  manna,  day  by  day ; 
The  store  of  yesterday  will  not  suffice, 
To-morrrow's  sun  to  us  may  never  rise ; 
Safe  only,  when  our  souls  are  staid  on  Thee ; 
Rich  only,  when  we  know  our  poverty." 


with  each  member  of  the  church  in  private,  and  of  disooone 
by  the  ministers  in  the  public  meeting.  Many  a  time  it  has 
been  found  that  the  word  of  the  day,  on  which  some  peeottar 
event  occurred,  has  remarkably  coincided  with  it  Thus  on 
this  10th  of  April,  when  our  brethren  set  sail  (ftom  Copen- 
hagen) on  a  mission,  which  often  afterwards  seemed  to  baffle 
all  hope,  the  word  was  (ffeb.  xi,  1).  '  Fata  w  the  auMMmee 
of  tUkge  hoped  for,  the  evidaue  of  tkinge  mot  sesn.* 

We  view  Him,  whom  no  eye  can  see, 

With  faith's  perspective  stedfastly. 
In  this  confidence  they  set  sail,  nor  did  they  suffer  dierasi^ves 
to  be  confounded  by  any  of  the  unspeakable  diflkuhies  of  the 
fpUowiog  years,  tiU  they  and  we  at  last  behdd  die  coroplslkm 
of  what  they  hoped  for  by  (kith.  Tboy  bad  a  speedy,  and,  ex- 
cepting some  storms,  a  commodious  voyage.  They  sailed  by 
Shetland,  April  S9d,  passing  there  out  of  the  North  into  the 
West  Sea,  or  long  reach,  and  entered  Davis's  Straits  aboot  lite 
beginning  of  May.  On  the  6th  they  Ml  among  some  Hosting 
ice,  m  a  thick  fog,  and  the  next  day  were  assailed  by  a  teniMs 
tempest;  but  this  very  tempest  drove  the  ice  so  far  asunder, 
that  it  also  dissipated  their  fear*.  The  13th  they  descried  had, 
but  on  the  same  day,  aftera  total  eclipse  of  the  son,  there  ansa 
a  violent  storm,  that  lasted  four  days  and  nights,  and  drove  then 
sixty  leagues  bock.  May  the  90th.  they  entered  Ball's  River, 
after  a  voyage  of  sax  weeks.  The  word  of  the  day  was  *71s 
peace  of  God,  which  paeeetk  att  wtderetaiuUmg,  keep  pemr 
hearte  amd  wtiiuU  thromgh  Jeeme  Chriet.*  By  this  they  were 
(ireqoeitfly  encouraged  in  the  first  yssni  ensuing,  amidst  aB  the 
oppositioa  which  they  eoeounlered,  and  the  small  prospsel  of 
the  eonvecskm  of  the  hsstfisas." 
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And  ftep  by  itep  the  Lord  thoie  rappUanti  led ; 
He  gBTe  them  daily  grace  like  daily  breed ; 
By  MS,  on  shore,  through  all  their  pilgrimage. 
In  reet  and  labor,  to  their  latest  age. 
Sharp  though  their  triali,  and  their  comfims  acont, 
God  wai  their  refuge,  axid  they  knew  not  want 

Gb  rattling  pinions,  like  an  unseen  bird, 
Among  the  yards  a  stirring  breeze  is  heard ; 
The  conscious  vessel  wakes  as  from  a  trance, 
Her  colors  float,  the  fOling  sails  advance : 
White  from  her  prow  the  murmuring  surge  recedes: 
— 43o  the  swan,  startled  from  her  nest  of  reeds. 
Swells  into  beauty,  and  with  curving  chest 
Cleaves  the  blue  lake,  with  motion  soft  as  rest 
Light  o*er  the  liquid  lawn  the  pageant  glides ; 
Her  helm  the  well-experienced  pilot  guides, 
And  whilst  he  threads  the  mist-enveloped  maze. 
Tuns  to  the  magnet  his  inquiring  gaze. 
In  whose  mute  oracle,  where'er  he  steers. 
Hie  pointing  hand  of  Providence  appears ; 
With  this,  though  months  of  gloom  the  main  enrobe. 
His  keel  might  plow  a  furrow  round  the  globe. 

Again  the  night  ascends  without  a  star ; 
Low  sounds  come  booming  o*er  the  waves  a&r, 
As  if  conflicting  navies  shook  the  flood. 
With  human  thunders,  in  the  strife  of  blood. 
That  slay  more  victims  in  one  brief  campaign, 
Than  heaven's  own  boln  through  centuries  have 

skin. 
The  seaman  hearkens }— color  flies  his  cheek. 
His  stout  heart  throbs  with  fears  he  dare  not  speak : 
No  lightniog-splendors  streak  th'  unbroken  gloom ; 
—His  bark  may  shoot  the  gulf  beyond  the  tomb^ 
And  he,  if  ere  it  come,  may  meet  a  light. 
Which  never  yet  hath  dawn'd  on  living  sight 
Fresher  and  fresher  blows  th*  insurgent  gale ; 
He  reefr  his  tops,  he  narrows  sail  by  sail, 
Tet  feels  the  ship  with  swifter  impulse  sweep 
CXer  mightier  billows,  the  recoiling  deep ; 
Whfle  irtill,  with  doleful  omen  on  his  ear. 
Come  the  deaf  echoes  of  those  sounds  of  fear. 
Distant,— »yet  every  volley  rolls  more  near. 

Oh!  in  that  agony  of  thought  forlorn 
How  longs  th'  impatient  mariner  for  mom ! 
She  wakes« — his  eyes  are  wither'd  to  behold 
Tlie  scene  which  her  disastrous  beams  unfold ; 
The  fog  is  vamsh'd,  but  the  welkin  lowers. 
Sharp  haU  descends,  and  sleet  in  Uinding  showers ; 
Ocean  one  bed  of  foam,  with  fury  tost 
In  nndistinguishable  whiteness  lost 
Save  where  vast  fields  of  ice  their  surfiu:e  show. 
Buoyant  but  many  a  fiuhom  sunk  below : 
Changing  his  station  as  the  fragments  pass, 
Dsatfa  stands  the  pilot  of  each  ponderous  mass ; 
Oathering  his  brow  into  the  darkest  fjrown. 
He  bolls  his  raft  to  run  the  victim  down, 
Bnt  shoots  astern  • — the  shock  the  vessel  feels, 
A  momoit  in  the  giddy  whirlpool  reels. 
Then  like  an  arrow  soars,  as  through  the  air, 
So  high  the  salient  waves  their  burthen  bear. 

QaJdl[  Mnmahm  with  floating  batteries  past, 
Rain  inevitahh  threabt  at  inst ; 


Athwart  the  north,  like  ships  of  battle  spmrf. 
Winter's  flotilla,  by  their  captain  led, 
(Who  boasts  with  these  to  make  his  prowea 
And  plant  his  feot  beyond  the  ardio  aone). 
Islands  of  ice,  so  wedged  and  grappled  lie» 
One  moving  continent  appals  the  eye. 
And  to  the  ear  renews  those  notes  of  doon. 
That  brought   portentous  warnings  throoc^  ^ 

gloom; 
For  loud  and  louder,  with  explosive  shodn^ 
Sudden  convulnoos  split  the  fiost-bound  radsi^ 
And  launch  loose  mountains  on  the  frothing  com, 
As  pirate-barks,  on  summer  seas  to  cruise. 
In  front  this  perilous  array ; — ^behind. 
Borne  on  the  surges,  driven  fay  the  wind* 
llie  vessel  hurries  to  the  brink  of  &te ; 
All  eBoTtM  fidl, — but  prayer  is  not  too  late : 
Then,  in  the  imminent  ind  ghastly  fidl 
Foul  on  destruction, — the  disciples  call 
On  Him,  their  Master,  who,  in  human 
Slept  in  the  lap  of  the  devouring  stawm ; 
On  Iflm,  who  in  the  midnight  watch  wai 
Walking  the  gulf  inefiably  serene. 
At  whose  rebuke  the  tempest  ceased  to  roar. 
The  winds  caress'd  the  waves,  the  wavea  the  dun 
On  Him  they  call  ^— their  prayer,  in  fiulh  pnl«ir'<^ 
Amidst  the  frantic  hurricane  is  heard. 
He  gives  the  sign,  fay  none  in  earth  or  heaven 
Known,  but  by  him  to  whom  the  diaige  is  gifcn^ 
The  Angel  of  the  Waters ; — he,  whose  wiadi 
Had  huri'd  the  vessel  on  that  shipwreck  path* 
Becomes  a  minister  of  grace ;— his  breath 
Blows^ — and  the  enemieB  are  scatter'dr— Daafk^ 
Reft  of  his  quarry,  plunges  through  the  wavsb 
Buried  himself  where  he  had  mariE'd  their  grsve. 
The  line  of  battle  broken,  and  the  chain 
Of  that  armada,  which  oppress'd  the  main, 
Snapt  hopelessly  asunder,  quickly  all 
Th'  enormous  masses  in  disruption  ftll. 
And  the  weak  veaiel,  through  the  chaoa  wild. 
Led  fay  the  mighty  Angel, — as  a  child, 
Snatch'd  from  its  crib,  and  in  the  mother's 
Borne  through  a  midnight  tumult  of 
Escapes  the  wrecks ;  nor  slackens  her  career. 
Till  sink  die  forms,  and  cease  the  sounds  of  fesr. 
And  He,  who  roles  the  universe  at  will, 
Saith  to  the  reinless  elements,  *'  Be  stiU." 

Then  rise  sweet  hynam  of  gratulation ;  pnise 
From  hearts  and  voices,  in  harmoniotts  lays  }— 
So  Israel  sang  deliverance,  when  he  stood 
By  the  Red  Sea,  and  saw  the  morning  flood, 
Tliat  in  its  terrible  embraces  bore 
The  slain  pursuers  and  their  spoils  on  shore. 

Light-breathing  gales  awhile  their  course  propel, 
The  billows  roll  with  pleasurable  swell. 
Till  the  seventh  dawn ;  when  o'er  the  pure  expsoM 
The  sun,  hke  lightning,  throws  his  earliest  glaiioCf 
**  Land !  Land ! "  exclaims  the  ship-boy  from  the  mtft. 
**Land!  LAnd!"  with  one  electric  shock  hath  pi9^ 
From  lip  to  lip,  and  every  eye  hath  caught 
The  cheering  glimpse  so  long,  so  dearly  sought: 
Yet  must  imagination  half  supply 
The  doubtful  streak,  dividing  sea  and  sky ; 
Nor  clearly  known,  till  in  sublimcr  day, 
\Fton\  \ry  cWffe  wj^rajcVeA  «v\«ndon  i>loy. 


GREENLAND. 


flO 


if  aea-fowl  high  in  ether  sweep, 
tars  through  sunshine  on  the  deepu 
nd!  but  80  desolately  bore, 
life  alone  inhabits  there ; 
ind !  yet  so  beautiful  the  sight, 
1  gaze  with  imdisturb'd  delight : 
i  before  the  Throne),  they  stand, 
prospect  of  that  promised  land, 

0  sends  them  thither  may  abide 
waste  howling  wilderness  their  guide ; 

1  shei^erd  seek  his  straying  flocks, 
)  frozen  waves  and  herbless  rocks, 
vaters  of  his  oMnfbrts  lead, 
lastures  of  salvation  feed. 

1  must  yet  be  tried : — the  sun  at  noon 

the  shadow  of  the  passing  moon, 
ray,  of  all  his  pomp  bereft, 
ght  ring  of  quivering  lustre  left), 
t  involves  his  peerless  eye ; 
vilight  creeps  around  the  sky ; 

sea-birds  to  their  haunts  repair ; 
eezing  stillness  in  the  air, 
lod  through  Nature's  veins  ran  cold, 

fearful  to  behold ; 

stars  gleam  through  the  dread  serene, 
lid  pale  spectators  of  the  scene ; 
ide  mariners,  with  stem  amaze, 
xagic  execution,  gaze, 
but  awful  guilt  is  stretched  to  feel 
;  fire,  or  dislocating  wheel, 
9  light  from  yonder  orb,  retires, 
park,  till  the  whole  man  expires. 

darken'd  sun  and  mourning  skies 

g^er,  holier  sacrifice ; 

a*s  thoughts  to  Calvary's  brow  ascend, 

iedeemer's  Cross  their  spirits  bend, 

leaven  fiowns,  earth  shudders,  graves 

ise 

*  sleepers,  startled  from  repose, 

Jie  blessing  of  his  latest  breath, 

t  look,  and  through  the  eclipse  of  deadi 

beams  than  Tabor's  vision  shed, 

leek  halo  round  his  sacred  head. 

d  then,  with  quick  compassion,  turn 

It  sympaUiies ;  their  bosoms  bum 

uian  race,  with  tongues  of  flame, 

grie^  his  glory,  to  proclaim. 

ley  view,  in  this  alarming  hour, 
bed  ones,  themselves  beneath  the  power 
while  the  shadow  clips  the  sun ! 
'  dens  the  fierce  sea-hunters  run, 
n  every  shape  of  peril  brave, 
id  monsters,  on  the  faithless  wave, 
ipeechlan  horror  lie  aghast, 
gnant  prodigy  be  past : 
r  females,  with  tormenting  spells, 
r  household  dogs  as  oracles,^ 
yelping  of  their  curs  divine, 
9  earth  may  stand,  the  sun  may  shine, 
hey  creep,  and  to  their  oflTspring  tell 
r  old  a  youth  and  maid  befell : ' 


lindera  believe  that  the  Ban  and  moon  are  riater 
*hey,  with  other  childreo,  were  ooee  playiiif  t»- 
irk.  when  .^luiua  behavins  rudely  to  his  fiater 
bbed  her  hands  in  the  auot  about  the  extinciiidied 
nred  his  Tacc.  that  ehc  miebt  diicorer  by  day- 


How,  in  the  ago  of  night,  ere  day  was  bora 

On  the  blue  hills  of  imdiscover'd  mom, 

Where  one  pale  cresset  twinkled  through  the  sfaMlo, 

Malina  and  her  gay  companions  play'd 

A  thousand  mimic  sports,  as  children  wont; 

They  hide,  they  seek,  they  shoot,  harpoon  and  hunt; 

When  lo !  Aninga,  passionate  and  yoiug, 

Keen  as  a  wolf^  upon  his  sister  spnuig. 

And  poimced  his  victim  ^— gentler  way  to  woo 

He  knew  not,  or  he  soom'd  it  if  he  know : 

Malina  roatch'd  her  lamp,  and  in  the  dark 

Dash'd  on  his  felon-front  a  hideous  mark, 

Slipp'd  from  his  foul  embrace  (and  laugh'd  aloud), 

Soft  as  the  rainbow  melting  from  the  clotid ; 

Then  shot  to  heaven,  and  in  her  wondrous  flight 

Transferm'd  her  image,  sparkled  into  light. 

Became  the  sim,  and  through  the  firmament. 

Forth  in  the  glory  of  a  goddess  went. 

Aninga  baffled,  madden'd,  unsubdued. 

By  her  own  beams  the  fugitive  pursued. 

And  when  she  set,  his  brood  dia%iued  mien 

As  the  dim  moon  amcmg  the  stars  was  seen ; 

Thenceforward  doom'd  his  sister's  steps  to  chase. 

But  ne'er  o'ertake  in  heaven's  eternal  race. 

Yet  when  his  vanish'd  orb  might  seem  to  sleep. 

He  takes  his  monthly  pastime  on  the  deep, 

Thraugh  storms,  o'er  cataracts,  in  his  Kayak  sails. 

Strikes  vnth  imerring  dart  the  polar  whales. 

Or  o'er  ice-moiutains,  in  his  dog^irawn  car. 

Pursues  the  reindeer  to  the  ferthest  star. 

But  when  eclipse  his  baneful  dak  invades. 

He  prowls  for  prey  among  the  Greenland  maids, 

TiU  roaring  drums,  belaboring  sticks,  and  cries 

Repel  the  errant  Demon  to  the  skies. 

The  sun  hath  cast  aside  his  veil ; — he  shines 
With  purest  splendor  till  his  orb  declines ; 
Then  landward,  marshalling  in  black  array, 
Eraptive  vapors  drive  him  from  the  day ; 
And  night  again,  with  premature  opntrol. 
Binds  light  in  chains  of  darkness  o'er  the  pole; 
Heaven  in  one  ebon  mass  of  horror  scowls ; 
— Anon  a  universal  whirlwind  howls : 


Kffht  who  was  her  tormentor;  and  thoa  the  doaky  rpots  ontfan 
moon  had  their  oricin;  for  she.  stniffflins  to  eacape,  slipped 
out  of  hia  anna,  ao«redak>ft,  and  became  the  son.  lie  followed 
op  Into  the  firmament,  and  waa  transformed  into  the  moon : 
bot  as  he  haa  neTer  been  able  to  riae  so  high  as  abe,  he  eoo- 
tinnea  running  after  her,  with  the  vain  hope  of  oveitakiBg  ker. 
When  he  ia  tired  and  hungry,  in  hia  laaC  qoartv,  he  aats  o«t 
from  ha  house  a  aeal-huntnig.  on  a  sledge  drawn  by  fear  fiest 
dogs,  and  stays  sereraldaya  abroad  to  recruit  and  ftttan;  sad 
this  ptodooea  the  fbn  moon.  He  rejoioes  when  d»e  woaaen  die. 
and  Abbna.  in  lerenge,  ngoiees  when  the  men  die :  tberafefs 
the  men  keep  at  home  during  an  ecfipse  of  the  aon.  and  the 
women  during  an  eelipee  of  the  moon.  When  he  is  In  eclipse. 
Jtmmg*  prowls  about  the  dwellings  of  the  Oreenlandera.  lo 
plague  the  lemalea,  and  steal  prorisiooa  and  skins,  nay  even  to 
km  thoee  peiaons  who  hare  not  duly  ofaeerred  the  laws  of  tem- 
perance. At  theae  timee  they  hide  their  meet  predons  goods; 
and  the  men  carry  keulea  and  ehests  to  the  topsof  their  honsas, 
and  rattle  upon  tfaem  with  cudgels  to  frighten  away  the  moon, 
and  make  him  return  to  hia  place  In  the  sky.  Daring  an  eoUpee 
of  the  aun.  the  otien  aknik  in  tenor  into  the  darkest  comen, 
wfailethe  women  pinch  the  eaiB  of  their  dogs;  and  if  these  or? 
out.  it  ia  a  awe  omen  that  the  end  of  the  work!  ia  not  yet  coiM ; 
for  as  dogs  existed  befbre,men,  according  to  Greenland  higie. 
they  moat  have  a  quicker  lofestght  into  futurity.  Shotthi  the 
dogs  be  mute  (which  of  coarse  thoy  never  are,  under  such  ill 
tfcatmeot).  then  the  diawlntion  of  all  things  must  be  at  hand. 
—^0  Crmif z.  QMn 


MONTGOMERrS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


With  MKh  pradpiiitiaQ  dash'd  on  higli, 
ffm  fiom  one  point,  bat  fiom  Uie  whole  dark  aky, 
TIm  nigw  1  the  oimt  ahiink  aghast. 
Bocne  down  beneath  the  paFalyang  blatt ; 
But  KXHi  the  mad  tornado  ■hum  iti  coone. 
And  ioUe  them  into  moantaim  fay  main  fiuoe, 
Then  uttetly  embroil*d»  throogh  ckmde  and  waves, 
Ai  'twizt  two  ooeant  met  in  conflict,  ravei. 
Now  to  the  pmmve  bark,  alternate  lost. 
Above,  below,  both  tea  and  aky  are  lost. 
All  bat  die  giddy  summit,  vdiere  her  ked 
Hai^  in  li|^  balance  on  the  billowy  wheel ; 
Then,  m  tiM  swallow  in  his  windward  flight. 
Quivers  the  wing,  returns,  and  darts  downright. 
She  plunges  through  the  blind  abyss,  and  o*er 
Her  groami^  masts  the  cavem'd  waters  roar, 
lluled  fay  the  hurricane,  no  more  the  helm 
Obeys  the  pilot ;    seas  on  seas  overwhelm    . 
The  deck ;  where  oft  embattled  currents  meet. 
Foam  in  white  whirlpools,  flash  to  spray,  retreat. 
And  rock  the  vessel  with  their  huge  turmoils, 
Like  the  CQrk4loat  around  the  fisher's  toils. 
Three  dajrs  of  restless  agony,  that  seem 
Of  one  delirous  night  the  waking  dream, 
The  mariners  in  vain  their  labors  ply. 
Or  sick  at  heart  in  pale  despondence  lie. 
The  Brethren  weak,  yet  firm  as  when  they  fiioed 
Winter's  ioe-legioos  on  his  own  bleak  waste. 
In  patient  hope,  that  utters  no  complaint, 
Pmy  without  ceasing ;  pray,  and  never  (hint ; 
Assured  that  He,  who  from  the  tempest's  neck 
Hath  loosed  his  grasp,  still  holds  it  at  his  beck. 
And  with  a  pulse  too  deep  for  mortal  sense, 
—The  secret  pulse  of  his  onmi|)otence, 
That  beats  through  every  motion  of  the  storm, 
—Can  check  destruction  in  ius  wildest  iurm : 
Bow'd  to  his  will, — their  lot  how  truly  bl6i<t. 
Who  Uve  to  serve  Him,  and  who  die  to  rest ! 

To  live  and  serve  him  is  their  Lord's  decree ; 
He  curbs  the  wind,  he  calms  th'  infuriate  sea  ; 
The  sea  and  wind  their  Maker's  yoke  obey, 
And  waft  his  servants  on  their  dmtined  way. 
Hiough  many  a  league  by  that  disaster  driven 
Thwart  from  their  course,  with  plank  and  cordage 

riven. 
With  hands  disabled,  and  exhausted  strength. 
The  active  crew  refit  their  bark  at  length ; 
Along  the  placid  gulf,  with  heaving  soils, 
That  catch  from  every  point  propitious  gales, 
Led  like  the  moon,  from  infiincy  to  age. 
Round  the  wide  aodiac  of  her  pilgrimage. 
Onward  and  smooth  their  vojrage  they  pursue, 
Till  Greenland's  coast  again  salutes  their  view. 

Tis  sunset:  to  the  firmament  serene, 
Th'  Atlantic  wave  reflects  a  gorgeous  scene ; 
Broad  in  the  ckmdless  west,  a  belt  of  gold 
Girds  the  Mae  hemisphere ;  above  unroll'd. 
The  keen,  clear  air  groi^v  palpable  to  sight. 
Embodied  in  a  flush  of  crimson  light, 
Throogh  which  the  evening  star,  with  milder  gleam, 
Deaoends  to  meet  her  image  in  the  stream. 
Far  in  the  east,  what  spectacle  unknown 
AUuies  (he  eye  to  gaxc  on  it  alone  ? 


—Amidst  bbck  racha,  dmt  hft  OD  eithar 

Their  ooontlesB  peaks,  and  mark  reoediqg 

Amidst  a  toitaoas  labyrinth  of  aeaa. 

That  shine  anmnd  the  arctic  Cyetadea ; 

Amidst  a  coast  of  dreariest  continent. 

In  many  a  shapeless  proraonlory  rent; 

— O'er  rocks,  seas,  islands,  promontoriea. 

The  Ice'Blink  rears  its  imdulated  bead,' 

On  which  the  sun,  beyond  die  horism  sliiiiiiJ, 

Hath  left  his  richest  garniture  behind ; 

Piled  on  a  hundred  arches,  ridge  fay  ridge, 

O'er  fiz'd  and  fluid,  strides  the  Alpine  brid^ 

Whose  blocks  of  sapphire  seem  to  mortal  cyv 

Hewn  finim  cerulean  quarries  of  the  sky ; 

With  glacier-battlements,  that  crowd  the 

Hie  slow  creation  of  six  thousand  years. 

Amidst  immensity  it  towers  sublime, 

— ^Winter's  eternal  palace,  built  fay  Time : 

All  human  structures  by  his  touch  are  borne 

DowT)  to  the  dust ; — mountains  themselves  are  «cn 

With  his  light  footsteps ;  here  Ibr  ever  grow^ 

Amid  the  region  of  unmelting  snows, 

A  monument ;  where  every  flake  that  ftOs, 

Gives  adamantine  firmness  to  the  walk. 

The  sun  beholds  no  mirror,  in  his  race. 

That  shows  a  brighter  image  of  his  fitee; 

llie  stars,  in  their  nocturnal  vigils,  rest 

Like  signal-fires  on  its  illumined  crest : 

The  gliding  moon  around  the  runparta  wheels. 

And  all  its  magic  lights  and  shades  reveab; 

Beneath,  the  tide  with  idle  fury  ravea 

To  undermine  it  through  a  thousand  cayea ; 

Rent  from  its  roof|  though  thundering  liwfpmeatt  oft 

Plunge  to  the  gulf^  immovable  aloft, 

From  age  to  age,  in  air,  o'er  sea,  on  land. 

Its  turrets  heighten,  and  its  piers  expand. 

Midnight  hath  told  his  hour ;  the  moon,  yet  yomg. 
Hongs  in  the  argent  west  her  bow  unstrung; 
Larger  and  fidrer,  as  her  lustre  fedea. 
Sparkle  the  stars  amidst  the  deepening  dwdcs : 
Jewels  more  rich  than  night's  regalia  gem 
The  distant  Ice-Blink's  spangled  diadem ; 
Like  a  new  mom  from  orient  darkness,  there 
Phosj^ric  splendors  kindle  in  mid  air. 
As  though  fiom  heaven's  self-opening  portab  cane 
Legions  of  spirits  in  an  orb  of  flame, 
— ^Flame,  that  fifom  every  point  an  arrow  sends. 
Far  as  the  concave  firmament  extends : 
Spun  with  the  tissue  of  a  million  lines, 
Glbtening  like  gossamer  the  welkin  shines : 
The  constellations  in  their  pride  look  pale 
Through  the  qnick  trembUng  brilliance  of  that  vol 
Then  suddenly  converged,  the  meteors  msh 
O'er  the  wide  south ;  one  deep  vermilion  hlurii 
O'erepreads  Orion  glaring  on  the  fkxid. 
And  rabid  Sirius  foams  through  fire  and  blood ; 
Again  the  circuit  of  the  polo  they  range. 
Motion  and  figure  every  moment  chai^. 


1  The  tann  If-BliMk  ii  csoermllr  applied  bjr  oor . 
dw  Doctiunwl  Uhimiiiatioo  in  the  boavom.  which 
them  die  prozitnHj  of  ioe  rooonuiiw.  In  thk  plaee  a 
taoo  if  attempted  of  the  moiC  Anpeodooe  accnmolaliQa  of  kv 
in  the  known  worid.  which  has  been  knf  ilirtiniiibhsd  bf  Ifes 
u  i^y  ji^  Diniih  navigaton. 
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ookm  of  the  ninbow  run, 
eck»  of  a  diMQlvixig  ran; 
•  with  glory,  conflict,  flight, 
MO  dances  in  the  light 

jealous  ejre  askance  sonreys 

>f  evanescent  rays, 

lor  o£  misgiTing  ftar 

ady  thunder  on  his  ear. 

MS,  and  brings  him  sweet  release ; 

ets ;  at  evening  all  is  peace : 

ther  day  ii  past ; 

tiUi — the  loveliest  and  the  last; 

I'd ;  the  anchor  drags  the  sand ; 

oss'd  the  creek ; — the  Brethren  land. 


CANTO  IV. 


tcient  Greenland: — The  discovery 
»f  Greenland,  of  Wineland. — ^Tlie 
lonies  on  the  eastern  and  western 
dand ;  the  appearance  of  the  Skrael« 
9m  Greenlanders,  in  the  west,  and 
1  of  the  Norwegian  settlers  in  that 


I  peace  the  weary  Pilgrims  rest, 
nge  from  the  new-ibond  west, 
nt  of  departed  time, 
ts  banks  that  vanish'd  clime, 
I  in  Runic  verse  renown'd, 
bylaa  no  longer  Ibund. 
aiy  when  I  toil'd  at  thee  ;'* ' 
bandon'd  to  the  sea, 
TBven : — ^From  what  finmder'd  boat 
;  on  ocean's  waves  afloat, 
with  that  melancholy  line, 
•—Greenland !  such  &te  was  thine : 
ast,  of  thee  remains  no  more 
md  on  a  foundling  oar ; 
Hig  would  now  revive  thy  fiune 
ladow  of  a  mighty  name. 

rtile  womb,  when  Time  was  yonng, 
ck,  the  sires  of  nations  sprung ; 
3f  riven,  Babel's  tower 
lie  of  their  scatter'd  power ; 
mapt  as  from  the  spheres, 
9Ugh  the  silent  lapse  of  years, 
gions,  by  the  flood  destroy'd, 
ftthed  new  life  throughout  the  void, 
dilect ;  till  blood  of  man 
rtery  of  Nature  ran ; 
ids  pour'd  its  quickening  stream, 
I  crimson  of  the  western  beam, 
ling  line  made  fountains  start 
nesB  of  Afric's  heart. 


le  of  the  seveateenth  oootiirr,  an  oar  wsa 
>f  Icoland,  bearinf  this  iMcriptaoo  io  £b- 

u  ek  dau,  dor  ek  dro  thik. 
f  when  lirew  tkie.**   This  oar  was  eoo* 
ten  brought  from  East  Gresalaad,  a  kon- 
aflor  the  last  riup  wiled  from  Nonraj  for 

V2 


And  throogfa  the  torpid  Dordi,  widi  gwial  hen; 
Taught  tove's  eihilarating  pdse  to  beat ; 
Till  the  great  son,  in  his  perennial  lomid, 
Man,  of  aU  dimes  the  restless  native,  ftand, 
PuiBuing  foUy  in  his  vain  career, 
As  if  eiistence  were  immortal  here; 
WhUe  on  the  lathers'  graves  the  son,  mitanght 
By  their  mischanoe,  the  same  ilKMoni  soo^ 
By  gleams  and  shadovra  measnred  woe  and  Hm^ 
As  though  unborn  Ibr  any  world  bat  tfak. 

Five  tfaooauid  years,  unvisited,  imknown, 
Greenland  lay  dumbeiing  in  the  fitxnn  ame^— > 
While  heaven's  reqdendent  host  purraed  dieir  mf 
To  light  the  wolf  and  eafi^e  to  their  prey. 
And  tempests  o'er  the  main  their  terrors  spread 
To  rock  Leviathan  upon  his  bed ; — 
Ere  Ingolf  his  undaunted  fkg  unfnri'd 
To  search  the  secrets  of  the  polar  world.  ■ 
T  was  Liberty,  that  fires  the  coldest  veini, 
And  exile,  &mine,  deadi,  prefers  to  chains ; 
T  was  Liberty,  through  floods  nnplow'd  before. 
That  led  his  gallant  crew  from  Norway's  shore ; 
They  cut  their  cable,  and  in  thunder  broke, 
With  their  departing  oars,  the  tyrsnf  s  yoke ; 
The  deep  their  country,  and  their  bark  their  home, 
A  floating  isle,  on  which  they  joy'd  to  roam 
Amidst  immensity ;  with  waves  and  wind. 
Now  sporting  and  now  wresding  ^— unoonfined. 
Save  by  the  blue  surrounding  firmament. 
Full,  yet  for  ever  widening,  as  they  went : 
Thus  sail'd  those  mariners,  unheeding  where 
They  found  a  port,  if  Freedom  anchor'd  there. 

By  staia  diat  never  set,  their  coarse  diey  steer'd. 
And  northvirard  with  indignant  impulse  yeer'd. 
For  sloth  had  lull'd  and  luxury  o'errun. 
And  bondage  seised,  the  realms  diat  loved  the  son. 
At  length  fay  mountain-ice,  with  perils  strange. 
Menaced,  repell'd  and  forced  didr  track  to  change. 
They  bade  the  unimprison'd  raven  fly, 
A  living  compass  through  die  chartless  sky: 
Up  to  the  aenidi,  swift  as  fire,  he  soar'd. 
Through  die  dear  boundless  atmosphere  explored 
The  dim  horiaon  stretdi'd  beneath  his  sight ; 
Then  to  the  west  full-onward  shot  his  flight: 
Thidier  diey  foUow ;  till  from  Thule's  rw:ks. 
Around  the  bird  of  tempests  rose  the  flocks 
Of  screaming  sea-fowl,  widening  ring  o'er  ring. 
Till  heaven  grew  dark ;  then  wheeling  on  the  wing 
Landward  they  whiten  all  the  rocks  below. 
Or  diving  melt  into  the  gulf  like  snow. 
Pleased  with  the  pioud  discovery,  Ingolf  gave 
His  lintd  and  his  door-pests  to  the  wave, 


1  Aboiw  DBowioas  hwolMsal  feradHioaB,  It  is  rseoidsd.dMt 
InthiBd  waa  it  diacof awd  by  ooa  flaJtta,  a  piista,  wka  ho- 
ii«  bewilderad  at  aoa.  lot  fly  (as  was  Un  esBioai  of  Un  Nof- 
wogiBOB  in  aoeh  oxtfoniliaa)  a  lavoB.  whkk,  ioaiiBff  to  a  gisat 

^^^w  w  aaa^w^as^    ^a^^w^^^ss^^wa  ^^aa^aa^  ^as^aa  aas^^a^^p  ^hpv   aa*       ^FB^P^a^a^F    a^ps^^p^w^^aa^ 

and  arririBt  at  a  mowmsiawaa  ooaat  eovarsd  with  aaow  and 
gkden.  ealM  H  leahuid.  Boom  tkaa  aftarwaida,  aboot  tha 
yaar  87i,  Avaif.  a  Norwaataa  sail.  wHh  Ua  vaanb.  cseapiac 
flon  the  tyraany  of  MmrwU  Barjkgmr,  poisaad  the  aasM 
ooone  aa  JFUUa,  aad,  by  the  sbom  axparisMot  with  a  lavn, 
dawofnad  leefaad ;  which  ho  aad  his  feHowwa  pooplod.  aad 
there  ho  eslahliAsJ  a  esaaaeawssHh  that  rsflsrtsd  hoaoc  oa 
sa  aga  of  baibaiiHa. 
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Diviniw  M  lb*;  drifted  to  Ibe  Mrand 
"n*  will  of  detfii^i — the  place  to  land.  ■ 
TbtnoD  iluBalaMnil  hu  CM  be  placad. 


Upon  Ibeir  m 
PknuWi'd,  in 

A  noble  dfauty  fnun  age  to  (ga ; 
And  loeknd  dMW,  br  genenxB  late  ataowa'd, 
A  naftham  lighl;  wlien  all  wn  gtaoai  umuL 
Era  kmg  bj  InTe  advoitiinin  oo  llie  lide, 


Which  bar/  dcem'd,  or  &ble  feign'tl  n  &ir, 

Fleet!  Tnitn  cdd  Norw^  pooi'd  their  mllerm  (here, 

Who  meed  iwd  peopled  br  that  doable  ibore, 

RdoimI  wlme  repelling  ncki  two  ooeana  pwr. 

Til]  at  the  Bcnihem  pronnntory,  toM 

By  lenpeala.  each  ii  in  iu  rival  loal, 

liui  Greenland  [n  ihiU  arctic  world  thiy  named) 

Wai  planMd.  and  to  utmoal  Colpe  &ined 

For  waallfa  eiUiMlcs.  which  her  aaaa  could  boaat, 

And  pndigiea  of  nature  on  her  coaitj 

Where,  in  Qm  giesn  rccaa  of  every  glm, 

IV  Hove  of  i*rBreT  o'ertopt  th'  abodea  of  men, 

And  flodn  and  cattle  gnied  by  ■ommeralreaina, 

Hat  mek'd  the  vallefa  wilh  meanderiiig  gleam*: 

While  on  tha  moimtaina  ice  elerml  finwu'd, 

And  giDwing  gladen  deepea'd  tow'rda  [he  gnnmd, 

Tear  aflat  rear,  ai  ccntoriea  loU'd  awaf, 

Nor  loM  ooe  axxatnl  till  that  judgmenvday. 

When  eaateni  Greenland  firam  the  world  m  Tent, 

logalTd,^ — or  fii'd  uns  fixaen  continait. ' 

T  were  long  and  dreeiy  Bi  recount  in  rfaycne 
lie  cmde  tradilioni  of  tfaal  long-1«t  clime, 
IHi  ling  of  wan.  b;  barbwoiu  cbiclUini  waged, 
In  which  la  fierce  and  Doble  psioaDi  raged, 
Hei«  m  aubde,  bold.  reiDonrleae,  tbught. 
And  deeda  ai  dark  and  teiriblo  were  wrought, 
Ai  mod  "noy'*  waUi  became  the  epleadid  Ihenea 
or  Homer**  amig,  and  Jore'*  Olympian  dnoHH  i 


la  phalani'd  legiona  jrield ; 
When  bade  was  but  maBocre, — Ihe  airila 
Of  mmidereia^ — aleel  to  aleel,  and  life  to  life. 
—Who  Mow*  noiner  Ukci  the  field  too  late; 
llioaf^  Moal  a*  Hector,  rare  of  Hector'i  fate, 
A  WDond  ai  fiom  Achillea'  ipear  he  Teete, 
FmUm,  and  adom  Ihe  Gredin'i  chariot-whe^ 

Nor  itay  we  monkiih  legeodi  to  reheane ; 
To  build  [heir  cloiiter-walli  in  Goihic  vene ; 


lod  hatha,  in  whici  Diana^  nyi^faa  mtght  bla, 
-Prom  earths  arifopemng  Taw  -^  -  >■     ■ 


^Vha*e  gmial  iI 

Made  lapa  of  veidnre  i  like  Ihoaa  nla  af  ffin 

111  matem  leoat  or  ridi  oaaea,  graead 


or  anew  woiU  the  eulieat  dawn  to  a^; 
llow., — kmg  ere  Science,  in  a  drean  of  Am|R 
Fjirih'*  yODjiger  daughter  to  ColtimiMB  hua^ 
Aiul  aent  hhn,  like  the  Faorie  Prince,  in  ^ao* 
or  (JtaC- bright  Tirgin  ihitxied  in  Ihe  wot:"' 


barb,  like  ice-bcig*  driiting  bam  iba  nrt, 
iiiB'd  without  magnet  nndiacoTBr'd  aeaa, 
id.  alt  auneiMlering  la  the  amaa  ai>l  laafBb 
Tmich'd  (o  ihe  line  of  that  twinjndied  IhA 
Tliol  atretehea  fimh  Id  either  pole  a  iMad, 
From  amie  wild*,  that  aee  no  wiim  i  *<■. 
To  Kbftn  the  ocoana  of  ttw  wotM  at*  tat. 
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filagrihn**  Sinits,  Foego's  ■hare, 
lian,  and  Pacific  roar. 

if  beauty  there  these  roven  feund, 
hills  with  emerald  woods  were  crown'd ; 
the  vast  savaimaa,  buflalo  herds 

tioot  roaster;  and  the  bright>wing*d  birds 

lie  sunshine  as  they  glanced  along, 

te  air  to  music  with  Uieir  song. 

a  his  mates  a  German  yoaih  had  stray'd, 
broad  river  cleft  the  forest  glade ; 
vith  alligatorshoals,  the  flood 
le  sun,  or  moved  in  clouds  of  blood; 
Mr  rustled  headlong  through  the  brake ; 
arrow  leapt  the  ratUe-snake ; 
h  shadow  of  the  climbing  hear 
the  grass,  while  he  aspired  in  air ; 
booft,  like  hail,  the  green-wood  rang, 
scattering  deer  a  panther  sprang : 
g  fear'd  not« — ^yet  he  trod  with  awe, 
itroent  breathed  o'er  all  he  saw, 
lath  uprose  a  wilding  vine ; 
r  his  memory  rush'd  the  noUe  Rhine ; 
Is  joys,  with  fulhiess  of  delight, 
ipirit,  so  beguiled  his  sight, 
le  glens  of  savage  solitude, 
id  corn-fields,  towns  and  spires  he  view'd, 
1  the  image-chamber  of  his  soul, 
'other  years  like  shadows  stole; 
once  had  been  again  he  grew, 
eiy  stage  of  life  he  passed  anew ; 
tes  of  his  in&ncy  were  there, 
ed  cheeks,  blue  eyes,  and  flaxen  hair; 
aompanions  of  his  riper  youth, 
lose  heart  was  love,  whose  soul  was  truth. 
9  quick-mingling  pictures  of  that  dream 
n  scenery  on  a  troubled  stream, 
and  landscape,  light  and  darkness,  run 
doling  circles),  harmonized  in  one; 
cot  appear'd,  with  vine-leaves  drest, 
8  pendent  round  the  swallow's  nest; 
little  garden,  at  whose  gate, 
r  progeny  his  parents  sate, 
ent ; — but  his  mother's  eye 
igh  a  tear ; — she  reach'd  him  with  a  sigh  : 
loment  vanished  time  and  space, 
shout  he  rush'd  to  her  embrace ; 
and  dales  the  joyful  tidings  spread, 
reloome  Tyrker  from  the  dead, 
nebriate,  in  that  giddy  trance, 
n^tzing  partner  through  the  dance ; 
le  pluck'd  the  grapes  thatblush'd  at  hand, 
'h  wine-press  in  his  native  land, 
full  flowing  goblet,  loosed  his  tongue, 
f  vintage,  harvest,  bottle  sung, 
s  shipmates  came ;  their  laughter  broke 
usion ;  in  alarm  he  'woke ; 
)  silent  melancholy  changed ;. 
n  love,  and  joy,  and  hope  estranged, 
ik  mind,  with  cold  bereaving  spell, 
leart-dcknesB,  which  no  tmgue  can  tell ; 
n,  in  foreign  climes,  'midst  sounds  im- 
nu 

>  speech  or  music  of  our  own, 
lelight  from  drear  abstraction  starts 
IT  country  beating  at  our  heart ; 


The  rapture  of  a  moment ; — in  its  birth 

It  peridies  for  ever  from  the  earth ; 

And  dumb,  like  shipwreck'd  mariners,  we  stand, 

Eyeing  by  turns  the  ocean  and  the  land. 

Breathless ; — till  tears  the  struggling  thought  release* 

And  the  lorn  spirit  weeps  itself  to  peace. 

Windand  the  gbd  discoverers  call'd  that  shore, 
And  badi  the  tidings  of  its  riches  bore ; 
But  soon  retum'd  with  colonizing  bands, 
— ^Men  that  at  home  would  sigh  for  unknown  lands ; 
Men  of  all  weathers,  fit  for  every  toil. 
War,  commerce,  pastime,  peace,  adventure,  spoil ; 
Bold  master-spiritt,  where  they  touch'd  they  gain'd 
Ascendance ;  where  they  fix'd  their  foot,  they  reign'd. 
Both  coasts  they  long  inherited,  though  wide 
Dissever'd ;  stemming  to  and  fio  the  tide. 
Free  as  the  Syrian  dove  explores  the  sky. 
Their  helm  their  hope,  their  compass  in  their  eye. 
They  found  at  will,  where'er  they  pleased  to  roam. 
The  ports  of  strangers  or  their  UOTthem  home. 
Still  'midst  tempestuous  seas  and  zones  of  ice, 
Loved  as  their  own,  their  vnloU  Paradise. 
— ^Yet  was  their  Paradise  for  ever  lost : 
War,  fomine,  pestilence,  the  power  of  frost, 
Their  woes  combining,  wither'd  from  the  earth 
This  late  creation,  like  a  timeless  birth. 
The  firuit  of  age  and  weakness,  forced  to  light. 
Breathing  awhile,-— rekpsing  into  night 

Ages  had  seen  the  vigorous  race,  that  sprung 
From  Norway's  stormy  forelands,  rock'd  when  young 
In  ocean's  cradle,  hardening  as  they  rose 
Like  motmtain-pines  amidst  perennial  snows ; 
— Ages  had  seen  these  sturdiest  sons  of  Time 
Strike  root  and  flourish  in  that  ruflkn  dime. 
Commerce  with  lovelier  lands  and  wealthier  hold. 
Yet  spurn  the  lures  of  luxury  and  gold. 
Beneath  the  umbrage  of  the  Gallic  vine. 
For  moonlight  snows  and  cavern-shelter  pine, 
Turn  fiom  Campanian  fields  a  kAy  eye 
To  gaze  upon  the  glorious  Alps,  and  sigh. 
Remembering  Greenland ;  more  and  more  endear'd. 
As  fiir  and  foither  from  its  shores  they  steer'd ; 
Greenland  their  worldy— and  all  was  strange  beside ; 
Elsewhere  they  wandered ;  here  they  lived  and  died. 

At  length  a  swarthy  tribe,  without  a  name. 
Unknown  the  point  of  windward  whence  they  came; 
The  power  by  which  stupendous  gulfo  they  cross'd. 
Or  compass'd  wilds  of  everlasting  firost. 
Alike  mysterious ;— found  their  sudden  way 
To  Greenland ;  pour'd  along  the  western  Iny 
Their  straggling  families ;  imd  seized  the  soil 
For  their  domain,  the  ocoan  for  their  spoil. 
SkradUrngs  the  Normans  call'd  these  hoides  in  scorn. 
That  seem'd  created  on  the  spot, — though  bom 
In  trans-Atlantic  climes,  and  thither  brought 
By  paths  as  covert  as  the  birth  of  thou^t; 
TTiey  were  at  once ; — the  swallow-tribes  in  spring  . 
Thus  daily  multiply  upon  the  wing. 
As  if  the  air,  their  element  of  flight, 
Brought  for&  new  broods  from  darkness  every  mi^; 
Slipp'd  fh>m  the  secret  hand  of  Providence, 
They  come  we  see  not  how,  nor  know  we  whanoe.* 
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Tleji  mi^  h>T*  hatd,  fion  nnraEoriad  timB, 


lis  nindnrdnm  i  drcniiof  tlw  nin; 

To  i^nb  the  Mffij  cliK,  aipliin  tlwir  cdk 

Aod  floTH  and  Mck  Uw  n»linb'  cilwlela ; 

In  biBdi.  Anai^  mom.  ^  iDolberJMar  la  timca, 

atf  wiA  Itacir  duM  lb*  cola  io  her  eoihnca. 


EhJi,  tnbncod  in  hi*  bobble  of  >  boat, 
Wilb  deiwioiM  paddle  Meering  ibraugh  the  qmr, 
n^th  poitd  beipoon  to  ilfike  bit  plunging  prFT. 
Ai  Ihougb  lh«  ^iE  Ihe  imnriii.  omt,  end  d vt 
Wen  ns  caapscted  body,  by  ooa  heart 

A  hnniaa  NaaiUiB  iipoo  Ihe  lide ; 


Or  wilh  a  flaat  of  Kayaka  Id  a^nl 
The  dcapeiataai  of  the  amndad  Kb^ 
iniiininiigiiinniitJn|iiiliiii>»biiiiiilhiaM 
Id  agdi^  aBmc  the  ebUng  ibDaliw 

Fron  woMpfc  like  geyien,  wwh»  a  bMh  rf  M 


OTllKse, — teieafter  danld  the  lyre  baMn^ 
0  acetic  Ihiaawi — may  ^oiioui  d^  ba  MMf ; 
Now  be  «ar  iHk  tfw  hmI  rarane  lo  lall. 


Tbmr  IiT«a  beeame  the  cool  a^MBn"!  fRyj 
—Or  in  tbe  lBtllfr£ekl,  aa  Sknellii^  baJt, 
llwae  pgnuea  pat  lo  fiighi  ibeir  pantboib 
When  froat  to  bml  on  acowling  cliA  Ottj  MM 
And  thai  their  barta  alhniin  the  puling  bad ; 
Airaw  BBOta  anow,  dart  encamiei'd  dait, 

Till  ipeni  their  miwilca ;  quick  ai  in  a  dnan 
The  inuge*  ace  changnl ;  acn^  ibe  atcaaa 
Tbe  SkraelUngi  mih'd.  (lie  pfseipkai  inlad ; 


'if  cHbau 


lley  periah'd; — yet  along  iha(  weata 
Where  Canmecce  apread  her  cokaufa 
Roiia  of  templea  and  of  faoowa  ace  (r 


The  depopolatiin  oTllw  Norwegian  Coknin  M  ifa 
eaalem  coaM  of  Greenland,  and  the  at^nkaia 

of  the  increaiB  of  the  arctic  icea,  ahooi  the  hfin 
ning  of  the  fifleenib  ceanuy. 


ueiahly  dark  ,- 
Scmea  Kith  the  oiyneiy  of  Naiute  aeal'd. 
Nor  t)[]  Ibe  day  of  doom  la  be  rateal'd ; 
What  Ibao^  the  ipirila  oT  the  arctic  galea 
FieeB  rannd  iby  pnm,  at  Ggbt  agaioM  thp  »il^ 
Safr  m  Arioo.  whom  the  dol|diiD  bctc 
Enamnoc'd  of  hia  didbc,  to  the  ihota, 


'"' I  fmwl  nut*  ihi  oaa,  bB  DUs  B»f  io  CaM : 
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On  thee  adventiiring  o'er  an  unknown  main, 

I  raise  to  warring  elementa  a  strain 

Of  kindred  hannony : — O  lend  your  breath, 

Te  teraperta !  while  I  ting  thia  reign  of  death. 

Utter  dark  layingi  of  the  dayn  of  old, 

In  parahlea  upon  my  harp  onfold 

Deeda  peririi'd  from  remembrance ;  truth,  airay'd, 

like  heaiireii  by  night,  in  emblematic  shade. 

When  ahinea  the  horaKopo,  and  star  on  star. 

By  what  diey  are  not,  led  to  what  they  are ; 

Atom^  that  twinkle  in  an  infant's  eye, 

Are  worida,  suns,  systems  in  th*  unbounded  sky: 

ThoM,  die  few  iabled  woes  my  strains  create 

Am  hieroglyphics  in  a  book  of  Fate, 

And  while  the  shadowy  symbols  I  unroll, 

LnagiDBtiaa  reads  a  direr  scrolL 

Wake^  ye  wild  visions !  o'er  the  northern  deep. 

On  doods  and  winds,  like  warrior-spectres  sweep ; 

CBiow  by  what  plagues  and  hurricanes  destroyed, 

A  fanadiiDg  realm  became  a  torpid  void. 

TIm  ik)ods  are  raging,  and  the  gales  blow  high, 
Ldw  aa  a  dungeoo-roof  impends  the  sky  ; 
Priaonera  of  fac^pe,  between  the  clouds  and  waves, 
Sz  fearless  sailon  man  yon  boat,  that  braves 
Peril  radoobling  upon  peril  past : 
— ^Vam  childhood  nuislings  of  the  wayward  blast. 
Aloft  aa  o'er  a  buoyant  arch  they  go, 
Whose  kigr-etooe  breaks ; — as  deep  they  plunge  below; 
Unyielding  though  the  strength  of  man  be  vain ; 
Stmg^ing  though  borne  like  surf  along  the  main : 
In  fimnt  a  battlement  of  rocks ;  in  rear, 
BSlow  on  bfllow  bounding ;  near,  more  near, 
Tliey  rmg9  to  ruin ; — life  and  deeUh  depend 
On  the  next  impulse ;  shrieks  and  prayers  ascend ; 
Whsn,  like  the  fish  that  mounts  on  dritsding  wings, 
flheer  finm  the  gulf  the  ejected  vewel  springs. 
And  gromids  on  inland  ice,  beyond  the  track 
Oilamu^  feam-wroaths,  whence  the  tide  roll'd  bock ; 
llien  ere  that  tide,  returning  to  the  charge, 
SwaQowa  the  wreck,  the  captives  are  at  large. 
On  cither  hand  steep  hills  obstruct  their  path ; 
Behind,  the  ocean  roaring  in  hii  wrath, 
Ifid  aa  a  libyan  wilderness  by  night. 
With  all  ilB  liona  up,  in  chase  or  fight 
The  ftigitivea  right  onward  shun  the  beaeh. 
Nor  tairy  tiU  the  inmost  cove  they  reach, 
Rednlad  in  the  labjrrinthine  dell. 
Like  ike  last  hoUow  of  a  spiral  shell. 
Thwi,  with  the  ax  or  knife  which  haste  could  save, 
T^ey  boild  a  honae ; — periiaps  they  dig  a  grave : 
Of  aolid  anow,  wcll-aquared,  and  piled  in  blocks, 
Brilltant  aa  hewn  fiom  alabaster  rocks. 
Their  palaee  riaas,  narrowing  to  the  roof. 
And  fiieieaes  into  marble,  tempest-proof; 
Night  closing  round,  within  its  shade  they  creep, 
And  weary  Natore  sinks  at  once  to  sleepi 

Oh !  eanld  we  walk  amidst  their  dreams,  and  see 
An  that  they  have  been,  are,  or  wish  to  be. 
In  ftney'a  world ! — each  at  his  own  fire«de ; 
Oiae  gieeto  a  parent :  one  a  new-made  bride ; 
Anodier  clasps  his  babe  with  fend  embrace, 
A  smile  in  slumber  mantling  o'er  his  fece ; 
AH  dangen  are  fergotten  in  a 
Or  bnt  remeoiber'd  to  exalt  the 


— One  wounded  suflercr  wakes,  with  paui  opprest ; 

Yet  ore  his  thoughts  at  home  among  the  rest ; 

Then  beams  his  eye,  his  heart  dilated  boms, 

Till  the  dark  vigil  to  a  virion  turns, 

Tliat  vision  to  reality ;  and  home 

Is  so  endear'd,  he  vows  no  mora  to  roam. 

Ha !  suddenly  he  starts ;  with  tremUing  lips. 

Salt  shower-drops,  oozing  through  the  roof^  he  sips ; 

Aware  that  instant,  yet  alarro'd  too  late, 

— ^The  sea  hath  bunt  its  barrier,  fix'd  their  fate ; 

Escape  impossible ;  the  tempests  urge 

Through  the  deep  dell  the  inundating  surge ; 

Nor  wall  nor  roof  th'  impetuous  flood  controls. 

Above,  around,  within,  the  deluge  rolls ; 

He  calls  his  comrades ,"— ere  their  doom  be  known, 

'T  is  past  i — the  snow-house  utterly  o'erthrown. 

Its  inmates  vanish ;  never  to  be  feund, 

living  or  dead,  on  habitable  ground. 

There  is  a  beauteous  hamlet  in  the  vale ; 
Green  are  the  fields  around  it ;  sweetly  sail 
The  twilight  shadows  o'er  the  darkening  scene, 
f^rth,  air,  and  ocean,  oil  alike  serene. 
Dipt  in  the  hues  of  sun-set,  wreathed  in  fones. 
The  clouds  are  resting  on  their  mountain-thrones; 
One  peak  alone  exalts  its  glacier  crest, 
A  golden  paradise,  above  the  rest ; 
Tliithor  the  day  uith  lingering  steps  retires, 
And  in  its  own  blue  element  expires ; 
Thus  Aaron  laid  hiM  gorgeous  robes  aside 
On  Horcb's  consecrated  top,  and  died. 
The  mocm,  meanwhile,  o'er  ocean's  sombre  bed. 
New-risen,  a  tliousond  glow-worm  lights  hath  spread ; 
From  east  to  west  the  wildfire  splendors  glance. 
And  all  the  billows  in  her  glory  dance ; 
Till,  in  raid-heaven,  her  orb  miglit  seem  the  eye 
Of  Providence,  wide-vi'alching  from  the  sky. 
While  Nature  slumbers; — emblem  of  His  grace, 
Whose  presence  fills  the  infinite  of  space. 

The  clouds  have  lefl  the  mountains;  coldly  bright, 
Their  icy  summits  shed  cerulean  light ; 
The  steep  declivities  between  assume 
A  horror  of  unfathomable  gloom : 
The  village  sleeps ; — from  house  to  house,  the  ear 
Of  yonder  sentinel  no  sound  can  hear : 
A  maniac ; — he,  while  calmer  heads  repose. 
Takes  his  night-round,  to  toll  the  stan  his  woes : 
Woes,  which  his  noble  heart  to  frenzy  stung ; 
— He  hath  no  bard,  and  they  remain  unsung. 
A  warrior  once,  victorious  arms  he  bore ; 
And  bears  them  still,  although  his  wari  are  o*er; 
For  't  is  his  boast,  with  shield  and  sword  in  hand. 
To  be  the  guardian  Angel  of  the  land. 
Mark  with  what  stem  solemnity  he  stalks. 
And  to  himself  as  to  a  legion  talks ; 
Now  deep  in  council  with  his  chiefii ;  anon. 
He  starts  as  at  the  trumpet,  leads  them  on. 
And  wins  the  day ; — ^his  battle-shout  alarms 
None  but  the  in&nt  in  the  nurse's  arms ; 
Soon  hush'd,  but  closer  to  her  side,  it  sleeps ; 
While  he  abroad  his  watch  in  silence  keeps. 

At  every  door  he  halts,  and  brings  a  sigh. 
But  leaves  a  blessing,  when  he  marches  by : 
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He  Hop!;  fion  dmt  low  rooC  «  deadly  groen 

Hrth  nnde  uniitteiftble  angnkh  known ; 

A  epirit  into  elemity  hath  pea'd ; 

A  epoow,  a  ftther.  there  haih  bfeathed  hie  laet 

Tlie  widow  and  her  little  onee  weep  nof  ,* 

In  in  exceai  their  mieeiy  is  fixgoc. 

One  duBiU  daifc  momeitti— then  from  an  their  eyca 

Bain  the  hU  teari,  and  loud  their  wailingi  liee : 

Ah!  litde  think  that  frmily  forlorn 

How  brief  die  partii«;— they  diaU  meet  ete  mom! 

For  lo!  die  witneei  of  their  pangi  hath  cang^ 

A  light  that  ilartlee  madnea  into  thought; 

BaA  from  dieir  gate  unoonedoiialy  he  reeb; 

A  rceanectkn  of  hie  loiil  he  ieeb ; 

There  ie  a  molkm  in  the  air ;  hie  eye 

Blinks  M  it  lear'd  die  frlling  of  die  eky. 

The  ■plendki  peak  of  adamiintinft  ioe. 

At  amKBet  like  an  earthly  pandiie. 

And  in  the  moon  of  muh  empyrean  hne. 

It  oeem'd  to  bring  the  mieeen  world  to  view; 

_T1mt  eplendid  peak,  die  Power  (which  to  die 

spheree 
Had  piled  its  turrets  throogfa  a  thousand  yean), 
Tkmches,  as  li^dy  as  the  passing  wind. 
And  the  huge  mam,  o'erfaalanoed,  undennined. 
And  'isJ'w^**'!  from  iti  boee  of  snow. 
flKdes  down  the  slope,  miyestically  sk>w. 
Tin  o*er  the  precipice,  down  headkmg  sent. 
And  in  ten  thoossnd,  thousand  spangles  rent 
It  pSes  a  hiU  where  spread  a  vale  before : 

Fkom  rock  to  rock  the  edioes  round  the  ehore, 

Tdi  widi  their  deep  artiUery  the  late 
Of  dm  whole  viUage,  er«h*d  beneadi  iti  weight 
— The  sieepeis  waken    dieirlKanesin  ruins  hurl*d^— 
They  wake— from  deadi  into  another  world. 
The  gaang  »—"""%  palsied  into  stone. 
Amidit  the  wreck  of  ice,  surviTes  alooe ; 
A  sudden  interval  of  reason  ^eams. 
Steady  and  dear,  amidst  his  wildering  dreams. 
But  shows  reality  in  such  a  shape, 
"T  were  rsptnre  back  to  frensy  to  escape. 
Again  the  doode  of  desolation  roll, 
Bfelting  dl  old  remembrance  from  his  eoul ; 
Whate'er  his  sorrows  or  his  joys  have  been, 
ffis  spirit  grows  embodied  thmgh  fUs  scene : 
With  eyes  of  agony,  and  dencfaing  hands, 
Fix'd  in  recoil,  a  haaen  form  he  stands. 
And  MBit  with  wonder  at  his  people's  doom, 
the  monument  upon  thdr  lomh. 


Behold  a  seene,  magnificent  and  new ; 
Ilor  land  nor  water  meet  th'  excurnve  view ; 
The  round  horaon  girdeone  fioaen  plain. 
The  mighty  tombilone  of  the  buried  main, 
Wlwre  (kifc,  and  olent,  and  unfolt  to  flow, 
A  dead  sea  sleeps  widi  an  iti  tribes  bdow. 
Bat  heaven  is  stiU  italf ;  die  deepMoe  sky 
CoBsss  down  with  HDiles  to  meet  the  glancii«  eye. 
nmugh  if  a  keener  sight  its  bound  wouU  trace, 
Thf»  tA  recedes  through  everbsting  space. 
The  SUB,  in  mnming  glory,  mounti  his  diron^ 
Nor  diines  he  here  in  solitnde  unknown ; 
Noi^  south,  and  west,  by  dqgi  or  reindeer  drawn, 
Gaiearing  dedges  cram  the  unbroken  lawn. 
And  bring,  fiom  bays  and  fordandi  round  the 
Toudi,  beanty,  vakir.  Greenland's  proudest  boast. 


Who  dius,  in  winler's  hng  and  social 
Hold  fevti  and  toomamenis  upon  the 
When,  buUt  of  solid  floods,  his  bodga 
A  highway  o'er  die  gulf  to  BMelin_  ' 
Whom  rocks  impssmWn,  or  winds  and  tidaw 
Fickle  and  lalse,  in  snmiMr  montha  dhridau 

The  seene  imis  round  with  raoCioi 
—No  happier  spot  upon  die  peopled  earft; 
The  drifted  snow  to  dust  the  travdlets  bent. 
Til'  uneven  ioe  is  flint  beneath  their  feeL 
Here  tents,  a  gay  encampment,  rise  araandi 
Where  mudc,  song,  and  revelry  resoond; 
There  die  blue  sinoke  upwreadies  a  hundied 
Where  humbler  groups  have  lit  dieir  pine-woo 
Elie  long  they  quit  the  tables;  knig^  and 
Lead  the  blithe  muhitnde  to  liuialeiuuB  pm 
Beari,  wolves,  and  lynxes  yonder  head  the 
Here  start  the  hamess'd  reindeer  in  die 
Borne  without  wheels,  a  ffi^  of  rival 
Trsck  die  ice>firmament.  like  diooling 
Right  to  the  god,  cooveiging  as  they  nnw 
They  dwindle  through  the  distance  into 
Where  ■noocher  waves  have  form'd  a  sea  of  i 
With  pantomimic  change  the  skaiten 
Now  toil  likeihips 'gainst  wind  and  HrH 
like  flames  blown  suddenly  asnnder;  icd 
like  drunkards ;  dien  diapeised  in 
Away  with  speed  invinble  they  ^ide. 
Pteaee  in  their  hearli,  deadt-weapona  in 
Fierce  in  mod^-batde  meet  fiaternd  ~ 
Whom  the  same  diiefo  erewhile  to  eoofict  led. 
When  friendi  by  friends,  by  kindred  kindled  UbA 
Here  youdifid  ringe  with  pipe  and  drum  ad  life. 
And  foot  the  maaes  of  the  giddy  danee ; 
Grey4)eard  spectators,  with  illumined  eye. 
Lean  on  their  sta\*es.  and  talk  of  days  gone  by; 
Children,  who  mimic  all,  from  pipe  and  drum 
To  rhaer  and  battle,  dream  of  yeari  to  eome. 
Tliose  years  to  come  the  young  diaU  ne'er  hehoU ; 
The  days  gone  by  no  more  rejoice  die  old. 

Tliere  is  a  boy,  a  solitary  boy. 
Who  takes  no  part  in  aU  thie  whirl  of  joy. 
Yet  in  the  speechlem  transport  of  his  souL 
I  He  lives,  and  moves,  and  breathes  thionghoat  ih» 

whole: 
Him  diould  deilraction  spare,  the  plot  of  earth. 
That  forms  his  play-ground,  gave  a  poet  birth. 
Who  on  the  wingi  of  his  imaiortd  lays. 
Thine  heroes,  Greenland !  to  die  stan  dmO 
It  mutt  not  be :— abmpdy  from  the  shoer 
He  turns  his  eyes ;  lus  thonghn  are  „ 
To  sound  the  depths  of  ocean,  vrhere  his  mind 
Creates  the  wondem  which  it  cannot  find, 
listening,  as  oft  he  brtens,  in  aihell. 
To  die  mock  tide's  dtemato  foU  and  swell. 
He  kneels  upon  the  ice, — inriines  his  ear. 
And  hNuSir— or  does  he  only  seem  to  hear  ^— 
A  sound,  ss  thom^  the  Genius  of  the  Deep 
Heaved  a  hng  ngh,  awaking  out  of  deep^ 
He  starti ;— *t  was  but  a  pulse  within  hii 
No;— for  hefods  it  beat  through  every 
Groan  following  groan  (as  from  a  Giant'a 
Beneath  a  burying  mountain,  iD  at  rest), 
Widi  awe  indbhle  his  spirit  diriUi^ 
And  rapture  fires  hii  blood,  while  terror  chills. 
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ftresrioQ  of  his  eye  alann 
■he  hath  caught  him  in  her  arms, 
he  cause ; — that  cause,  no  sooner  known, 
ip»  o'er  nany  a  league  is  flown; 
see,  prompt  as  signals,  rise 
consternation  to  the  skies: 
meanwhile,  with  gathering  daikness 

• 

mrinterly  the  bleak  winds  howL 
1  till  noon  had  ether  smiled  serene, 
ck-belted  doud,  &r  eastward  seen, 
mountain  f— there  in  ambush  lay 
9d  tempest,  panting  for  his  piey : 
by  stealth  hath  through  the  welkin 

d, 

1  meteor-twilif^t  over-head ; 
ath  the  adamantine  floor, 
r  prison-house  the  surges  roar: 
),  ear,  heart,  the  alarm  is  given, 
d  crowds  (like  flocks  of  sea-lbwl  driven, 
I  are  on  the  wing),  in  wild  afinght, 
edges,  urge  their  panic  flight, 
«foge  of  the  shore  to  gain 
iption  of  the  struggling  main, 
nany  a  stroke,  like  lightning  sent 
hrough  th'  unstable  continent, 
elastic  on  the  swell  below, 
undulation  to  and  fro. 
r,  dogs,  the  giddy  impulse  feel, 
headlong,  back  and  forward  reel: 
sleet,  hail,  or  whixling  gusts  of  wind, 
rilder,  stop  the  breath,  and  blind. 
'  and  uproar ;  some  have  found 
iverance,  as  they  leap'd  on  ground, 
nto  the  flood ; — but  hope  is  vain : 
fugitives  the  beach  can  gain, 
,  severing  from  the  shore,  with  shocks 
:e  violence,  bounds  against  the  rocks ; 
ly,  while  on  the  verge  they  stand, 
Booib  for  ever  from  the  land, 
I  gulf  of  foam  along  the  shore, 
loever  plunge  are  seen  no  more. 

anwhile,  abroad  hath  burst  the  roof 
led  his  waves ;  he  bounds  aloof 
taracts,  as  volcanoes  spout 
xmtains,  gush  the  waten  out ; 
r  ice,  with  dire  explosion  rends, 
r  abyss  the  mingled  crowd  descends, 
m  this  closing  horror  hide  thy  light ; 
:k  mantle  o'er  it,  gracious  Night! 
ns  of  niothen  with  their  infiints  lost, 
B  of  agony  from  wretches,  tost 
1  whiripools — in  thy  storms  be  drown'd, 
r  mountain-ice  to  atoms  ground, 
elements ! — ^while  winds,  that  yell 
I,  peal  the  universal  knell, 
ig  waves  around  their  limbs  shall  spread, 
ess  be  the  burier  of  the  dead." 
are  o'er : — at  mom  the  tempests  cease, 
id  ocean  rolls  himself  to  peace ; 
sun  his  heaving  breast  expands, 
I  mirror  to  a  hundred  lands ; 
ing  gales  pnnue  the  eager  chase 
ound  immeasurable  space.' 


Where  are  the  multitudes  of  yesterday  f 
At  mom  they  came ;  at  eve  they  pass'd  away. 
Yet  some  survive ; — ^yon  castellated  pile 
Floats  on  the  surges,  like  a  foiry  isle ; 
Preeminent  upon  its  peak,  behold. 
With  walls  of  amethyst  and  rooft  of  gold. 
The  semblance  of  a  city ;  towen  and  spires 
Glance  in  the  firmanient  with  opal  fires ; 
Prone  from  those  heights  pelludd  fountains  flow 
O'er  pearly  meads,  through  emerald  vales  below. 
No  lovelier  pageant  moves  beneath  the  sky,' 
Nor  one  so  mournful  to  the  nearer  eye ; 
Here,  when  the  bitterness  of  death  had  pass'd 
O'er  others,  with  their  sledge  and  reindeer  cast. 
Five  wretched  ones,  in  dumb  despondence,  wait 
Tlie  lingering  issue  of  a  nameless  fote ; 
A  bridal  party :— 4naik  yon  reverend  sage 
In  the  brown  vigor  of  autumnal  age ; 
His  daughter  in  her  prime ;  the  youth,  who  won 
Her  love  by  miracles  of  prowess  done ; 
With  fliese,  two  meet  companions  of  their  joy. 
Her  younger  sister,  and  a  gallant  boy, 
Who  hqped,  like  hm^  a  gentle  heart  to  gain 
By  valorous  enterprise  on  land  or  main. 
— ^These,  when  this  ooean-pavement  fiul'd  their  feet. 
Sought  on  a  glacier's  crags  a  safe  retreat. 
But  in  the  shock,  from  its  foundation  torn. 
That  mass  is  slowly  o'er  the  waten  home. 
An  ice-berg !— on  whose  verge  all  day  they  stand 
And  eye  the  blank  horiaon's  ring  for  land. 
All  night  around  a  dismal  flame  they  weep; 
llieir  sledge,  by  piecemeal,  lights  the  hoary  deep. 
Mora  brings  no  comfort ;  at  her  dawn  expire 
The  latest  embers  of  their  latest  fire ; 
For  warmth  and  food  the  patient  reindeer  bleeds. 
Happier  in  death  than  those  he  warms  and  feeds. 
— ^How  long,  by  that  precarious  raft  upbuoy'd. 
They  blindly  drifted  on  a  shoreless  void ; 
How  long  Ihey  suflbr'd,  or  how  soon  they  found 
Rest  in  ie  gulC  or  peace  on  living  ground : 
— ^Whether,  by  hunger,  cold,  and  grief  consumed. 
They  perish'd  nuseraUy — and  unentomb'd 
(While  on  that  frigid  bier  their  corns  lay). 
Became  the  sea-fowl's  or  the  sea-bear's  prey ; 
— ^Whether  the  wasting  mound,  by  swifl  d^^rees. 
Exhaled  in  mist,  and  vaniih'd  from  the  seas. 
While  they,  too  weak  to  struggle  even  in  death, 
Lock'd  in  each  other's  arms  resign'd  their  breath. 
And  their  white  skeletons,  beneath  the  wave. 
Lie  intertwined  in  one  sepulchral  cave : 
— Or  meeting  some  Norwegian  bark  at  sea. 
They  deemed  its  deck  a  world  of  liberty ; 


psl  phenomois  deseribod  in  Hm  imnn^km  of 
WBsdth  of  ice,  are  iiUrodiicod  oo  UMSOlhorityof 


ao  amlMntie  nanativo  of  a  jooroey  on  aMfsa  akof  tlw  i 
of  Labrador,  bf  two  Mofama  mlwioiiariea  and  a  nonbar  of 
Eaqtumanz,  in  tbe  rear  1783.  Tha  lint  inaideot  in  tUi  Canto, 
the  daatrodion  of  tbe  •now-booae,  is  partlf  borrowed  fioBB  tha 
Muna  record. 


1  Tha/ef-*ar#«.  both  fixed  and  fkMtiaci 
taatie  and  mapiifleant  fomM,  wlttchan  adiToinafinatioa : 
eaaihr  ooavert  into  landacapahaeanerr.  0«a<x  aaja,  that  aons 
of  thaae  look  like  ehorehaa,  with  piflan,  aichaa,  poitali,aBd 
iOnnunated  windovra;  othan  like  eaallea,  widi  aqoaia  and  viral 
turreta.  A  thiid  olaa  aannna  the  appoaranee  of  riripa  hi  IMI 
aail.  to  which  pilots  have  oecaaicnally  cone  oot,  fbr  the 
poae  of  condnctim  Umb  into  harbor;  manr  asam 
huge  Uaadi,  with  UH  and  dala.  as  wel  aa  ▼illa««i,  and 
citiea.b«iUuponthenMrsinoftha8ea.  Two  nf  thaae  rtood 
for  manr  yean  n  Dtaeo  Bar.  whkh  the  Dutch  whalacB  calsi 


08 


MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


— Or  funwaid  tailing,  on  green  £rin*8  lod, 
Tliey  kneeVd  and  worilupp**!  a  delivering  God* 
Where  yet  the  blood  they  bioaght  from  Greenland 

runs 
AmoDg  the  noblest  of  oar  nster'a  aona 
— Is  all  nnknown ; — their  ice-berg  diaappean 
Amidst  the  flood  of  onretuming  yean. 

Ages  are  fled ;  and  Greenland's  hour  draws  nigh* 
Seal'd  is  the  judgment ;  all  her  laoe  must  die ; 
Commeroe  fonakes  th*  unvoyageable  seas. 
That  ye&t  by  je&i  widi  keener  rigor  fireeae ; 
Th*  embargoed  waves  in  narrower  channels  roll 
To  blue  Spitsbergen  and  the  utmost  pole ; 
A  hundred  colonies,  eiewhile  that  hiy 
On  the  green  marge  of  many  a  shelter*d  bay. 
Lapse  to  the  wilderness;  their  tenants  throng 
Where  straama  in  summer,  turbulent  and  strong. 
With  molten  ice  from  inland  Alps  supplied, 
Hold  free  communion  with  the  breathing  tide. 
'Hiat  from  the  heart  of  ocean  sends  the  flood 
Of  living  water  round  the  world,  like  blood ; 
But  Greenland's  pulse  shall  slow  and  slower  beat. 
Till  the  last  spark  of  genial  warmth  retreat. 
And,  like  a  palsied  limb  of  Nature  s  frame, 
Greenland  bt  nothing  but  a  place  and  name. 
That  crisis  oomes ;  the  w*afted  fuel  fidls ; ' 
The  cattle  perish;  fiunine  long  prevails; 
With  torpid  sloth,  intenser  seasons  bind 
The  strength  of  muscle  and  the  spring  of  mind; 
Man  droops,  his  spirits  waste,  his  powers  decay, 
— ^His  generation  soon  shall  pass  away. 

At  moonless  midnight,  on  this  naked  coast. 
How  beautifal  in  heaven  the  starry  host ! 
^ih  lambent  brilliance  o*er  those  cloister-walYs, 
Slant  from  the  firmament  a  meteor  &1I8 ; 
A  steadier  flame  from  yonder  beacon  streams. 
To  light  the  vessel,  seen  in  golden  dreams 
By  many  a  pining  wTetch,  whose  slnmbera  feign 
The  Miss  for  which  he  loobt  at  room  in  vain. 
Two  yeara  are  gone,  and  half  expHrcd  a  third 
(The  nation's  heart  is  sick  with  hope  defcrr'd), 
Since  last  for  Europe  sailM  a  Greenland  prow, 
Her  whole  marine, — so  shorn  is  Greenland  now, 
Thou|i^  once,  like  clouds  in  ether  unoonflned, 
Her  naval  wings  wore  sjMiced  to  every  wind. 
The  monk,  who  sits  the  weary  hours  to  count. 
In  the  hme  Uock-houso.  on  the  beacon  mount, 
Watching  the  east,  beholds  the  morning  star 
Eclipsed  at  rising  oVr  the  waves  afor, 
As  iC  €v  so  would  fond  expectance  think, 
A  sail  had  cruss'd  it  on  the  horizon's  brink. 
His  fer%-ent  soul,  in  ecstasy  outdrawn, 
Glows  with  the  shadows  kindling  through  the  dawn. 
Till  every  bird  that  flashes  through  the  brine 
Appears  an  arm'd  and  gallant  Inigantine ; 

1  Gtwalsnd  baa  been  nipplMd  vrith  fwri.  from  tnne  imme- 
morisL  broofffat  br  tbe  tido  from  tbe  noithem  ihores  of  Aais. 
*"*  ^*^  "•**"*»  probably  oTon  from  Caliromis.  and  Ifao  coast 
yf  Aaafics  towarda  Bcbrinc's  Straits.  This  aomial  proriaioa. 
Iwisvm,  baa  rndualbr  been  decreasmi;  for  some  roara  past 
(bsinv  paillr  ialnrepiMl  by  tbe  accumulation  of  ice),  on  the 
gjssaaof  msdrra  Greenland  towarda  DaTia's  Btraits.  Should  it 
Isil  snetadHJi.  that  country  (like  the  east)  nraat  become  onia- 
hshilsMs;  ss  the  natiTea  themarhrea  employ  wood  in  the  eoo- 
sf  their  hooaea.  their  boeia,  and  their  implaaMOts  of 
nliBs,  sad  shooting,  and  could  not  find  say  sdeqoata 


And  eveiy  soond  along  the  air  that , 

The  voice  of  clarions  and  the  roU  of  dnmm, 
— 'TIS  she!  'tis  she!  the  well4m>ivB  kad i 
With  Greenland's  banner  straaming  nt  ih«  ■ 
The  fuU-swoln  saUs,  the  spring-tide,  and  tbe 
Waft  on  her  way  the  pilgrim  of  the  aewL 
The  monks  at  matina  imuing  from  their  edk. 
Spread  the  glad  tidings ;  wUIe  their 
Wake  town  and  country,  sea  and  abore,  lo 
Unknown  for  years  on  any  mom  bat  this. 
Men,  women,  diildren  throng  the  joyoos 
Whose  mob  of  nx>ving  shadows  o'er  th* 
Lengthen  to  giants,  while  the  hoveiii^  ai 
Lights  up  a  thousand  radiant  poinla  from 
The  pilots  latmch  their  boats : — a  moe  I  i 
Tlie  strife  of  oars  is  seen  in  eveiy  Aoe ; 
Arm  against  arm  puta  forth  its  n^gfat  to 
And  guide  the  welcome  stranger  lo  tbe  ben^ 
— Shouts  from  the  shore,  the  diflb,  the  bosi^ 
No  voice,  no  signal  from  the  ship  replies; 
Nor  on  the  deck,  the  yards,  the  bow,  tbe 
Can  keenest  eye  a  hiunan  fonn  dieooB. 
Oh !  that  those  eyes  were  open'd,  tbeva  to  aaa^ 
How,  in  serene  and  dreadfiil  in^eely. 
Sits  the  destroying  Angel  at  tbe  bdm! 
— ^He,  who  hath  lately  march'd  from  i«afan 
And  from  the  palace  lo  the  peaaan 
Made  all  the  living  kindred  to  the  dond : 
Nor  man  alone,  dumb  nature  felt  hia 

Drought,  miMew,  murrain,  atrew'd  bia , 

Harvest  and  vintage  cast  their  thnflcas  ftvC 
Forests  before  him  wither*d  from  tbe  root. 
To  Greenland  now,  with  cmexbansled  pomr. 
He  o(Hnes  oommissian'd ;  and  in  evil  bow 
Propitious  elements  prepare  his  way; 
His  day  of  landing  is  a  festal  day. 


A  boat  arrives ; — lo  those  who  scale  tbe  dedu 
Of  life  appears  but  one  disastrous  wreck ; 
Fall'n  from  the  rudder  which  he  fein  bad  giMp'd. 
But  stronger  Death  his  wrestling  hold  unclMp'd, 
The  film  of  darkness  freezing  o'er  hia  eyea, 
A  lukewarm  corpse,  the  brave  conunandcr  lies ; 
Survivor  sole  of  all  his  buried  ciew. 
Whom  one  by  one  the  rife  contagion  alew. 
Just  when  the  cliffi  of  Greenland  cheer'd  b«  aghl, 
Kven  from  their  pinnacle  his  soul  took  fligbL 
Chill'd  at  the  spectacle,  the  pilots  ga^y 
One  on  another,  lost  in  blank  amaae ; 
But  from  approaching  boats,  when  rivab  thra^ 
They  seize  the  helm,  in  silence  steer  aloi^. 
And  cast  their  anchor,  'midst  exulting  cries. 
That  make  the  rocks  the  echoes  of  the  akiea, 
1111  the  mysterious  signs  of  woes  to  come. 
Circled  by  whispers,  strike  the  uproar  dumbu 
Rumor  afivma,  that  by  some  heinous  spell 
Of  LapUnd  witches,  crew  and  captain  fell ; 
None  guess  the  secret  of  perfidioua  fete, 
>Vhich  all  shall  know  too  wootu — ^yet  know  too  iMe. 

The  mcnks,  who  claim  the  ship,  divide  die 
Of  food  and  raiment,  at  their  oonvent-dooi& 
— A  mother,  hastening  to  her  cheerieas  ■hH. 
Breaks  to  her  Uttle  ones  tmtasted  breed ; 
Chunorous  as  nestling  buds,  the  hungry  band 
Receive  a  mortal  poitkio  at  her  hand. 
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d  equal  love  the  bert  omfSBr, 
ict  oSecOaia  dear  to  her; 
dedge  that  to  her  spouse  she  gave, 
)m  till  ho  was  in  his  grave ; 
darling,  that  to  her  most  kind  { 
ice  a  twin,  the  sixth  is  blind : 
ves ; — in  each  by  turns  she  dies ; 
stilence  before  her  eyes, 
id  all  are  slain ; — the  heaviest  doom 
ice-barr'd  cottage  is  their  tombu 
1,  whose  limbs  are  impotent  with  oold, 
otHufivt  of  a  mantle  roll'd, 
slumber  on  his  soul*s  desire ; 
mom,  as  wrapt  in  flames  of  fire ; 
,  when  from  his  breast  he  tore 
venom'd  with  the  Centaur's  gore, 
pangs  than  he,  who,  mad  with  rage, 
j^uHf,  or  rolls  in  snow,  t*  assuage 
■  agony ;  the  rankling  dart 
lums  tiU  it  consumes  his  heart 
vale  th'  aflnghted  victims  fly, 
B^ve  the  plague  with  every  sigh ; 
iminatiw  the  purest  veins, 
k  Death  throuj^  all  the  region  ieigni.> 

fe  no  ship  again  to  Greenhmd's  diosef 
another : — there  shall  come  no  more ; 
I  reach  an  haven : — ^What  are  these 
Mouments  upon  the  seas  f 
impotence,  in  wondrous  fi>rm% 
I  mountains  in  the  stonnsf 
lation's  eye  can  roll, 
Alpine  gladeis  to  die  pole 
bole  eastern  coast ;  and  branching  wide, 
nny  a  league  th'  indignant  tide, 
nd  frets,  with  unavailing  flow, 
asage  to  the  beach  below ; 
its  neck  that  winter-yoke  to  rend, 
e  gulf  the  crashing  fragments  send, 
vessel  in  this  realm  of  fiost, 
,  nor  stranded,  yet  for  ever  lost ; 
dded  in  the  solid  mass ; 
sails  appear  expanded  glass ; 
le  ropes  with  pearls  enormous  strung, 
ih  icicles  grotesquely  hung, 
topmost  shrouds  there  rests  a  boy, 
jing  father's  only  joy ; 
a  race  of  rovers,  ocean-bom, 
)  helm,  he  trod  dry-land  with  scorn; 
score  years  from  port  to  port  he  veer'd, 
Dr  rock,  nor  fi>e,  nor  tempest  fear'd; 
ore,  though  like  a  hulk  he  lie, 
i  is  ever  in  his  eye, 
letic  thought,  from  age  to  age, 
waves  his  ofliqiring's  heritage : 
1  know,  in  his  Norwegian  cot, 
tat  son's  career,  how  strange  his  lot; 
id  Uie  mast,  and  sepulchred  in  air, 
worm  devour,  no  vulture  tear ; 
adamant  his  frame  shall  last, 
les  change,  till  time  and  tide  be  past 


On  deck,  in  groups  embncing  as  diey  died^ 
Singly,  erect,  or  slumbering  side  by  sid*. 
Behold  the  crew ! — Hey  nil'd,  with  hope  eltti^ 
For  eastem  Greenland ;  till,  ensnared  by  ftte. 
In  Unls  that  mock'd  their  utmost  strength  and  ddll, 
They  felt,  as  by  a  charm,  their  ship  stand  still; 
The  madness  of  the  wildest  gale  that  blows. 
Were  mercy  to  that  shudder  of  repose. 
When  withering  honor  struck  from  heart  to  heait. 
The  blunt  rebound  of  Death's  benumbing  dart^ 
And  each,  a  petrifiKstkm  at  his  post. 
Looked  on  yon  father,  and  gave  up  the  g^bost;' 
He,  meekly  kneeling,  with  his  hands  upraised. 
His  beard  of  driven  snow,  eyea  fiz'd  and  glased. 
Alone  araoog  the  deed  shall  yet  survive, 
— ^Th'  imperiahable  dead  that  seem  alive ; 
—Hi'  immortal  dead,  whose  spirits,  breaking  free. 
Bore  Ua  laat  words  into  etemi^. 
While  with  a  seraph's  seal,  a  Christian's  kive. 
Till  his  tongue  AU'd,  he  spoke  of  joys  above. 
Now  motkmleaB,  amidst  the  icy  air. 
He  breathes  from  marble  lips  onnttei'd  prqrer. 
The  chMidi  ooodeuaed,  with  dark,  unfardnn  hne 
Of  stormy  purple,  overhang  his  view. 
Save  in  the  wert,  to  which  he  struna  his  si|^ 
One  golden  streak,  that  grows  intensely  bri^il^ 
Till  thenoe  th'  emeiging  sun,  with  lightning  bluDi^ 
Fours  the  whole  quiver  of  his  arrowy  nqra; 
The  smitten  rocks  to  instant  diamond  turn. 
And  round  th'  expiring  saint  such  visiooB  bom. 
As  if  the  gates  of  Pandiae  were  thrown 
Wide  open  to  receive  his  soul ;        'tis  flown ! 
Tlie  glory  vanishes,  and  over  all 
Cimmerian  darkness  spreads  her  funeral  palL 

Mom  shall  ntnm,  and  noon,  and  eve,  and  night 
Meet  here  with  interchanging  shade  and  light ; 
But  from  this  bark  no  timber  shall  decqr. 
Of  these  cold  forms  no  feature  pass  away ; 
Perennial  ke  around  th'  incrusted  bow. 
The  peopled  deck,  and  full-rigg'd  masts  shall  grow. 
Till  from  the  sun  himself  the  whole  be  hid. 
Or  spied  beneath  a  crystal  pyramid ; 
As  in  puro  amber,  with  divergent  lines, 
A  rugged  shell  emboss'd  with  sea-weed  shines. 
From  age  to  age  increased  with  annual  snow. 
This  new  Mont  Blanc  among  the  clouds  may  glow. 
Whose  conic  peak,  that  earliest  greets  the  dawn. 
And  latest  from  the  sun's  diut  eye  withdrawn. 
Shall  from  the  zenith,  through  incumbent  gloom. 
Bum  like  a  lamp  upon  this  naval  tomb. 
But  when  th'  archangel's  trumpet  sounds  on  hi|^ 
The  pile  shall  burst  to  atoms  through  the  sky. 
And  leave  its  dead,  upstarting,  at  the  call. 
Naked  and  pale,  beforo  the  Judge  of  all 

Once  more  to  Greenland's  long-fboaken  beach. 
Which  loot  of  man  again  shall  never  reach. 


hUioD  of  old  Gretnltnd  isiopposad  to  ba?8  boeo 
itad  bf  the  iotrodiictioo  of  tho  piscm,  whkk, 
I  of  Um  Black  DtMik,  lasde  dresdfU  havoe 
ope  lowanb  Uw  close  of  the  fcartiSBlh  eentny. 

W 


1  T1>e  Dmuak  Cknmiat  laye.  that  the  QreenhmJ 
were  tnbutaiy  to  tlw  Unas  of  Nofwsy  fhxn  the  retr  1083 ;  sooa 
sfter  wUeh  they  esihraeed  Cfariilisnity.  InitiiDonfloariiUng 
period  this  proriDeeiB  listed  to  have  been  dirided  intoskoa- 
drad  periihei,  under  the  eapedmendeoce  of  a  hiehep.  IVo« 
1]»  lo  MQBL  the  eneeesiioe  of  sevem 
In  the  Isst-memiooed  yssr,UhidmB,  ordokied  bjshsp  of  Oi 
knd  bf  AkiU,  erckM^op  of  Dwwtheii 
but  whettsr  he  aiiifid  there,  or  wss 
kaaank  TsUsiaMghisdiiloiUswis 
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win0i  lier  ffii^  eipkrai 
TIm  Bnrdfc  of  pHiilMioe  along  the  riiofei. 
And  ««  how  Famine  in  hii  alepi  hadi  paced. 
While  Whyar  laid  the  loa  fiir  eirer  waMe. 
D«raOin0i  are  heape  of  6]l*n  or  ftlling  Hoiiei, 
Ihm  ehuiiBl4ioaMi  of  naboiied  bonei. 
On  iHnA  obnene  and  prowling  mooeten  fed, 
Bat  with  the  rnna  in  their  jam  fell  dead. 
Thm  while  Pealniction,  Wiirting  youth  and  age, 
Ri^  tin  It  wanted  wctima  fer  in  rage ; 
Lo^  die  laat  feeling  diat  fiom  life  letiiee, 
Bkw  tke  feint  iparhi  of  hia  unliieird  firea. 
In  the  eold  aomhine  of  yon  narrow  dell 
Afleetian  lingen^— Acre  two  loven  dwell, 
Greenknd'i  whole  fenily;  nor  long  feikni, 
Tliwe  conwi  a  ▼iaitMit;  a  babe  ii  bom. 
Cyer  hia  maek  helpie—Mw  the  parenti  ■nfled ; 
T  wia  Hope— iv  Hope  ii  eyeiy  mother'i  child ; 
Tlien  aeem^  they,  in  that  world  of  eolitude, 
The  Etb  and  Adui  of  a  raoe  renew*d. 
Brief  h^ipineH!  loo  perikue  to  laat ; 
Hie  moon  hadi  wax'd  and  waned,  and  all  is  paat: 
BefaoU  the  end :— one  mom,  athwart  the  wall, 
Hiey  maifc'd  the  ehadow  of  a  reindeer  fell, 
Boondiiv  in  tamelem  fieedom  o'er  the  mow : 
The  fether  track*d  him,  and  widi  fetal  bow 
Smote  down  the  victim ;  bat  befere  his  ejres, 
A  rabid  die-bear  pounced  upon  the  priae ; 
A  shaft  into  the  sjioiler's  flank  be  sent. 
She  tnm'd  in  wraith,  and  limb  fiom  limb  had  rent 
Hie  hunter;  but  his  dagger's  plunging  sled. 
With  riven  bosom,  made  the  monster  reel ; 
Unvanquish*d,  both  to  closer  combat  flew, 
Asmilanta  each,  till  each  the  other  slew ; 
Mingling  their  blood  from  mutual  wounds,  they  lay 
Streteh*d  on  the  carcass  of  their  antler'd  prey. 


Meanwhile  his  paitner  waits,  her  heoit  at  m 
No  burthen  but  ber  in&nt  on  her  breast : 
With  him  she  dumbera,  or  with  him  she  ph9% 
And  teUs  him  all  her  dreams  of  fidnrediTB^ 
AA»  him  a  djoaamd  questions,  feigns  re|iie^ 
And  reads  wliate*er  she  widiea  in  hia 
— ^Red  erening  comes ;  no  husband'a 
Where  fell  die  reindeer's  o'er  die  lotiieed 
Tis  nii^t;  no  footstep  sounds  lowawls  her  door; 
Hie  dqr  letams,^ — bat  he  letoma  no 
Infienqr  fenhahesalUeB;  and  with 
To  which  no  Toioe  except  her  own  lepliBa 
bi  fii^itftil  echoea,  starling  an  anand. 
Where  human  voice  agam  dioB  never 
She  seeks  him,  finds  1^  not; 
bi  mer^  tome  her  fiiom  die  corpse 
Perhaps  his  own  fteed  spirit,  Imgemg 
Who  waits  to  waft  her  to  a  happier  aphers. 
But  leads  her  fint,  at  evening,  to  their  col. 
Where  Ues  die  litde  one,  aU  day  fivgot; 
Imparadised  in  sleep  die  finds  Um  thora, 
Kians  his  dwek,  and  fareathea  a  nsodier' 
Tliree  days  die  languishes,  nor  can  she 
One  tear,  between  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
When  hiff  lost  spouse  comes  e^er  the  widow'iB  feomM. 
The  pangs  of  memory  are  to  madneas  munglbt; 
But  when  her  suckling's  eager  lips  are  M^ 
Her  heart  would  fidn---but  oh !  it  cannot    mslt; 
At  lengdi  it  breaks,  while  on  her  lap  he  fiei^ 
Wldi  baby  wonder  gazing  in  her  ejrea. 
Poor  orplun!  mine  is  not  a  hand  to  tiaoe 
Thy  litde  story,  Isst  of  aU  diy  race ! 
Not  long  thy  suflferings ;  cold  and  colder  grown, 
Tlie  arms  that  claq;>  thee  chiU  thy  limbs  to  slana 
— T  is  done  »—4h)m  Greenland's  ooaet,  the  latest  agk 
Bore  infent  innocence  beyond  the  sky. 


Sbonstt  of  zum. 


PREFACE. 


In  die  foOowing  Imitations  of  portions  of  the  true 
**  SmtgM  if  SRtm^"  the  audior  pretends  not  to  have 
succeeded  better  than  any  that  have  gone  before  him; 
but,  having  Mlowed  in  the  track  of  none,  he  would 
venture  to  hope,  diat,  by  avoiding  die  nigged  literal- 
ity  of  some,  and  the  dilKisive  panphrsses  of  others, 
be  may,  in  a  few  instances,  have  approached  nearer 
than  either  of  them  have  generally  done,  to  die  ideal 
model  of  what  devotional  poems,  in  a  modem  tongue, 
grounded  upon  the  subjects  of  ancient  psalms,  ]ret 
suited  for  Christian  edification,  ought  to  be.  Beyond 
this  he  dare  not  say  more  than  that,  whatever  symp- 
toms of  feeblenoss  or  bad  taste  may  be  betmyed  in 
the  execution  of  these  pieces,  he  oflers  not  to  the 
public  the  premature  fiuiti  of  idleness  or  haste.  So 
fer  as  he  recoOecta,  he  has  endeavored  to  do  his  best, 
and,  in  doing  so,  be  has  never  hesitated  to  sacrifice 
ambitioas  ornament  to  simplicity,  clearness,  and  force 
of  thought  and  exprasBOik    If,  in  the  event,  it  dwU 


be  found  that  he  has  added  a  litde  to  die  ■nafl  na- 
tional stock  of "  psalm  and  hymni,  and  spiritoal  soi^'* 
in  which  piety  speaks  the  language  of  poetiy,  and 
poetry  die  language  of  inspiration,  he  tmslB  thsl  he 
win  be  humbly  contented,  and  unfeignedly  t^—Afci 

SmemzLD,  JMby  21, 1823. 


PSALM  L 

Thucb  happy  he,  who  diuns  the  way 
That  leads  ungodly  mm  astray ; 
Who  feaiB  to  stand  where  sinners  meet. 
Nor  with  the  soomer  takes  his  seaL 

The  law  of  God  is  his  delight ; 
That  clood  by  day,  that  fire  by  night, 
ShaU  be  his  comfort  in  distress. 
And  guide  him  through  the  wilderness. 

His  works  shaU  prosper ; — he  shaU  be 
A  fixdtftil,  fiur,  unwithering  tree. 
That,  planted  where  die  river  flows. 
Nor  dnnq^  nor  fiost,  nor  miMew  knows. 
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Not  lo  tiM  wiekfld  »— diejr  are  CMt 
lik*  4^iff  apon  this  eddjriog  Uast: 
Id  jodgmflot  tliejr  ahall  quake  fiir  dnad. 
Nor  widi  the  ri^itaoiii  lift  thair  head. 

For  God  hath  ipied  thmr  lecrat  path. 
And  tfaejr  diall  peruhinhii  wrath; 
He  too  hath  maik'd  his  people's  road. 
And  brings  them  to  his  own  abode. 


PSALM  m. 

Tbi  Tempter  to  my  soul  hath  said, 
'*There  is  no  help  in  God  for  thee :** 

Lord,  lift  dKHi  up  thy  servant's  head. 
My  glory,  shield,  and  solace  be. 

ThoB  to  the  Lord  I  raised  my  cry : 
He  heard  me  from  his  holy  hUl ; 

At  his  oommand  the  waves  roll'd  by-— 
He  beokDo'd,  and  the  winds  were  still. 

I  laid  me  down  and  slept  >— I  woke — 
Thou,  Loid,  my  spirit  didst  sustain ; 

Bri|^  fiom  the  east  the  morning  broke, 
Tlqr  oonfiMts  rose  on  me  again. 

I  win  not  ftar,  tiiaugh  aimed  thiongi 
Compass  my  steps,  in  all  their  wrath ; 

flalvBtkm  to  iLe  Lord  belongs, 

Wm  prmence  guards  his  people's  padi. 


PSALM  IV. 
Nal. 

Wm  loQg,  ye  sons  of  men,  will  ye 
The  servant  of  the  Lord  despise, 

Delii^  yourselves  with  vanity. 
And  trust  in  reftiges  of  lies  T 

Know  that  the  Lord  hath  set  apart 

The  godly  man  in  every  age : 
He  loves  a  meek  and  bwly  hearfr— 

His  people  are  his  heritage. 

Then  smd  in  awe,  nor  dare  to  sin : 

Cnmmnne  with  your  own  heart ;  be  still ; 

Tlie  Lord  requireth  truth  within, 
Tbesaeiifioe  of  mind  and  wiU. 


PSALM  IV. 

NO.S. 
Wmui  muqr  ay,  in  Natore's 

Ah!  who  win  show  the  way  to  btissf 
Laid,  lift  on  OS  tfiy  saving  lighU- 

We  seek  no  other  guide  £an  this. 

Gladness  thy  sacred  presence  brings, 
More  than  the  joyftil  reaper  knowe; 

Or  he  who  treads  the  grapes,  and  sings. 
While  with  new  wine  his  vat  o'cdtow& 

In  peace  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep; 

Thine  arm,  O  Lord,  shaU  slay  my  head ; 
T^ina  angel  spread  his  tent,  and  keep 

Hia  midnight  watch  around  my  bed. 


PSALM  VOL 

O  Loan,  our  Kjng,  how  exceUent, 
Thy  name  on  earth  is  known! 

Thy  gkiry  in  the  firmament 
How  wonderfuUy  riiown ! 

Yet  are  the  humble  dear  to  Tliee ; 

Thy  praises  are  conlest 
By  in&nts  lisping  on  die  knee. 

And  sncUings  at  the  brent 

When  I  behold  the  heavens  on  high. 

The  VTork  of  thy  ri^^t  hand ; 
Tlie  moon  and  stars  amid  the  sky. 

Thy  lights  in  every  land : — 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  thou  shouldst  deign 

On  him  to  set  thy  love. 
Give  him  on  earth  awhile  to  reign. 

Then  fill  a  thraoe  above  t 

O  Lord,  how  exceUent  thy  name ! 

How  manifiM  thy  ways ! 
Let  Time  thy  saving  truth  prodaim. 

Eternity  thy  praise. 


PSALM  XI. 

Thb  Lord  is  in  his  holy  place, 

And  firom  his  throne  on  high 
He  looks  upon  the  human  race 

With  omnipresent  eye. 

He  proves  the  righteous,  marks  their  path ; 

In  Him  the  weak  are  strong; 
But  violence  provokes  his  wmth, 

The  Lord  abhorreth  wrong. 

God  on  the  wicked  will  rain  down 
Brimstone,  and  fire,  and  snares ; 

The  gUxm  and  tempest  of  his  firown 
— This  portion  shisll  be  theirs. 

The  righteous  Lord  wiU  take  delight 

Alone  in  righteousness ; 
The  just  are  pleasing  in  his  sight. 

The  humble  He  wiU  bless. 


PSALM  XIX 
Nal. 

Tht  glory.  Lord,  the  heavens  dedare^ 
The  firmament  displays  thy  skill ; 

Tlie  «»h««gmg  clouds,  the  viewless  9ir, 
Tempest  and  calm,  thy  word  fiilfil ; 

Day  unto  day  doth  utter  speedi. 

And  nii^t  to  night  diy  knowledge  taacfa. 

Though  voice  iior  sound  inSam  the  ear, 
Well4nown  the  language  of  their  soog. 

When  one  by  one  the  stars  appear. 
Led  by  the  silent  moon  along, 

TiU  round  the  earth,  fiom  aU  the  sky. 

Thy  beauty  beams  oa  tmrri  «<|«. 
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Waked  bf  thy  toudi,  the  moming  ran 
Gomee  like  m  hridcgfooiii  fiom  his  bower. 

And,  like  m  fljient,  glad  to  nm 
ffii  bri|^  career  with  tpeed  and  power; 

— Thy  fluning  mewenger,  to  dart 

life  thnN^  the  depdi  of  Natmli  heart. 

While  these  transporting  yioooB  shine 
Akog  the  padi  of  Fhmdenee^ 

Gkify  eternal,  joy  divine, 

Thy  word  reveals,  tnumeoding 

— My  soul  thy  goodness  kmgs  to  see^ 

Thy  love  to  man*  thy  lova  to  ma. 


PSALM  XDL 

NaS. 

Tbt  law  is  perfect,  Lord  of  hf^ 

Thy  testimonies  sore. 
The  statutes  of  thy  ntlm  are  right. 

And  thy  oommaodments  pore. 

Holy,  inviolate  iky  fear, 

Endniing  as  thy  throne ; 
Thy  judgments,  rhsstening  or  sev«pe, 

JiHtioeand  tnilh  akne. 

Biore  prised  diangold^ — than  gold  whose  waste 

Refining  fire  expels; 
Sweeter  than  hooey  tomy  tasta, 

Ulan  hooey  fioas  the  cells. 

Let  these,  O  God,  my  soul  eonvert. 

And  nttke  thy  servant  wise ; 
Let  these  be  gladnev  to  my  heart. 

The  daLj-mpnog  to  mine  eyes. 

By  these  may  I  be  wam'd  betimes; 

Who  knows  the  guile  within  f 
Lord,  save  me  firom  presamptooos  crimes, 

Cleanse  me  fiom  secret  sin. 


So  may  the  words  my  lips  msem, 
The  thooghti  that  throng  my  mind, 

O  Laid,  say  strength  and  righteooHiem ! 
With  thee  aooeptanoe  linl 


PSALM  zxm. 

Thk  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  no  want  diall  I  know; 

I  feed  in  green  pastures,  safe4blded  I  rest : 
He  leadeth  my  sool  where  the  still  waters  flow, 

Restores  nte  when  wandering,  redeems  when  op- 


Throng  the  vaBey  and  shadow  of  deadithons^  I  stray 
Since  ihov  art  aiy  gosrdian,  no  evil  I  fear; 

Thy  rod  shall  defend  aw,  thy  stsJT  he  my  stay. 
No  hana  cao  befeD,  with  way  Cuasfcrter  near. 


Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  boimlifal 

Still  foUow  my  stops  tiU  I 
I  seek« — by  the  path  which  my 

Thioagh  the  land  of  their 
of  feve. 


PSALM  XXIV. 
NaL 

Thk  earth  is  thine,  Jehovah, — diine 
Its  peopled  realms  and  wealdiy 

Boik  on  the  flood,  by  power  diviaak 
The  waves  are  ramparts  to  the 


In  the  mUsi  of  aiKctni  og^  table  k  sproMl ; 

With  bleanngs  nwfasuiiil  my  cop  rmiaeth  o*er. 
¥^ith  perfome  and  oil  thon  anointest  my  head; 

O  what  sfaaU  I  ask  of  tkgr  peovidflMa  more  r 


Bat  who  dudl  readi  diine  holy  plaee. 
Or  who,  O  Lord,  ascend  thine  hiUf 

The  pure  in  heart  shall  see  thy  feoa. 
The  perfect  man  that  doth  tlqr  ariO. 


He  who  to  bribes  hath  ckised  his  hand. 
To  idols  never  bent  the  knee. 

Nor  sworn  in  felsehood^— he  diall  stand 
Redeemed,  and  own'd,  and  kept  fay  IVe 


PSALM  XXIV. 

NaS. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates^  and  wide 
Tour  everlasting  doois  dmplay ; 

Te  angel-guards,  Idee  flames  divide. 
And  give  the  King  of  Gkwy  w:sy. 

Who  is  the  King  of  Gk>Iy^— He 
The  hold  Omnipotent  to  save. 

Whose  own  right-enn  in  vietoiy 

Led  captive  Death,  and  qnil'd  the  grave 

Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates,  and  high 
Your  everlasting  portals  heave ; 

Weloonse  the  King  of  Glory  nigh — 
Him  let  the  heaven  of  heavens  receive. 

Who  is  the  King  of  Gkwy  It— who? 

The  Lord  of  Hosts— befaoM  hk 
The  kingdom,  power  and  honor  due 

Yield  him,  ye  samts,  with  glad 


PSALM  xxvn. 

NaL 

God  is  my  stroog  salvation. 

What  fee  have  I  to  fearl 
bi  dsfkness  and  temptation 

My  light,  my  help,  'm  near: 
Though  hosts  encamp  around  m 

Finn  to  the  fight  I  aland ; 
What  terror  can  confound  me. 

With  God  at  my  right  huHl  ? 


Flaceon  the  Lord 

My  soul,  with  courage  wait ; 
Hip  tniih  be  thine  aflince. 

When  feint  and  desolate : 
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Wb  niigfat  thine  heart  diall  strengthen, 

W»  love  thy  joy  increase ; 
Mercy  thy  days  shall  lengdien— • 

The  Lord  will  give  thee  peace. 


PSALM  XXVII. 
Na3. 

Onb  tiling,  with  all  my  soul's  desire, 

I  sooi^t  and  will  porrae ; 
What  tidne  own  Spirit  doth  inspire, 

Loid,  ibr  thy  servant  da 

Grant  me  within  thy  courts  a  place. 

Among  thy  saints  a  seat, 
For  ever  to  behold  thy  fiice. 

And  worship  at  thy  feet : — 

In  thy  pavilion  to  abide 

When  storms  of  trouble  blow, 

And  in  diy  tabernacle  hide, 
Secure  fiom  every  fi>e. 

**  Seek  ye  my  &ce;*' — ^without  delay, 
When  thus  I  bear  Thee  speak. 

My  heart  would  leap  ibr  joy,  and  say, 
**  Thy  face,  Lord,  will  I  seek." 

il. 


Then  leave  me  not  when  grie& 
And  earthly  comforts  flee ; 

When  fUher,  mother,  kindred  fiul. 
My  Ood,  remember  me. 

Oft  had  I  fiunted,  and  resign*d 

Of  every  hope  my  hold, 
But  mine  aflSUctions  brought  to  mind 

Thy  benefits  of  old. 

Wait  on  the  Lord,  with  courage  wait; 

My  soul,  disdain  to  fear; 
The  righteous  Judge  is  at  the  gate. 

And  thy  redemption  near. 


PSALM  XXIX. 

Give  gloiy  to  God  in  the  highest :  give  piaise, 
Te  notie,  ye  mighty,  with  joyfbl  accord ; 

AU-wise  are  his  counsels,  all-perfect  his  wajrs : 
In  die  beauty  of  holiness  worship  the  Lord. 


The  voice  of  the  Lord  on  the  ocean  is  known. 
The  God  of  eternity  thundereth  abroad ; 

'nie  voice  of  the  Lord,  from  the  depth  of  his  throne. 
Is  terror  and  power : — all  nature  is  awed. 

At  the  voice  of  the  Lord  the  cedars  are  bow*d. 
And  towefs  ftom  their  bMe  into  ndn  are  hul'd ; 

Hie  voice  of  the  Lord,  from  the  dark-bosom'd  cloud. 
Dissevers  die  tigfatning  in  flames  o'er  the  world. 

See  Lebanon  bound,  like  the  kid  on  his  rocks, 
And  wfld  as  the  unicorn  Sirion  appear; 

Hie  wildemeas  quakes  with  the  resonant  Aodn; 
The  hmds  cast  their  young  m  the  trandl  of  lear. 
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The  voice  of  the  Lord  through  the  cofan  of  the  vnx 
Awakens  its  echoes,  strikes  light  through  its  cave 

The  Lord  sitteth  King  on  the  turbulent  flood ; 
The  winds  are  his  servants,  his  servants  the  wayc 

The  Lord  is  the  strength  of  his  people ;  die  Loid 
Gives  health  to  his  people,  and  peace  evermore 

Then  throng  to  hb  temple,  his  glory  record. 
But,  Oh !  when  he  speaketh,  in  silence  adore. 


PSALM  XXX. 

Tea,  I  win  extol  Thee, 

Lord  of  life  and  light. 
For  thine  arm  upheld  me, 

Tum'd  my  fbes  to  flight : 
I  implored  thy  succor. 

Thou  wert swift  to  save; 
Heal  my  wounded  spirit. 

Bring  roe  from  the  grove. 

Sng,  ye  saints,  sing  praises, 

Call  his  love  to  mind. 
For  a  moment  angry. 

But  for  ever  kind ; 
Grief  may,  like  a  pilgrim. 

Through  the  ni^t  sqjoum. 
Yet  shall  joy  to-morrow 

With  the  sun  return. 

In  my  wealth  I  vaunted, 

"  Nought  shall  move  me  hence ; " 
Thou  hadst  made  my  mountain 

Stroi^f  in  my  defence : 
— Then  Uiy  fiice  was  hidden, 

TrouUe  laid  me  low, 
"  Lord,"  I  cried  most  humbly, 

"  Why  forsake  me  so  ? 

**  Would  my  bkxxl  appease  Thee, 

In  atonement  died  f 
Can  the  dust  give  glory « — 

Praise  employ  the  dead  f 
Hear  me,  Loord,  in  mercy ! 

God,  my  helper,  hear :" 
— Long  TIkhi  didst  not  tarry. 

Help  and  health  were  near. 

lliou  hast  tum'd  my  mourning 

Into  minstrelsy, 
Girded  me  with  gladness. 

Set  from  thraldom  free  : 
Thee  my  ransom'd  powers 

Hencefbrdi  shall  adore^^- 
Thee,  my  great  Deliverer, 

Bless  for  evermore. 


PSALM  XXXIX. 

Lord,  let  me  know  mine  end, 
My  days,  how  brief  their  date, 

That  I  may  timely  comprehend 
How  frail  my  best  estate. 


257 


74 


MONTGOlffiKrS  POBTfCAL  WORKa 


Tliee; 


Iff  life  ii  but  m  qm, 
Ifine  ag^anoDght 

BImw  in  fail  U^MM 
!■  diMt  and  Yamty. 


A  iJMwiow  •▼CD  in  hflwdit 
DiH|iiieCed  widi  pride; 

Or,  Rk^'d  widi  ewe,  he  heepe  op 
Whidi  unknown  hein  divide. 

Wliet  seek  I  now,  O  Laid  f 
My  hope  is  in  thy  name ; 

Bkl  oat  my  aine  fiom  Uqr  raooid. 
Nor  give  me  np  to 


Dumb  at  thy  feet  I  lie. 

For  ibfoa  hait  brooght  me  low : 
Remove  thy  jndgmenla,  leat  I  die ; 

I  feint  beneadi  thy  blow. 

At  thy  rebuke,  the  Uoom 
Of  man*a  vain  beanty  iliea, 

And  grief  diaU,  like  a  moth,  ooorame 
All  that  deli^iti  our  eyea. 

Have  pity  on  my  fean, 

Hetfken  to  my  request, 
Tnm  not  in  aOenoe  feom  my  team, 

Bat  give  the  monmer  reat 

A  itranger.  Lord,  with  Thee, 

I  walk  on  pilgrimage. 
Where  all  my  fethem,  ooee  like  me, 

Si^ioiim'd  fiom  age  to  aga 

O  apare  me  yet,  I  pray ; 

Awhile  my  atrength  leitoio. 
Ere  I  am  aommoo'd  hence  away. 

And  Been  on  earth  no  more. 


PSALM  Jan 

NdL 

As  the  hart,  with  eager  ]ook% 
Fuiteth  fer  the  waler-brooka. 
So  my  aool,  athiist  fer  lliee, 
Fuita  the  living  God  to  aee : 
When,  O  when,  with  filial  fear, 
Loid,  ahall  I  to  Thee  dmw  near  f 

Tean  my  feed  by  night,  fay  day 
Grief  oonsumea  my  aln«igth  away: 
While  hia  craft  the  Tempter  pliea, 
"Where  ianow  thy  God?"  heeriea; 
This  woold  sink  me  to  deapoir. 
Bat  I  poar  my  aool  in  prayer. 

For  in  happier  timea,  I  went 
Where  the  moltitode  fiecfaent : 
I,  with  them,  waa  woot  to  bring 
Homage  to  thy  coortv,  my  Kii^ ; 
L  widi  them,  waa  wont  to  nuae 
Feald  hymna  on  holy  daya. 


Why  aitdioo  caat  down,my  aodlf 
God,  thy  God,  Aall  make  ihee  whofe; 
Why  ait  thoa  diaqaietedf 
God  afaaD  lift  thy  fellen  heed ; 
And  hia  countenance  benign 
Be  the  saving  health  of  thine. 


PSALM  XLO. 
NdS. 


HBaism,  Loid,  to  my 
For  my  aool  widiin  me 
Thee,  fer  ofi)  I  call  tomind« 
lia  tte  laud  I  Ian  bawimi. 
Where  the  alreana  of  Jordan 
Where  the  heighta  of  HeimoB 

Tempeat^ost,  my  feilingbark 
Foonden  on  the  ocean  dark ; 
Deep  to  deep  aroond  me  ealla. 
With  the  rash  of  water4dla; 
While  I  plunge  to  lower  oavea, 
Overwhelm*d  by  all  thy 


Ooee  the  moming'a  eoriieat  light 
Brought  thy  mercy  to  ray  aiglrt. 
And  my  wakeAil  aong  waa  heaid 
Later  than  the  evening  bird ; 
Hmt  dxMi  aD  my  prayen  fergotf 
Doat  Thoo  acorn,  or  hear  dieoi  not? 

Why,  my  aool,  ait  thou  perpkuMt 
Why  with  feithlesa  trouble  vez'd  f 
Hope  in  God,  whoae  saving  name 
Thou  dialt  joyfully  proclaim. 
When  his  oountmance  shall  diine 
llirou^  the  ckmds  that  darken  thine. 


PSALM  LXm. 

(Cootinattioa  oiPtOm  XLII.J 

Na3. 

JinMiB  me.  Lord,  in  righteooaneai ; 
Plead  fer  me  in  my  distress ; 
Good  and  merdiul  Thou  ait. 
Bind  this  bleeding  broken  heart; 
Cast  me  not  despairii^  hence. 
Be  thy  love  my  confidence. 

Send  thy  light  and  truth  to  guide 
Me,  too  pnoe  to  turn  oride. 
On  thy  holy  hill  to  rest. 
In  thy  tabernacles  blest; 
There,  to  God,  my  chiefest  joy, 
Phuse  shall  all  my  powers  employ. 

Why,  my  soul,  art  thou  dismayed  t 
Why  of  earth  or  hell  afhud  ? 
Truat  in  God  ^-nlkdam  to  yield, 
Whfle  o*er  thee  He  casts  hia  shieU, 
And  his  countenance  divine 
Sheda  the  light  of  Heaven  on  thine. 
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PSALM  XLVL 
Nal. 

God  ii  our  rsfiige  and  deftooe. 
In  trouble  our  unfiuling  aid ; 

SecuTO  in  liii  omnipotenoa, 
Wbit  toe  can  make  our  aoul 


t 


Yea,  ihaoi^  the  earth's  fonndatiopa  voek. 
And  mountains  down  the  gulf  be  hurl'd, 

ffii  people  mile  amid  the  afaock, 
Tliej  knk  beyond  thia  tranneDt  world. 

TiMra  k  a  liver  pore  and  bright, 

Whoae  itreama  make  glad  £e  heavenly  jdaini; 
Where,  in  eternity  of  li^t. 

Hie  dty  of  our  God  remaina. 

Boih  by  tiie  word  of  hia  command. 
With  hie  mdooded  preaence  Ueat, 

Firm  as  hii  dirone  the  bolwariB  stand; 
There  ia  our  home,  our  hope,  our  rest 

llutfaar  let  finvent  ftith  aspire. 

Our  treasore  and  our  heart  be  there ; 

O  fiir  a  aeraph's  wing  of  fire ! 
No^— on  the  migl^  winp  of  prayer^ — 

We  iiadi  at  oDoe  that  last  ralreat. 
And,  noged  aaong  the  ranaom'd  throng, 

Fan  with  die  Elders  at  Us  ftet, 
Whoae  name  akoe  inspirea  their  aong. 


Ah,  aoon,  how  soon!  our  spiritB  droop;    ' 
Unwoot  the  air  of  Heaven  to  breathe : 

Tet  God  in  very  deed  will  stoops 
And  dwell  Hhnself  with  men  beneath. 

Come  to  thy  living  temples,  then. 
As  in  the  ancient  timee  appear; 

Let  earth  be  paradise  again. 

And  man,  O  God,  thine  image  here. 


PSALM  XLVL 

Na3. 

Comb  and  behold  the  works  of  God, 

What  deaolations  He  vriU  OMike; 
In  vengeance  when  He  wields  his  rod. 
The  heathen  rage,  their  kingdoms  quake  : 
He  ntters  fiMth  his  voice  ^-'tis  ftlt ; 
like  wax  the  world's  ibondatMns  melt; 
The  Lord  of  hosti  is  in  die  field, 
.  The  God  of  Jacob  m  our  shield. 

Agam  He  maketh  wars  to  cease. 

He  breaks  the  bow,  unpoints  the  spear. 
And  bum  the  chariot ; — joy  and  peace 
In  all  his  ^orioos  march  appear: 
SOenoe,  O  Eardi !  thy  Maker  own; 
Te  Gentiles,  He  is  God  akne; 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  in  die  fieM, 
The  God  of  Jacob  is  our  shield. 


PBALM  XLVn. 

Extol  the  Lord,  the  Lord  most  high. 

King  over  all  the  eardi ; 
Exalt  his  triumphs  to  the  riqr 

In  songs  of  sacred  mirth. 

Where'er  the  sea-ward  riven  mn. 

His  banner  shall  advance, 
And  every  realm  beneath  the  sun 

Be  his  inheritance. 

God  is  gone  up  with  load  acdaini. 
And  trumpets'  tunefiil  voice : 

Sing  praise,  sing  praises  to  his  name ; 
Sing  praises,  and  ngoioe. 

Sing  praises  to  our  God;  sing  praise 

To  every  creature's  King ; 
His  wondrous  works,  his  gk>rious  ways, 

All  tongues,  all  kindred  sing. 

God  siti  upon  his  holy  throne^ 
God  o'er  the  heathen  reigiM ; 

His  truth  through  all  the  world  is  known, 
That  trudi  his  dirone  suslaiiM. 

Princes  around  his  ftofslool  dirong, 

Kingi  in  the  dost  adore; 
Earth  and  her  riuelds  lo  God  beloi«; 

Sing  praises  evermore. 


PSALM  XLVm. 

Jkhovah  is  great,  and  great  be  his  praise ; 

In  the  dty  of  God  He  is  King; 
Proclaim  ye  his  triumphs  in  jubUant  lays 

On  the  mount  of  his  hoUnees  sing. 

The  joy  of  the  earth,  from  her  beautifbl  height. 

Is  Zion's  impregnable  hill ; 
The  Lord  in  her  temple  still  taketh  delighf, 

God  reigns  in  her  palaces  stilL 

At  the  sight  of  her  splendor,  the  kings  of  the  earth 
Grew  pale  with  araaaement  and  dread ; 

Fear  seized  them  like  pangs  of  a  premature  birth ; 
lliey  came,  diey  beheld  her,  and  fied. 

Thou  breakest  the  ships  fiom  the  sea<ircled  climes. 
When  the  storm  of  thy  jealousy  lowers ; 

As  our  fiuhen  have  told  of  thy  deeds,  in  their  times. 
So,  Lord,  have  we  witness'd  in  ours. 

In  the  midst  of  fhy  temple,  O  God,  hath  our  mind 

Remember*d  thy  mercy  of  old ; 
Let  thy  name,  like  thy  praiae,  to  no  realm  be  confined , 

Thy  power  may  th  nations  behold. 

Let  the  daogfaten  of  Judah  be  glad  tot  dqr  love. 

The  mountain  of  Zion  rejoice. 
For  Thou  wilt  establish  her  seat  finom  above, 

— ^WUt  make  her  the  throne  of  thy  choice 

Go,  walk  about  Zion,  and  maarare  the  length. 
Her  walls  and  her  bulwarks  mark  vrell ; 

Contemplale  her  palacea,  glorious  in  strength, 
Hor  towers  and  their  pinnacles  tell. 
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TheDaytoyonrchiUnn^-OiirstroDgliold  » tried; 

Tbk  God  » <Mur  God  to  the  end ; 
Ha  people  ftr  ever  hit  connidf  shall  guidt, 

ffii  arm  diall  fiir  ever  deteod. 


PSALM  LL 

Havb  mercy  on  me,  O  my  God, 
In  loving-kiiidiiem  hear  my  pnyer : 

Wididiaw  the  tenor  of  thy  rod ; 
Lord,  in  thy  tendo*  meroy,  epare. 

Oflfimcee  riM  where'er  I  look; 

Bat  I  coofeM  their  guilt  to  Thee: 
Blot  my  tFanegreHlonB  fiom  thy  hook, 

CleaDee  me  fiom  mine  iniquity. 

Whither  fiom  vengeance  can  I  rmiT 
Jwt  are  thy  judgmenla.  Lord,  and  light; 

For  all  the  evil  I  ^ve  done, 
I  did  it  only  in  thy  nght 

Shapen  in  fiailty,  bom  in  an. 

FYom  error  how  shall  I  departf 
Lo,  tfaoa  reqmreit  tmth  within ; 

Lord,  write  diy  truth  upon  my  heart 

Me  through  the  bkiod  of  aprinkling  make 
Pure  fiom  defilement,  white  as  snow ; 

Heal  me  for  my  Redeemer's  sake ; 
Then  joy  and  gladness  I  shall  know. 

A  perfect  heart  in  me  create. 
Renew  my  soul  in  innocence ; 

Cast  not  the  suppliant  fiom  thy  gate. 
Nor  take  thine  holy  spirit  hence. 

Thy  consolations,  as  of  old. 

Now  to  my  trouUed  mind  restore ; 

By  thy  free  Spirit's  might  uphold 
And  guide  my  steps,  to  611  no  more. 

Then  sinners  will  I  teach  thy  ways. 
And  rebels  to  thy  sceptre  bring ; 

— Open  my  lips,  O  God,  in  praise. 
So  shall  my  mouth  thy  goodness  sing. 

Not  streaming  Mood,  nor  purging  fire, 
Tliy  righteous  angw  can  appease ; 

Bumt-oflerings  thou  dost  not  require, 
Ck  gladly  I  would  render  these. 

The  broken  heart  in  sacrifice 

Akme  may  thine  acceptance  meet; 

My  heart,  O  God,  do  not  despise. 
Broken  and  contrite,  at  thy  feet 


PSALM  LXHL 

O  God,  Thou  art  my  God  akme, 
Earl^  to  Thee  my  soul  shall  cry, 

A  pilgnm  in  a  land  unknown, 
A  thirrty  land  whose  springs  are  dry. 


O  that  it  were  as  it  hath  been. 
When,  praying  in  the  holy  place. 

Thy  power  and  glory  I  have  aeen. 
And  maik*d  the  footsteps  of  thy  grace. 

Yet  through  this  rough  and  thorny  nsae, 
I  foUow  hard  on  Ifaee,  my  God ; 

Thine  hand  uween  upholds  my  ways, 
I  safely  tread  where  Thou  haat  trod. 

Thee,  in  the  watches  of  the  nq^ 
When  I  remember  on  my  bed. 

Thy  presence  makes  the  darkness  light 
Tl^  guardian  wings  are  round  my  head. 

Better  than  life  ilaelf  thy  love. 

Dearer  dian  an  beside  to  ma; 
For  whom  have  I  in  heaven  above. 

Or  what  on  earth,  compared  with  Thee  * 

Praise  with  my  heart,  my  mind,  my  vuiee. 

For  an  thy  mercy  I  wiU  give; 
My  soul  sfaaU  stiU  in  God  rejoice. 

My  tongue  shall  bless  Thee  wliile  I  bve. 


PSALM  LXIX. 

God,  be  merciful  to  me. 
For  my  spirit  trusts  in  Thee, 
And  to  Thee  her  refuge  sptingi; 
Be  the  shadow  of  thy  wings 
Round  the  trembling  sinner  cast, 
TiU  the  stoim  is  overpast 

From  the  w^ater-floods  that  roll 
Deep  and  deeper  round  my  soul. 
Me,  thine  arm  almigh^  tske. 
For  thy  loving  kindness'  sake; 
If  thy  truth  fiom  me  depart. 
Thy  rebuke  would  break  my  heart 

Foes  increase,  they  close  me  round. 
Friend  nor  comforter  is  found ; 
Sore  temptations  now  assail, 
Hope,  and  strength,  and  coonge  fell : 
Turn  not  from  ^y  servant's  grief. 
Hasten,  Lord,  to  my  relief 

Poor  and  sorrowful  am  I ; 
Set  me,  O  my  God !  on  high : 
Wooden  Thou  for  me  hast  wrought ; 
Nigh  to  death  my  soul  is  brought ; 
Save  me.  Lord,  in  mercy  save. 
Lest  I  sink  below  ^  grave. 


PSALM  LXX. 

HABTDf,  Lord,  to  my  release. 
Haste  to  help  me,  O  my  God ! 

Foes,  like  armed  bands,  increase ; 
Turn  them  back  the  way  they  trod. 

Dark  temptations  round  me  press. 
Evil  thoughts  my  soul  assiiil ; 

Doubts  and  fears,  in  my  distress. 
Rise,  till  flesh  and  spirit  foil. 
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llioM  duU  seek  Tliee  ihan  rejoice : 
I  am  bow'd  widi  miwry ; 

Yet  I  make  tlijr  law  my  choice— 
Tom,  my  God,  and  look  on  me. 

lUm  mine  only  Helper  art. 
My  Redeemer  fifom  the  gmre; 

Strength  of  my  denring  heart. 
Do  not  tany,  haate  to  aave. 


PSALM  LXXL 

LoEi>,  I  have  pat  my  trut  in  lliee, 
Tom  not  my  confidence  to  ihame ; 

Thy  pnimiae  u  a  rock  to  me, 
A  tower  of  reftige  m  thy  name. 

Thoa  haat  npheld  me  from  the  womb; 

Hioa  wart  my  strength  and  hope  in  yonth; 
Now,  trembling,  bending  o*er  the  tomb^ 

I  lean  upon  d^ine  arm  of  truth. 

Though  I  have  kng  ootlived  my  peen, 
And  aland  amid  the  worid  alone 

(A  atranger,  left  by  fcrmer  years), 
I  know  my  Gody — by  Him  am  known. 

Cast  me  not  off  in  mme  oU  age, 
Fonake  me  not  in  my  last  hour; 

Hie  fee  hath  not  fivgooe  his  rage, 
The  Ikm  mveos  to  devoor. 


Not  far,  my  God,  not  &r  remove : 
Sin  and  the  worid  still  spntd  their 

Stand  by  me  now,  or  they  will  prove 
Too  cnAy  yet  for  my  grey  haiis. 

Me,  dmmgfa  what  troubles  hast  Thou  brought! 

Brie,  widi  what  consolations  crown'd ! 
Now  be  thy  last  deliverance  wrought; 

My  aool  in  peace  with  Tliee  be  found ! 


PSALM  LXXn. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed ! 

Great  David's  greater  Son ; 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 

His  nign  on  earth  begun! 
He  cornea  to  break  oppression, 

To  let  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes,  with  succor  speedy, 

To  those  who  sufier  wrong; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong : 
To  give  diem  songs  for  sighing, 

llieir  darkness  turn  to  light. 
Whose  souls,  condemned  and  dying, 

Were  precious  in  his  sight. 

By  such  shall  He  be  feared 
While  sun  and  moon  endure* — 

Beloved,  obey'd,  revered  : 
For  He  shall  judge  the  poor. 


Tliroogh  changing  generations, 
Witi^  justice,  mercy,  truth, 

While  stars  maintain  their  stafioiis, 
Or  moons  renew  their  youth. 

He  shaD  come  down,  like  showen 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth. 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  dowers. 

Spring  in  his  padi  to  birth : 
Before  Him  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  Peace  the  herald  go ; 
And  righteousness  in  fountains 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

Arabia's  desert-ranger, 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  gkfy  come  losee: 
With  oflerings  of  devotion, 

Ships  from  die  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  his  foot 

Kings  shall  foil  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

Hii  praise  all  people  sing : 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

Cer  river,  sea,  and  shore. 
Far  as  the  ease's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing, 

And  daily  voi^i-s,  ascend ; 
Hb  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
The  mountain-dews  diall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown. 
Whose  finit  shall  spread  and  flourish. 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

Cer  eveiy  foe  victorioua, 

He  on  his  throne  shall  rest. 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious. 

All-blessing  and  all-Uest  : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; 

That  name  to  us  is— Love. 


PSALM  LXXm. 

Truly  the  Lord  is  good  to  diose. 

The  pure  in  heart,  who  love  his  name ; 

But  as  for  me,  temptation  rose. 

And  weU-nigh  cast  me  down  to  shame. 

For  I  was  envious  at  their  state. 
When  I  beheld  the  vricked  liae. 

And  flourish  in  their  pride  elate. 
No  fear  of  death  before  dieir  eyes. 

Not  troubled  they,  as  others  are. 

Nor  plagued,  with  all  their  vahi  pretence; 
Pride  like  a  duun  of  gold  they  wear. 

And  cfethe  themselves  with  violence. 
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Sivoln  an  dwir  ajc*  with  wine  ud  Um* 
For  mora  tfaaii  hmt  cm  wirii  ha^e  tfaejr ; 

In  fiand  and  tjrnumjr  tliejr  tratt 
To  nake  the  noltitiido  their  pray. 

Hieir  BKrafli  aaaila  the  heavena ;  thair  loBgiw 
Walka  anogandtjr  throQi^  ifaa  audi ; 

Fteamro'a  fbU  capa  to  dMn  ara  wnng  i 
They  rael  in  raraliy  and  miith. 


"Who  is  the  Loid,  tfiat  wa  dnidd  ftar, 
Lnt  He  our  dark  derioea  know  f 

Who  the  Bloat  BB^  diat  He  ahoidd  hear, 
Or  heed,  the  wofda  of  men  bekywf 

Thoa  ay  the  mockanb  flnrii'd  widi  health. 
Exalting  while  their  joya  incraraa ; 

These  are  die  angodly--DMD,  whow  wealth 
Flows  like  a  riTer,  ne'er  to 


And  have  I  deanaed  laj  heart  in  vain. 
And  waafa'd  in  innocenoe  my  hands  t 

All  day  afflicted.  I  complain. 
All  nig^  I  mourn  in  atnitaning  banda. 

Too  painfhl  diia  fiir  me  to  view. 
Till  to  diy  teaqde.  Lord,  I  want. 

And  dien  their  fearfnl  end  I  knew. 
How  anddeoly  diair  light  ia  qiant. 

Sorely  in  slippery  plaoea  aet, 
Down  to  perdhion  thaw  ara  hoil'd ; 

Staared  inthe  toibof  dieirownnelv 
A  spedade  to  all  die  worid. 

As,  from  a  dream  when  one  awakes^ 
The  r<wy^t9«w  of  the  brain  take  flight; 

So,  wiien  thy  wiadi  in  thunder  braaks. 
Their  image  shall  dissolve  in  nif^ 

Abash'd,  my  fcDy  dien  I  saw; 

I  seem*d  befcra  Thee  like  a  brute ; 
Smit  to  the  heart,  o'erwhelm*d  with  awe, 

I  bow'd,  and  wonhipp'd,  and  waa  mote. 

Tet  Hioa  art  ever  at  my  aide : 
O,  still  uphold  me,  and  defend ; 

Me  by  diy  oounael  Hioo  shatt  guide. 
And  bnng  to  ^oiy  in  the  end. 

Whom  have  I,  Lord,  in  heaven  but  Thee  f 
On  earth  shall  none  divide  my  heart ; 

llien  feil  my  flesh,  my  spirit  flee, 
Tliou  mine  eternal  portioa  art 


PSALM  LXXVn. 

In  time  of  tribalatiQn, 

Hear,  Lord,  my  feeble  criea; 
With  humble  aupplicatian. 

To  Tliee  my  spirit  flies : 
My  heart  with  grief  is  bnaking. 

Scarce  can  my  voice  complain; 
Bfine  eym^  with  teen  kept  waking, 
waldi  and  weep  in  vain. 


The  days  «<' oU,  in 

Bring  vanish*d  Uias  to 
Hie  yeaia  cf  lost  finiliaii 

Their  joya  in  panp 
Remember'd  songs  of  gladwesa. 

Through  night'a  hme 
Strike  noCea  of  del 

And  stir  despoodiQg  thought. 

Hadi  God  cast  off  fer  ever  r 

Can  time  hie  awlhimpabf 
Hia  tender  mercy,  never 

Shall  I  presume  tosharaf 
HaAfiehii  loving  kiwhiam 

Shut  up  in  endless  wmih  f 
—No ;  this  is  mine  own 

Tliat  cannot  aee  hia  path. 


I  call  to  recollection 

The  years  of  his  right 
And,  strong  in  hia  protectasn. 

Again  through  frith  I 
Thy  deeds,  O  Lord,  ara 

Holy  ara  all  thy  waya ; 
Hie  aecret  place  of  thander 

Shall  utter  ferth  thy 


Hiee,  with  die  tiibea  aasfmblfd, 

O  God,  the  bilkma  saw ; 
They  saw  Thee,  and  a«y  frumblad, 

Tura'd,  and  stood  aiill,  with  awe; 
The  cfeuds  shot  had    ihay  lit^taaTd; 

Theearthreel*d  toand  fro;     "^ 
Thy  fiery  piDar  brighten'd 

The  gulf  of  gloom  below. 

Thy  way  is  in  great  walers. 

Thy  footsteps  are  not  known ; 
Let  Adsm's  sons  and  daugfatera 

Confide  in  Thee  akme ; 
Tluoogh  the  wild  sea  Thou  leddeat 

Thy  chosen  flock  of  yore ; 
Still  on  die  waves  TImni  treadesC, 

And  thy  redeem'd  pass  o*er. 


PSALM  LXXX. 

Or  old,  O  Godp  thine  own  right  hand 
A  pleasant  vine  did  plant  and  train ; 

Above  the  hflk,  o'er  all  die  land. 
It  sought  the  sun,  and  drank  i3bi&  rain. 

Its  boo^  like  goodly  cedars  spread. 
Forth  to  the  river  went  the  root; 

Perennial  verdure  crown*d  its  head. 
It  bore,  in  every  ■oasoo,  fruit 

Hiat  vine  is  deaolate  and  torn. 
Its  scions  in  the  dust  are  laid ; 

Rank  o'er  the  ruin  springs  the  thorn, 
Tlie  wild  boar  waUows  in  the  shade. 

Lord  God  of  Hoats,  thine  ear  incline. 
Change  into  songs  thy  people  s  fean: 

Return,  and  visit  this  thy  «ine. 
Revive  thy  work  amidst  the  vcars. 
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Dous  and  oootmued  dew 
rich  UeMiDg  here  deiceod ; 
ij  Tine  ito  kmf  renew, 
r  the  earth  ite  brandieB  bend. 

I  it  ArariBh  wide  and  &r, 
ealms  beneath  its  shadow  ratt; 
ing  and  the  evening  atar 
Bik  itB  bound!  from  eait  to  weat 

ine  enemies  be  dumb, 
lish'd  ones  no  more  enslaved, 
«i  of  the  Gentiles  come, 
lel's  youngest  bom  be  saved. 


PSALM  LXXXIV. 

Ue,  how  &ir, 

of  Hosts,  tome, 

lacles  are! 

I  cries  oat  for  Hiee ; 

ind  soul,  with  heaven-ward  fire, 

the  living  God,  aspire. 

iw  here  finds  place 
I  her  little  nest ; 
tVs  wandering  race 
eCnmand  rest: 
y  roof  their  young  ones  ciy, 
thine  altar  learn  to  fly. 

Med  they  who  dwell 

thine  house,  my  God, 

\y  praises  swell, 

I  the  floor  is  trod 

irho  in  thy  presence  bow. 

irhose  King  and  God  art  Thou. 

aca's  arid  vale, 

ims  when  they  pass, 

prings  never  6il, 

in  renews  the  gnss ; 

gth  to  strength  they  journey  still, 

)ear  on  Zion's  hilL 

»r  Hosts,  give  ear, 
us  answer  yield ; 
loob,  hear; 
3  God,  our  shield ; 
ine  own  Anointed  One, 
lurough  thy  beloved  Son. 

lid  rather  stand 

r  at  thy  gate, 

e  king's  right  hand 

3f  worldly  state ; 

thin  thy  courts,  one  day, 

thousand  cast  away. 

n  of  light, 
]  grace  to  shed ; 
eld  of  might, 
the  fiiithful  head ; 
lostB,  how  happy  he, 
ho  puts  his  trust  in  Tliee ! 


F8ALM  Xa 


LoED^  Thou  hast  been  thy  people's  leac. 
Through  all  their  generations. 

Their  refuge  when  by  danger  pNst, 
Their  hope  in  tribulationi ; 

Thou,  ere  the  mountaini  sprang  to  birth. 

Or  ever  Tlioa  hadst  ferm'd  the  earth. 
Art  God  fiom  everlastii^. 

The  sona  of  men  return  to  clay. 
When  TlioB  the  word  hast  spoken. 

As  widi  a  tonrent  borne  away. 
Gone  like  a  dream  when  broken : 

A  thousand  yeari  are,  in  thy  sight. 

But  as  a  watch  amid  the  nigh^ 
Or  yesterday  departed. 

At  mom,  we  flourish  like  the  gran 
With  dew  and  sunbeams  lighted. 

But  ere  the  cool  of  evening  pan. 
The  rich  amy  is  blighted : 

Thus  do  thy  chastisements  consume 

Touth*s  tender  leaf  and  beaut's  bloom : 
We  fiide  at  thy  displeamue. 

Our  life  is  like  the  transient  breath 

That  tolls  a  moumfhl  stoiy. 
Early  or  late,  rtopt  short  by  death  : 

And  where  is  all  our  gloryf 
Our  days  are  threescore  jrears  and  ten. 
And  if  the  span  be  lengthen'd  then, 

Tlieir  strength  is  toil  and  sorrow. 

Lo,  thou  hast  set  beibre  thme  eyes 

All  our  misdeeds  and  errors : 
Our  secret  sins  from  darkness  rise, 

At  thine  awakening  terrors : 
Who  shall  abide  flie  trying  hour? 
Who  knows  the  thunder  of  thy  power? 

We  flee  unto  thy  mercy. 

Lord,  leach  us  so  to  mark  our  days, 
'Hiat  we  may  priae  them  duly ; 

So  guide  our  feet  in  Wisdom's  ways. 
That  we  may  love  thee  truly  : 

Return,  O  Lord,  our  griefs  bdiold. 

And  with  thy  goodness,  aa  of  old, 
O  satisfy  us  early. 

Restore  our  coafbrts  aa  our  fears, 

Our  joy  as  oar  aflKctian ; 
Give  to  thy  diurch,  throuc^  changing  years. 

Increasing  benediction ; 
Thy  glorious  beanty  there  reveal. 
And  with  diy  perfect  inmge  seal 

Tliy  aervants  and  tfieir  labon. 


FSAUCXCL 

Call  Jehovah  diy  advation. 
Rest  beneadi  the  Afanigfa^'s  shade ; 

In  his  secret  habitatfam 
Dwdl,  nor  ever  be  disaay'd : 
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Tliere  no  tmnalt  can  alarm  thee, 
Thoa  ahalt  dmd  no  hidden  mare ; 

Oinle  nor  Tiolenoe  can  harm  thee. 
In  eternal  n&goard  there. 

From  the  iwoid  at  noon-day  waatia^ 

From  the  noiaome  peatilenoe, 
In  the  deptfi  of  midnight  Waiting, 

God  ahall  be  thy  ame  defence : 
Fear  not  dKm  the  deadly  quiver. 

When  a  tbonaand  leel  the  blow; 
Mercy  ahall  thy  aool  deliver, 

TVm^  ten  dioaaand  be  laid  low. 

Only  with  diine  eye,  the  angdah 

Of  the  wicked  thoa  ahalt  aee. 
When  by  alow  diaeaae  diey  langniah. 

When  they  periih  aoddenly : 
Tliee,  though  winda  and  wavea  be  awelling. 

God,  thine  hope,  shall  bear  throned  all ; 
Plague  shall  not  come  nigh  thy  dwelling, 

Tliee  no  evil  shall  beftH 

He  shall  charge  lua  angeMegiooa, 

Watch  and  ward  o*er  thee  to  keep. 
Though  thou  walk  through  boatile  regions. 

Though  in  deaert-vidlda  thou  sleep : 
On  the  lion  vainly  roaring. 

On  his  young,  thy  feot  diall  tread. 
And,  the  dragon's  den  ezfdoring, 

Thoa  shalt  bruiM  the  serpent's  head. 

Since,  with  pure  and  firm  afiection. 

Thou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love. 
With  Uie  wings  of  his  protection. 

He  vidll  shield  thee  from  above: 
Thou  shalt  call  on  Him  in  trouble. 

He  will  hearken,  He  will  save. 
Here  for  grief  reward  thee  doable. 

Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 


PSALM  xcm. 

The  Lord  is  King ; — upon  his  thiune 
He  sits  in  garments  glorious ; 

Or  girds  ibr  war  his  armor  on, 
In  every  field  victorious : 

The  wwld  came  forth  at  his  command ; 

Built  on  his  word,  its  pillan  stand ; 
They  never  can  be  shaken. 

The  Lord  was  King  ere  time  began. 

His  reign  is  everlasting ; 
When  hi^  the  floods  in  tumult  ran. 

Their  foam  to  heaven  up-casting, 
He  made  the  raging  weaves  his  path ; 
— The  sea  is  mighty  in  its  wrath. 

But  God  on  h^  is  mightier. 

Thy  testimonies,  Lord,  are  sure : 
Thy  realm  foars  no  commotioD, 

Firm  as  the  earth,  whose  shores  endure 
The  eternal  toil  of  ocean. 

And  Thou  widi  perfect  peace  wilt  Mess 

Thy  faithful  flock  ^—for  holiness 
Becooies  thine  house  for  ever. 


PSALM  XCV. 

O  COME,  let  us  sing  to  the  Loid, 

In  God  our  salvation  rcgoioe ; 
In  psalms  of  thankagiving  record 

His  praise,  with  one  apirit,  one  wiet: 
For  Jehovah  is  King,  and  He  reigna. 

The  God  of  all  godai  on  hia  dirone; 
The  strength  of  the  hills  He  maintaini. 

The  ends  of  the  earth  are  his  own. 


The  sea  is  Jehovah*s — He  made 

The  tide  its  dominiao  to  know ; 
The  land  is  Jehovah's— He  laid 

ItB  soUd  foundations  below. 
O  come  let  us  wxirship,  and  kneel 

Before  our  Creator,  our  God ; 
— ^The  people  who  serve  Hira  wiih  seal. 

—The  flock  whom  He  guides  with  hi 

As  Moses,  the  fothers  of  old. 

Through  the  sea  and  the  wiMemen  V 
His  wonderful  works  to  be^wld. 

With  maima  from  heaven  are  fed : 
To^ay,  let  us  hearken,  to-day. 

To  the  voice  that  yet  speaks  from  sbn 
And  all  his  oommandmenta  obey, 

For  all  his  commandments  are  love. 

His  wrath  let  us  fear  to  provoke. 

To  dwell  in  his  fevor  unite ; 
His  service  is  freedom,  lus  yoke 

Is  easy,  his  burden  is  light : 
But,  ch !  of  rebellion  beware, 

RebellicMi,  that  hardens  the  breaac. 
Lest  God  in  his  anger  should  swear 

That  toe  shall  not  enter  his  rest. 


PSALM  C. 

Bi  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth, 
O  serve  him  with  gladness  and  fear  ; 

Exult  in  his  presence  with  music  and  mini 
With  love  and  devotion  draw  near. 

For  Jehovah  is  God, — and  Jebo\-ah  alone. 

Creator  and  ruler  o'er  all ; 
And  we  are  his  people,  his  sceptre  we  ow 

His  sheep,  and  we  follow  his  coIL 

O  enter  his  gates  with  thankagiving  and  so 
Your  vows  in  his  temple  proclaim ; 

ffis  praise  with  melodious  accordance  piol 
And  blesB  his  adorable  name. 


For  good  is  the  Lord,  ineipreasibly  good. 

And  we  are  the  work  of  his  hand ; 
His  mercy  and  truth  from  eternity  stood. 

And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 


PSALM  cm. 

O  MY  soul,  with  all  thy  powers. 
Bless  the  Lord's  roost  holy  name ; 

O  my  soul,  till  life's  last  hours. 

Bless  the  Lord,  his  praise  proclaim ; 
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lUne  infirmities  He  heal'd ; 
He  thy  peace  and  pardon  eeal'd; 

He  with  loving  kindness  crown'd  thee, 

Satisfied  thy  mouth  with  good ; 
From  the  snares  of  death  unbound  ihee, 
Eagle-like  thy  youtti  renewed : 
Rich  in  tender  mercy  He, 
Slow  to  wrath,  to  fevor  free. 

He  will  not  retain  displeasure, 

lloug^  awhUe  He  hide  his  face ; 
Nor  his  God-like  bounty  measure 
By  our  merit,  but  his  grace ; 
As  the  heaven  the  earth  transcends. 
Over  us  his  care  extends. 

Far  as  east  and  west  are  parted, 
He  our  sins  hath  severed  thus ; 
As  a  fiidier  loving-hearted 
Spares  his  son,  He  spareth  us ; 
For  He  knows  our  feeble  frame, 
He  rememberi  whence  we  came. 

Mark  the  field-Aower,  where  it  groweth. 

Frail  and  beautiful ; — anon. 
When  the  south-wind  sofUy  blowelh. 
Look  again,! — the  flower  is  gone : 
Sodi  is  man ;  his  honors  pass, 
like  die  glory  of  the  grass. 

From  eternity,  enduring 

To  eternity^ — the  Lord, 
Still  his  people's  bliss  insuring. 
Keeps  his  covenanted  word ; 

Tea,  with  truth  and  righteousnesi. 
Children's  children  He  will  bless. 

As  in  heaven,  his  throne  and  dwelling, 

Kii^  on  earth  He  holds  his  sway ; 
Angels,  ye  in  strength  excelling, 
EAess  the  Lord,  his  voico  obey ; 
All  his  works  beneath  the  pole. 
Bless  the  Lord,  with  thee,  my  soul. 


PSALM  CIV. 


Mr  soul,  adore  the  Lord  of  might ; 

With  uncreated  glory  crown'd. 
And  clad  in  royalty  of  light. 
He  draws  the  curlain'd  heavens  around ; 
Daik  waters  his  pavilion  form, 
Ckni&  are  his  car,  his  wheels  the  storm. 

lightning  before  Him,  and  behind 
Thunder  rebounding  to  and  fro ; 
He  walks  upon  the  winged  wind. 
And  reins  the  blast,  or  leti  it  go : 
— Thii  goodly  globe  his  wisdom  plann'd. 
He  fiz'd  the  bounds  of  sea  and  land. 


When  o'er  a  guilty  world,  of  old. 

He  suramon'd  tlie  avenging  main. 
At  his  rebuke  the  billows  roU'd 
Back  to  their  parent  gulf  again ; 

The  mountains  raised  their  jc^ul  heads, 
like  now  creations,  fiom  their  beds. 
34  X 


Thenceforth  the  self-revolvmg  tide 
Its  daily  fiill  and  flow  maintains ; 
Through  winding  vales  fresh  fountains  glide. 
Leap  from  the  hills,  or  course  the  plains ; 
There  thirsty  cattle  throng  the  brink. 
And  the  wUd  asses  bend  to  drink. 


Fed  by  the  currents,  fruitful  groves 

Expand  Uieir  leaves,  their  fragrance  fling. 
Where  the  cool  breeze  at  noon-tide  roves, 
And  birds  among  the  branches  sing ; 
Soft  fidl  the  showers  when  day  declines. 
And  sweet  the  peaceful  rainbow  shines. 

Grass  through  the  meadows,  rich  with  flowers, 

God's  bounty  spreads  for  herds  and  flocks ; 
On  Lebanon  his  cedar  towers. 
The  wild  goat  bounds  upon  his  rocks ; 
Fowls  in  his  forests  build  their  nests. 
The  stork  amid  the  pine-tree  rests. 

To  strengthen  man,  condemn'd  to  toil. 
He  fills  with  grain  the  golden  ear ; 
Bids  the  ripe  olive  melt  with  oil. 

And  swells  the  grape,  man's  heart  to  cheer: 
— ^The  moon  her  tide  of  changing  knows. 
Her  orb  with  lustre  ebbs  and  flows. 

The  sun  goes  down,  the  stars  come  out: 
He  maketh  darkness,  and  't  is  night ; 
Then  roam  the  beasts  of  prey  about. 
The  desert  rings  with  chase  and  flight : 
The  lion,  and  the  lion's  brood. 
Look  up, — and  God  provides  them  food. 

Mom  dawns  fkr  east ;  ere  long  the  sun 

Worms  the  glad  nations  with  his  beams ; 
Day,  in  their  dens,  the  spoilers  shun. 
And  night  returns  to  them  in  dreams : 
Man  from  his  couch  to  labor  goes. 
Till  evening  brings  again  repose. 

How  manifold  thy  works,  O  Lord, 

In  wisdom,  power,  and  goodness  wrought! 
The  earth  is  with  thy  riches  stored. 
And  ocean  with  thy  wonders  fraui^t : 
Unfothom'd  caves  beneath  the  deep 
For  Thee  their  hidden  treasures  keep. 

There  go  the  ships,  with  sails  unfuri'd. 

By  Thee  directed  on  their  way; 
There,  in  his  own  mysterious  world. 
Leviathan  delights  to  play ; 

And  tribes  that  range  immensity. 
Unknown  to  man,  are  known  to  Tbet. 

By  Thee  alone  the  living  live ; 

Hide  but  thy  face,  their  comforts  fly ; 
They  gather  what  thy  seasons  give : 
Take  Thou  away  their  breath,  they  die ; 
Send  forth  thy  spirit  frcnn  above. 
And  all  is  life  again,  and  love. 

Joy  in  his  works  Jehovah  takes. 

Yet  to  destruction  they  return ; 
He  looks  upon  the  earth,  it  quakes. 

Touches  the  moantains,  and  they  bum : 
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— Than,  God.  Sat  •»  wt  the 

I  AMu  thint  imrhiinging 


PSALM  cvn. 

No.1. 

Thawb  and  fnim  Mhortk*» 
For  kb  manim,  fiiB  and  rare, 

Fioni  etemily,  die  mom^ 
To  eteiiiily  enduie. 

Let  the  nuneooi'd  th v  rigoioe, 
Gether'd  out  of  ereiy  land, 

Ai  the  people  of  hii  ^Qtoe ; 
Bnck'd  fiom  the  d«liQf«r*a  hand. 

In  the  wHdeiiMM  aitray. 

Hither,  Addier,  while  thejr  loam, 
Hongiy,  fiunting  by  the  wajr, 

Far  fiom  refoge,  shelter,  hone : 

Tlien  unto  the  Lord  they  ay. 
He  inclinee  a  graeioiia  ear, 

Senda  deliverance  from  on  hi|^ 
R0OCIMB  them  from  all 


To  a  pleaaant  land  He  brix^i. 
Where  the  vine  and  olive  grow. 

Where  from  flowery  hilb  the  q«ii^ 
Through  Inzmiant  vaUeya  flow. 

O  that  meo  would  pniae  die  Lord, 
For  hii  goodneai  to  their  race ; 

For  dw  wooden  of  hie  word« 
And  the  riches  of  hie  grace ! 


PSALM  cvn. 

Na2. 

Teet  that  mourn  in  dongeon-gloom. 

Bound  in  iron  and  deepair. 
Sentenced  to  a  heavier  doom 

Than  the  pange  they  eofier  diere)-^ 

Fboa  and  rebeb  once  to  God, 
They  diadain'd  hii  high  control ; 

Now  diey  ieel  his  fiery  rod 
Striking  terrors  through  their  aouL 

Wrong  with  agony  they  &U 
To  the  dost;  and,  gaiing  round. 

Gall  fiir  hdp: — in  vain  they  call. 
Help,  nor  hope,  nor  friend  are  fiwnd. 

TImo  unto  die  Lord  they  cry: 

He  inelinea  a  gracious  ear, 
Srads  deuverance  fitxn  on  hi^i, 

Reocoea  them  from  all  their  lear. 

He  restores  dieir  fbrfeit-fareath. 
Breaks  in  twain  the  galea  of  bnm ; 

Fkom  die  hands  and  giasp  of  death, 
Fofdi  Id  libat^  di^  pms. 


O  that  men  would  pmise  the  Lovd, 
For  his  goodnem  to  their  mee; 

For  the  wooden  of  his  wotd. 
And  dw  riches  of  his  gnee! 


PSALM  cvn. 

Naa 

F00L8,  fcr  their  tmniyreminn. 
Sharp  disease  their  youth 

And  their  beauty,  like  a  tree, 
Widieriiig  o'er  an  eariy 


Food  is  loathsome  to  their  taste. 
And  the  eye  revolts  from 

AUdieir  joys  to  ruin  haste* 
As  the  sunset  into 


Then  onto  the  Lord  they  cry : 
He  inclmps  a  gracioos  ear. 

Sends  deliverance  from  on  hi^ 
Rescues  them  from  all  their  lear. 

He  with  health  renews  their  frame. 
Lengthens  out  their  numbered  days; 

Let  thorn  glorify  his  name 
With  the  sacrifice  of 


O  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord. 

For  his  goodnem  to  their  race; 
For  the  wmiden  of  his  word. 

And  the  riches  of  hie  grace ! 


PSALM  cvn. 

No.  4. 

Thxt  that  toil  upon  the  deep, 
And  in  vessels  light  and  frail, 

0*er  the  mighty  waten  sweep 
With  the  bilbw  and  the  gale,— 

Mark  what  wooden  God  peiibrms. 

When  He  speaks,  and,  unconfined, 
Rosh  to  battle  all  his  storms 

In  die  chariots  of  the  wind. 

Up  to  heaven  their  bark  is  whirlM 
On  the  moonlain  of  the  wave ; 

Down  as  suddenly  'tis  harl*d 
To  the  abysses  of  the  grave. 

To  and  fipo  they  reel,  they  roll. 

As  intoxicate  with  wine ; 
Terron  paralyze  their  soul. 

Helm  they  quit,  and  hope 


Tlien  unto  the  Lord  they  cry, 
He  indines  a  gmcioos  ear. 

Sends  dehveranee  from  on  high. 
Rescues  them  from  all  their  lear. 

Calm  and  smooth  the  surges  flow, 
And,  where  deadly  lightning  ran, 

God's  own  reconciling  bow 
Metes  the  ocean  with  a  span. 
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OduUmcn  would  pniM  die  Lord, 
For  hii  goodnoM  to  tfaoir  moe; 

For  the  woiiden  of  ha  word, 
And  thericheiof  hip«~«*' 


PSALM  cvn. 

Na5. 

Lvr  the  elden  pniM  the  Lord, 
Him  let  all  the  people  pniMi 

When  thef  neet  with  one  eceord 
In  hit  oonrti,  on  holy  deyi. 

God  Sot  nn  will  vengeenoe  take. 
Smite  the  earth  with  aore  dialiem, 

And  a  firnitfid  regian  nake 
Aa  the  howling  wildemem. 

Bnt  when  meit^  ataye  hia  hand, 
Fanuae,  plague,  and  death  depart ; 

Tea,  the  rode,  at  hia  command, 
Pkoon  a  river  fiom  ita  heart. 

There  the  hmigiy  dwell  in  peace, 
Citiea  build,  and  plow  the  ground, 

While  their  flocka  and  herda  increaae. 
And  dieir  com  and  wine  abound. 

Should  diejr  ]ret  rebels — hia  arm 
Lajw  their  pride  again  in  doat  : 

But  the  poor  He  ehielda  fiom  harm. 
And  in  Him  the  ri^teooa  truat 


Whoao  wisely  marks  hia  will, 
"Dioa  eTolying  bliss  fiom  woe, 

Shan,  ndeem*d  fiom  every  ill, 
All  hia  loving  kindness  know. 


PSALM  cxm. 

SsETAim  of  God,  in  joyful  lays, 
Smg  ye  Aa  Lord  Jehovah'^  pniae; 
His  ^orioua  name  let  all  adore, 
From  age  la  age^  for  evermore. 

Bleal  be  ibaX  name^  supremely  bleal; 
From  die  ann*s  rising  to  ila  rest; 
Above  the  heaveoa  his  power  ia  known, 
Tliitmgh  an  the  earth  his  goodness  shown. 


Who  is  like  Godf— eo  great,  ao  high. 
He  bowa  himaalf  to  view  the  aky ; 
And  ye^  widi  eondeacending  gnee^ 
Looka  down  npon  the  human  rue. 


He  heaia  the  imoomi 
Of  these  who  sit  and  weepakme; 
He  lifts  the  monmer  fitxn  the  dual, 
A«d  stvaa  the  poor  in  Him  that  trust 

Servania  ef  Gad,  in  joyful  hys. 
Bag  ye  the  Lord  Jehovah's  praiae; 
Hia  saving  name  let  all  adore, 
Wwm  mgt  Id  age»  for  everasoie. 


PSALM  CXVI. 

I  Lovs  the  Lord ; — He  lent  an  ear 

When  I  for  help  implored ; 
He  reacued  me  fiom  dl  my  fear. 

Therefore  I  love  the  Lord. 

Bound  hand  and  foot  with  chaina  of  sin. 
Death  dragg'd  me  for  hia  prey ; 

The  pit  was  moved  to  take  me  in. 
All  hope  waa  for  away. 

I  cried  in  agony  of  mind, 
**  Lord,  I  beseech  Thee,  save : " 

He  heard  roe ;— Death  his  prey  resign'd. 
And  Mercy  shut  the  grave. 

Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest. 

From  God  no  longer  roam ; 
His  hand  hath  bountifiilly  blest. 

His  goodness  calVd  thee  home. 

What  shall  I  render  unto  Thee, 

My  savior  in  distress, 
For  all  thy  benefits  to  me. 

So  great  and  numberiessf 

This  will  I  do,  for  thy  love's  sake. 
And  thua  thy  power  proclaim ; 

The  aacramental  cup  1 11  take. 
And  call  upon  thy  name. 

Thou  God  of  covenanted  grace. 

Hear  and  record  my  vow. 
While  in  thy  courts  I  seek  thy  free. 

And  at  thine  altar  bow : 

Henceforth  to  Thee  myaelf  I  give  { 

With  single  heart  and  eye. 
To  walk  before  Thee  while  I  hve. 

And  bless  Thee  when  I  die. 


PSALM  cxvn. 

All  ye  Goitiles,  praiae  the  Lord, 
All  ye  lands,  your  voices  raise : 

Heaven  and  earth,  with  loud  accord, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  ever  praise. 

For  hia  tmdi  and  mercy  atand. 
Past,  and  preaent,  and  to  be. 

Like  the  years  of  hia  right  hand, 
LUte  hv  own  eternity. 


Him,  ye  who  know  hie  bve, 

Pmise  Him  fiom  the  depths  beneatfi, 
Pmise  Him  in  the  heights  above ; 
Pmise  your  Maker,  all  thai  bimA0. 


PSALM  CXXI. 

EifcoMFAsa'D  wi^  ten  thouaand  {Ha, 

Preit  by  pursumg  foea, 
I  lid  mine  oyea  uilto  the  hills 

From  whence  salvation  ftows. 
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My  bdp  H  fioB  the  Lovd,  fdw  watAd 
And  goTerm  earth  and  iky ; 

I  look  to  hii  dmi^ty  aid. 
And  ever-watdbing  eye. 


who  diy  mil  in  HfeCy  keepe, 
ShaQ  drive  deetniction  hence ; 
The  Loid  thy  keeper  nerer  dJeepB;* 
Hie  Loid  kdiy  defaiee. 

The  nm,  with  hii  affliclhre  light. 

Shall  hanndieenocby  dij; 
Nor  ttiee  the  moQO  molert  by  night 

Akn^  thy  trenqnil  way. 


Thee  ahall  the  Loid  preaenre  fian 
And  comfcrt  in  dJitrew ; 

Thy  going  out  and  coming  in. 
The  Loid  thy  God  ihaU  Ueia. 


PSALM  CXXIL 

GuLn  waa  my  heart  to  hear 

My  old  oompanioaa  my. 
Come— 4n  the  houac  of  God  appear, 

For  't  ia  an  holy  day. 

Oar  willing  feet  ahall  stand 

Within  the  temple^loor. 
While  young  and  oid«  in  many  a  band. 

Shall  thnng  the  aacred  floor. 

'Hiither  the  tribea  repair. 
Where  all  are  wont  to  meet. 

And,  joyful  in  the  houM  of  prayer. 
Bend  at  the  mercy-aeat 

Pray  for  Jerualem, 

The  city  of  our  God ; 
The  Lord  from  heaven  be  kind  to  them 

That  k>Ye  the  dear  abode. 

Within  theae  walls  may  peace 

And  harmony  be  fiwnd ; 
Zion,  in  all  thy  palaces, 

Phjsperity  abound ! 

For  friends  and  brethren  dear. 
Oar  pnyer  diall  never  oeaae ; 

Oft  as  they  meet  fer  woship  here, 
God  send  hia  people  peace! 


PSALM  CXXIV. 


TmcLoit!  isononr 

His  people  now  may  say ; 
The  Lord  is  on  our  side^— or  wo 

Had  feDen  a  sodden  prey. 

Sin,  Satan.  Death,  and  Hell, 

like  fire,  against  ns  rose ; 
Tlien  had  the  flames  ooDsiimed  osqaicfc. 

But  God  icpeU*d  our  fiica. 


like  water  diey  retom*d. 
When  wildest  tempesii  ravv ; 

Tlien  had  the  floods  gone  o*er  our  head. 
Bat  God  waa  there  lo  save 


From  jeopardy  redeem'd. 
As  from  the  lion's  wrath. 

Mercy  and  tmth  uphold  oar  life. 
And  safety  guards  our  path. 


Our  soul  escaped  the  toils ; 

As  from  the  fowler's  snare, 
Tlie  bird,  with  disentangled  wings. 

Flits  through  the  boundless  air. 

Our  help  is  from  the  Lord ; 

In  ^n  we  will  confide. 
Who  stretch'd  the  heavens,  who  fcim'd  the  e 

— The  Lord  is  on  our  side. 


PSALM  CXXV. 

Who  make  the  Lord  of  hosta  their 
Shall  like  Mount  Zioo  be. 

Immovable  by  moital  power. 
Built  on  eterai^. 

As  round  about  Jerusalem, 
Tlie  guardian  mountains  stand. 

So  shall  the  Lord  encompass  theaa 
Who  hokl  by  his  right  hand. 

llie  rod  of  wickednea  shall  ne'er 

Against  the  just  prevaiL 
Lest  innocence  should  find  a  snare. 

And  tempted  virtue  feiL 

Do  good,  O  Lord,  do  good  to  those 
\Vho  cleave  to  Thee  in  heart. 

Who  on  thy  truth  alone  repose, 
Nof  from  thy  law  depart 

While  rebel^flouls,  who  turn  aside. 

Thine  anger  shall  destroy. 
Do  Thou  in  peace  thy  peoj^e  guide 

To  thine  eternal  joy. 


PSALM  CXXVT 

Whbv  God  frtmi  sin's  captivity 
Sets  his  afflicted  people  free. 
Lost  in  amaae,  their  mercies  seem 
The  transient  raptures  of  a  dream. 

But  soon  their  ransom'd  souls  rejotce, 
And  mirth  and  music  swell  their  vuiee. 
Till  foes  confess,  nor  dare  ooodemn, 
**The  Lord  hath  done  great  things  fer  thi 

They  catch  the  strain,  and  answer  thus : 
**  The  Lord  hath  done  frreat  things  for  as, 
Whence  gladness  fills  oiv  hearti,  and  son 
Sweet  and  spontaneous,  wake  our  tongue 
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TVon  oar  eaptnrity,  O  Lord, 
A»  tonUiem  liren,  mt  tfay  word. 
Bound  fitm  their  chazmeli,  and  xortore 
Plenty,  where  all  was  waite  before- 

Who  mm  in  tears  ■hall  reap  m  joy ; 
Nongfat  ahall  the  predoui  seed  dettny, 
Nor  long  the  weeping  exiles  roam. 
But  bring  their  sheaves  rcgoidng  home. 


PSALM  CXXX. 

Out  of  the  depths  of  woe 

To  lliee,  O  Lord,  I  cry ; 
Darkness  surrounds  me,  but  I  know 

That  Thou  art  ever  nigh. 

Then  hearken  to  my  voice. 

Give  ear  to  my  complaint ; 
Thoo  bidst  the  mourning  soul  rejoice, 

Tliou  oomftitest  the  fiunt 

I  east  my  hope  on  Thee, 

Thou  canst,  Tliou  wilt  forgive ; 
Weft  Thou  to  mark  iniquity. 

Who  in  thy  sight  could  live  f 

Humbly  on  Hiee  I  wait, 

Cottftsringall  my  sin; 
Lofd,  I  am  knockmg  at  thy  gate ; 

Open,  and  take  me  in. 

Like  diem,  whose  longing  eyes 

Watch,  till  the  morning  star 
^nwagh  late  and  seen  through  tempests)  rise 

Heaven's  portals  to  unbar : — 

like  them  I  watch  and  pray. 

And  though  it  tarry  long, 
Catch  the  fint  gleam  of  welcome  day, 

Hien  burst  into  a  song. 

Glory  to  God  above ; 

T^  waten  soon  will  cease. 
For,  lo !  the  swift  returning  dove 

Brings  home  the  sign  of  peace. 


Thou^  HDnis  his  fece  obscure, 
And  dangers  threaten  loud, 

Jehovah's  covenant  is  sure. 
His  bow  is  in  the  cloud. 


PSALM  CXXXI. 

Loms^  far  ever  at  thy  side 
Lst  my  place  and  portion  be ; 

Strip  me  of  the  robe  of  pride, 
Clothe  me  with  humility. 


iiecUy  may  my  soul  receive 
AH  Ikf  spirit  hath  reveal'd ; 

TItoa  hast  spoken; — ^I  believe, 
'nMmgh  the  prophecy  were 
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Quiet  as  a  weaned  child. 

Weaned  from  the  mother's  bfeast ; 
By  no  subtlety  beguiled. 

On  thy  faithful  word  I  rest 

SaintB,  rejoicing  evennore. 
In  the  Lord  Jehovah  trust : 

Him  ift  all  his  ways  adore. 
Wise,  and  wonderful,  and  just 


PSALM  cxxxn. 

NaL 

God  in  his  temples  let  us  meet. 

Low  on  our  knees  before  Him  bend ; 

Here  hath  He  fix'd  his  mercy-seat. 
Here  on  his  Sabbath  we  attend. 

Arise  into  thy  resting-place. 

Thou,  and  thine  ark  of  strength,  O  Lord: 
Shine  through  the  veil,  we  seek  thy  6oe ; 

Speak,  for  we  hearken  to  thy  word. 

With  righteousness  thy  priesti  array ; 

Joyful  thy  chosen  people  be ; 
Let  those  who  teach  and  those  who  pray. 

Let  all — ^be  holiness  to  Thee. 


PSALM  cxxxn. 

No.  2. 

Lord,  for  thy  servant  David's  lake. 
Perform  thine  oath  to  David's  son ; — 

Thy  truth  Thou  never  wilt  fbrMdEe ; — 
Look  on  thine  own  Anointed  One. 

The  Lord  in  fiiithfulness  hath  sworn 
His  throne  for  ever  to  maintain ; 

From  realm  to  realm,  the  sceptre  borne 
Shall  stretch  o'er  earth  Mesriah's  reign.    ^ 

Zion !  my  chosen  hill  of  old. 

My  rest,  my  dwelling,  my  delight. 

With  loving  kindness  I  uphold. 
Her  walls  are  ever  in  my  sight 

I  satisfy  her  poor  with  bread. 
Her  tables  with  abundance  Mess, 

Joy  on  her  sons  and  daughters  shed. 

And  clodie  her  priesti  with  righteoomess. 

There  David's  horn  shall  bud  and  bloom. 
The  branch  of  glory  and  renown ; 

His  foes  my  vengeance  shall  consume ; 
Him  wiUi  eternal  years  I  crown. 


PSALM  cxxxm. 

How  beautiful  the  sight 

Of  brethren  who  agree 
In  friendship  to  unite. 

And  bonds  of  charity ; 
T  b  like  the  ptecioos  ointment,  died 
O'er  all  his  voIms,  fiun  AvoD'a  head. 
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T  a  like  the  dewf  dMt  fiD 
Tbe  cope  of  Heimon^i  Amen; 

Or  Zion'i  frmtfbl  hill. 
Bright  Willi  the  Aopief  Aawtn, 

When  mingling  odow  breathe  awwnd. 

And  i^oiy  reiti  on  tSEL  Ihe^nvod* 


For  there  dw  LonI 

BloHingt  ft  bomdlen 
From  hii  mvparing  hands. 

Tee,  lift  ix  eTeraure : 
Tlirioe  heppjr  thejr  who  meet  above 
TV>  apnd  etenity  in  hive! 


FSALAf  CXXXIV. 

BuBB  fe  the  Lord  with  aolean  rite. 
In  hynun  extol  his  name, 

Ye  who,  within  his  honw  li^  nighl. 
Watch  round  the  altar's  flame. 

lift  np  yoor  hands  amid  the  place 
Where  bonis  the  sacred  sign. 

And  pny,  that  thus  Jehovah's  fiioe 
0*er  tJl  the  earth  may  shine. 

FMm  Son,  fiom  his  holy  hill. 
The  Lord  our  Bffaker  send 

The  perfiact  knowledge  of  his  will. 
Salvation  without  end. 


PSALM  cxxxvn. 

Whkkx  Babylon's  broad  riven  roU, 
In  exile  we  sate  down  to  weep, 

For  thoughts  of  Zion  o'er  oar  soul 
Came,  like  departed  joys,  in  sleep, 

Whose  ibms  to  sad  remembrance  rise. 

Though  fled  ibr  ever  fiom  our  eyea. 

Our  harps  upon  the  willows  hung. 

Where,  worn  with  toil,  our  limbs  reclined; 

The  chords,  untuned  and  trembling,  rung 
With  mournful  music  on  the  vrind. 

While  ibes,  insulting  o'er  our  wraogs, 

Cried^ — ^  Sing  us  one  of  Zkm's 


How  can  we  sing  the  songs  we  love. 
Far  fiom  our  own  deli|^btfbl  land  f 

— 4f  I  prefer  thee  not  above 
My  chiefest  joy,  may  this  right  hand, 

Jerusalem !  forget  its  skill, 

Afy  tongue  be  dumb,  my  pdbe  be  ttilL 


PSALM  cxxxvm. 

Tekk  win  I  praise,  O  Loid,  in  light, 
Where  senphim  snrrouDd  thy  throne; 

With  heart  and  soul,  with  mind  and  mi^ 
Thee  will  I  wonhip,  Tliee  alone. 

I  bow  toward  diy  holy  phoe; 

For  Thou,  in  mmcy  im  tibe 
Halt  Mcnfied  thy  vffad  of  graoe 

atraUiikaiMndanofdiy 


In  peril,  when  I  cried  toTlwQ^ 
How  did  Ay  strength  renew  M 

Kingiand  Aeir  resins  w*ig^t  hena 
Coidd  I  to  Mm  reveal  tti6  wMbu 


tell 


Thou,  Loid,  above  all  hei|^t  art  hqjh, 
Tet  vrith  die  fewly  wih  flioii  dweD; 

Tlie  proud  fiur  ofl!  diy  jealooB  eye 
flbsll  mark,  and  vriui  a  look  repeL 

Though  in  the  depth  of  trooble  tfarown. 
With  grief  I  shall  not  always  strive. 

Thou  wilt  thy  suflering  srarant  own. 
And  Thou  the  contrite  heart  revive. 

Thy  purpose  then  inmefiilfil; 

Forsake  me  not,  ibr  i  am  thine ; 
Perfect  in  me  thine  utmost  will ; 

— Whate'er  it  be,  that  wiU  be  nue. 


PSALM  cxxxn. 

Skakchke  of  hearts,  to  thee  are  knoira 
The  inmost  secrets  of  my  bteaat; 

At  home,  abroad,  in  crowds,  akme. 
Thou  mark'st  my  rising  and  my  rest. 

My  thoughts  fiu*  ofi^  throu^  every 

Source,  stream,  and  issuer--all  oiy 


No  word  that  fitxn  my  mouth  pioceedi, 
Evil  or  good,  escapes  thine  ear ; 

Witness  Thou  art  to  all  my  deeds. 
Before,  behind,  for  ever  neer : 

Such  knowledge  is  for  me  too  hig^ ; 

I  live  but  in  my  Maker's  eye. 

How  fiom  thy  presence  should  I  go. 
Or  whither  fiom  thy  Spirit  flee, 

Smce  all  above,  around,  below. 
Exist  in  thine  immensity  f 

— ^If  up  to  heaven  I  take  aiy  way, 

I  meet  thee  in  eternal  day. 

If  in  the  grove  I  make  my  bed 

With  worms  and  dust,  lo,  Tbon  art  tfai 

If,  on  the  wings  of  moniing  sped, 
Bejrond  the  ocean  I  repair, 

I  feel  thine  all-controlling  will. 

And  thy  right  hand  uphoids  me  stiO. 

**  Let  darknen  hide  me,"  if  I  say. 
Darkness  can  no  concealment  be : 

Night,  on  thy  rising,  shines  like  day. 
Darkness  and  light  are  one  with  lliee 

For  Thou  mine  embryo^brm  didst  view 

Ere  her  own  babe  my  mother  knew. 

In  me  thy  workmanship  display'd, 
A  miracle  of  power  I  stand  ; 

Fearfully,  wonderfully  made. 
And  fiamed  inaecret  by  thy  hand; 

I  lived,  ere  into  being  hrcnight. 

Through  thine  eternity  of  thought 
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How  praeioQi  am  diy  tlimigiiti  of  peaee, 
O  God,  to  mb  i  how  grest  the  mim ! 

New  eveiy  mom.  diejr  never  ceeee ; 
They  were,  dtey  ere,  and  jret  diaH 

In  number  and  in  oompea,  more 

Than  ocean's  sand,  or  ocean's  shore. 

Searefa  me,  O  God,  and  know  my  heart, 
Try  me,  my  secret  soul  surrey, 

And  warn  diy  servant  to  depart 
From  every  false  and  evil  way ; 

So  abaU  iky  truth  my  guidance  be 

To  lift  and  immortality. 


PSALM  CXLL 

LoKO^  let  my  prayer  like  incense  rise, 
And  when  I  lift  my  hands  to  Thee, 

As  on  the  evening-sacrifice, 
Look  down  fiom  heaven,  well-pleased,  on  me. 

Set  Thou  a  watch  to  keep  my  tongue. 

Let  not  my  heart  to  sin  incline ; 
Save  me  fiom  men  who  practise  wrong. 

Let  me  not  shaie  their  mirth  and  viae. 


Bat  let  the  ri^teous,  when  I  stray, 
Smite  me  in  love ; — ^his  strokes  are  kind ; 

His  mild  reproofi,  like  oil,  allay 
Tlie  wounds  they  make,  and  heal  the  mind. 

Bfine  ejres  are  unto  Thee,  my  God ; 

Behcjd  me  humbled  in  the  dust ; 
I  kisB  the  hand  that  wields  the  rod, 

I  own  diy  chastisementB  are  just 

But  O,  redeem  me  fiom  the  snares 
With  which  the  world  surrounds  my  feet, 

rkhea,  vanities,  and  cares, 
Its  love,  its  hatred,  its  deceit 


PSALM  CXLn. 

I  CBBD  unto  the  Lord  most  just, 

Moat  merdfiil,  in  prayer ; 
I  eiied  vnto  Him  fiom  die  dust, 

I  told  Him  my  despair. 

When  sunk  my  soul  within  mer-then 
Than  knew'st  the  path  I  chose ; 

Unharm'd  I  pass'd  the  spoiler's  den, 
I  walk'd  through  ambosh'd  i>ea. 

I  look'd  fi>r  friends, — there  was  not  one 

In  sorrow  to  condole ; 
I  bok'd  for  refuge,-— there  was  none; 

None  cared  for  my  soul. 

I  cried  unto  die  Lord ;— I  said^ — 

'nioa  art  my  refuge ;  Thou, 

Bfy^portioo ;  hasten  to  mine  aid ; 

and  deliver  note. 


Now,  fimn  the  dungeon,  fiom  the  gntWf^ 

Eialt  thy  suppliant's  head ; 
Tliy  vobe  is  fieedom  to  the  slave, 

Bavtval  to  the  dead. 


PSALM  cxun. 

HxAE  me,  O  Lord,  in  my  distress. 
Hear  me  in  truth  and  lighteousnem ; 
For  at  thy  bar  of  judgment  tried, 
None  living  can  be  justified. 

Lord  I  have  fi>es  without,  within. 
The  world,  the  flesh,  indwelling  sin, 
life's  daily  ills,  temptation's  power, 
And  Satan  roaring  to  devour. 

These,  these  my  fainting  soul  surround, 
My  strength  is  smitten  to  the  ground ; 
Like  those  long  dead,  beneath  their  weight 
Crush'd  is  my  heart  and  desolate. 

Tet,  in  the  gloom  of  silent  thought, 
I  call  to  minid  what  God  hath  wrouj^t. 
Thy  wonders  in  the  days  of  old. 
Thy  mercies  great  and  manifold. 

Ah !  then  to  Thee  I  stretch  my  hands, 
like  &iling  streams  through  desert^ands : 
I  thirst  for  Thee,  as  harvest  plains 
Fkuch'd  by  the  summer  thirst  for  rains. 

O  let  me  not  thus  hopeless  lie. 
Like  one  condemn'd  at  mom  to  die, 
But  with  the  morning  may  I  see 
Thy  loviqg  kindness  visit  me. 

Teach  me  thy  will,  subdue  my  own ; 
Thou  art  my  God,  and  Thou  alone ; 
By  thy  good  Spirit  guide  me  still. 
Safe  from  all  foes,  to  Zion's  hill. 

Release  my  soul  fiom  trouble.  Lord ; 
Quicken  and  keep  me  by  thy  word ; 
May  all  its  promises  be  mine ; 
Be  Thou  my  portion — I  am  thine. 


PSALM  CXLIV. 

The  Lord  is  grscious  to  fingive. 
And  slow  to  let  his  anger  move ; 
The  Lord  is  good  to  all  that  live, 
And  all  his  t^ider  mercy  prove. 

Thy  works,  O  God,  thy  pnise  proekiim; 
The  saints  thy  wondrous  deeds  shall  sing. 
Extol  thy  power,  and  to  thy  name 
HoBttige  Orora  eveiy  nation  brii^. 

Glorious  in  majesty  art  Thou ; 
Thy  throne  fi>r  over  shall  endure ; 
Angels  befero  thy  fix)tstool  bow, 
Yet  dost  Thou  not  despise  the  poor. 

Tlie  Lord  upholdeth  them  that  fidl ; 
He  raiseth  men  of  low  degree ; 
O  God,  our  health,  the  eyes  of  all. 
Of  all  the  living,  wait  on  Thee. 

Thou  openest  thine  exhaustless  store, 
And  rainest  find  on  every  land ; 
The  dumb  creation  Thee  adore. 
And  eat  their  ^pQitiioa  CraiatlbL'^  \ukd&. 
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Man,  moBt  indebted,  most  ingrate, 
Man  only,  is  a  rebel  here ; 
Teach  him  to  know  Thee,  ere  too  late; 
Teach  him  to  love  lliee,  and  to  ftar. 


PSALM  CXLVm. 

Heealos  of  creation  ay, 
— ^PiraMe  the  Lord,  the  Lord  moat  high ; 
Heaven  and  earth,  obey  the  call, 
Pniiae  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  alL 

For  He  spake,  and  forth  from  night 
Sprang  the  oniverse  to  light ; 
He  conmianded^ — ^Nature  heard, 
And  stood  fist  upon  his  word. 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  hosts  above, 
Spirits  perfected  in  love ; 
Sun  and  moon,  your  vcnces  raise, 
Sing,  ye  stars,  your  Maker's  praise. 

Earth,  from  all  thy  depths  bebw. 
Ocean's  hallelujahs  flow ; 
Lightning,  vapor,  wind,  and  storm, 
Hail  and  snow,  his  will  perfimn. 


Vales  and  moimtains,  burst  in  song ; 
Rivers,  roll  with  praise  akog ; 
Clap  your  hands,  ye  trees,  and  hail 
God,  who  comes  in  eveiy  gale. 

Birds,  on  wings  of  rapture,  soar. 
Warble  at  his  temple^loor ; 
J<^ul  sounds,  from  herds  and  OfxiM, 
Echo  back,  ye  caves  and  rocks. 

Kings,  your  Sovereign  serve  virith  awe ; 
Judges, -own  his  righteous  law; 
Princes,  worship  Him  with  fear ; 
Bow  the  knee,  all  people  here. 

Let  his  truth  by  babes  be  told. 
And  his  wonders  by  the  old  ; 
Youths  and  maidens,  in  your  prime. 
Learn  the  lays  of  heaven  betime. 

High  above  all  height  his  throne. 
Excellent  his  name  alone ; 
Him  let  all  his  works  confess; 
Him  let  every  being  bli 


Kfit  yelitAti  SfitUintr. 


PREFACE. 


The  subject  of  this  Poem  was  suggested  by  a 
passage  in  Captain  Flinden's  Voyage  to  Terra  Aus- 
tralis.  Describing  one  of  those  numerous  gulfi  which 
indent  the  coast  of  New  Holland,  and  are  thickly 
spotted  with  small  islands,  he  says  .■ — *^  Upon  two  of 
these  we  found  many  young  Pelicans  unable  to  fly. 
Flocks  of  the  old  Inrds  were  sitting  upon  the  beaches 
of  the  lagoon,  and  it  appeared  that  the  islands  were 
their  breeding-places ;  not  only  so,  but,  from  the  num- 
ber of  skeletons  and  bones  there  scattered,  it  should 
seem  that  for  ages  these  had  been  selected  for  the 
closing  scene  of  their  existence.  Certainly,  none  more 
likely  to  be  free  from  disturbance  of  every  kind  could 
have  been  chosen,  than  these  islets  of  a  hidden  la- 
goon of  an  uninhabited  island  [called  by  Captain  F. 
Kangaroo  Island],  situate  upon  an  unknown  coast, 
near  the  antipodes  of  Europe ;  nor  can  ansrthing  be 
more  consonant  to  their  feelings,  if  Pelicans  have  any, 
than  quietly  to  resign  their  breath,  surrounded  by 
their  progeny,  and  in  the  same  spot  where  they  first 
drew  it" — Captain  Flinders  was  particularly  struck 
with  ihe  appearance  of  one  of  these  islands,  on  the 
surfoce  of  which  were  scattered  the  relics  of  a  great 
number  of  trees,  prostrated  by  some  tremendous  storm, 
or,  as  he  conjectured,  self-ignited  by  the  friction  of 
dead  branches  in  a  strong  wind.  This  &ct  (adopting 
the  former  hypothesis)  suggested  the  catastrophe  de- 
scribed at  the  close  of  the  third  Canto  of  the  Pbem. 

Having  determined  not  to  encumber  his  volume 

with  notes,  which  might  plausibly  have  been  done  to 

a  grmtt  extent, — and  believing,  that  tboue  teadeift, 


who  shall  be  sufficiently  interested  in  die  poca  to 
desire  further  knowledge  of  the  subjects  ptu^iesMvely 
reviewed  in  it,  may  readily  satisfy  themselves  fron 
popular  books  of  vo3rage8,  and  natural  lurtaiyr-the 
Author  will  merely  ofier,  in  this  jAace^  an  illratratiao 
of  the  nature  of  coral  reeft,  extracted  fiom  Cafkm 
Basil  Hall's  Voyage  to  the  Idotnd  cf  Loo  Ckoo,  h 
the  Chinese  Sea, 

**  The  examination  of  a  coral  reef  during  the  dif- 
ferent stages  of  one  tide,  is  particulariy  intereiting- 
When  the  tide  has  lefl  it  for  some  time,  it  become 
dry,  and  appears  to  be  a  compact  rock,  exceedingly 
haird  and  ragged;  but  as  the  tide  rises,  and  the  wsta 
begin  to  wash  over  it,  the  coral  worms  pnitrade  dient- 
selves  from  holes  which  before  were  invisible.  TheK 
animals  are  of  a  great  variety  of  shapes  and  sixes,  snd 
in  such  prodigious  numbers,  that,  in  a  short  lime,  the 
whole  surface  of  the  rock  appears  to  be  alive  sod  in 
motion.  The  most  common  worm  is  in  the  fbnn  of  i 
star,  with  amos  from  four  to  six  inches  long,  whick 
are  moved  about  with  a  rapid  motion  in  all  direction^ 
probably  to  catch  food.  Others  are  so  sluggish,  dmt 
they  may  be  mistaken  for  pieces  of  die  rock,  and  ire 
generally  of  a  dark  color,  and  from  four  to  five  inchai 
long,  and  two  or  three  round.  When  the  ooial  ii 
broken  about  high-vrater  mark,  it  is  a  solid  hard  slooe; 
but  if  any  part  of  it  be  detached  at  a  spot  whidi  die 
tide  reaches  every  day,  it  is  found  to  be  fiill  of  weme 
of  different  lengths  and  colors,  some  being  as  fine  ai 
a  thread  and  several  feet  long,  of  a  bri^t  ydlsw, 
and  sometimes  of  a  blue  color ;  others  resemUe  mmk, 
and  some  are  not  unlike  lobsters  in  shape,  but  mA 
and  not  above  two  inches  long. 

"  The  ^wth  of  coral  appoan  to  cease  wlwn  Iha 
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inger  expoeod  to  the  washing  of  the 
iscs  in  the  form  of  a  cauliflower,  till  its 
d  the  level  of  the  highest  tides,  ahove 
>rm  has  no  power  to  advance,  and  the 
no  longer  extends  itself  upwards.  The 
succession  reach  the  sur&ce,  and  there 
in  time  a  level  field  with  steep  sides  all 
eef,  however,  continually  increases,  and 
ted  from  growing  higher,  extends  itself 
11  directions.  But  the  growth  being  as 
pper  edge  as  it  is  lower  down,  the  steep- 
ce  of  the  reef  is  still  prenrved.  These 
unstances  which  render  coral  reefi  so 
navigation ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  they 
een  above  the  water ;  and,  in  the  next, 
e  so  steep,  that  a  ship's  bow  may  strike 
)ck  before  any  change  of  soundings  has 
g  of  the  danger." 

e  brief  quotations  to  explain  the  two 
urostances  on  which  the  poem  is  found- 
»r  abandons  his  "  PeUcan  Island  "  to  the 
the  public,  having  no  hope  to  conciliate 
ogy  or  vindication,  where  he  has  poin- 
both  would  bo  necessary,  if  the  success 
his  work  did  not  wholly  depend  on  the 
hich  it  has  been  executed.  He  only  re- 
ider  to  bear  in  mind,  that  the  narrative 
o  be  delivered  by  the  imaginary  being 
!s  the  series  of  events,  after  the  whole 
1,  and  who  therefore  describes  them  in 
;e,  and  with  such  illustrations,  as  the 
hich  he  ihen  possessed  enabled  him  to 
'  he  be  identified  with  the  Author,  or 
will  so  far  condescend)  with  the  reader 
lectator,  actor,  thinker,  in  this  masque- 

!^th  severo  by  fairy-fiction  drost 
>,  JtHy  19, 1827. 
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CANTO  I. 

ST  I  lived  through  ages,  and  behold 
itions  poss  so  swiAIy  by  me, 
?ere  moments  in  their  flight,  and  hours 
>f  crowded  centuries  reveal'd ; 
Life,  Death,  the  world's  great  acton 
ght 
Azing  changes : — these  I  sing. 

bum]  8e%  were  all  the  universe ; 
>  blue  interminable  arch, 
rceze,  a  wing,  a  cloud ;  the  sun 
irmament,  but  in  the  deep 
where  the  circle  of  thb  sea, 
h  calmness,  seem'd  to  lie 
lollow  of  a  lower  heaven. 

;>irit  in  the  midst  of  these, 
thought ;  existence  was  enjc^nnent ; 
1  element  of  life,  and  air 
:  of  my  incorporeal  form,— 
Ipoble  to  niortal  touch. 


And  volatile  as  fragrance  from  the  flower, 

Or  music  in  the  woodlands.     What  the  soul 

Can  make  itself  at  pleasure,  that  I  was ; 

A  child  in  feeling  and  imagination, 

Learning  new  lessons  still,  as  Nature  wrought 

Her  wonders  in  my  presence.     All  I  saw» 

(Like  Adam  when  he  walk*d  in  ParadiseX 

I  knew  and  named  by  secret  intuition. 

Actor,  spectator,  sufferer,  each  in  turn, 

1  ranged,  explored,  reflected.     Now  I  saiPd, 

And  now  I  soared ;  anon  expanding,  seem*d 

Diffused  into  immensity,  yet  bound 

Within  a  space  too  narrow  for  desire: 

The  mind,  the  mmd  perpetual  themes  must  task, 

Perpetual  power  impel,  and  hope  allure. 

I  and  the  silent  sun  were  here  alone, 

But  not  companions ;  high  and  bright  he  held 

His  course ;  1  gazed  with  admiration  on  him, — 

There  all  communion  ended ;  and  I  sigh'd. 

In  loneliness  unutterable  sig^'d, 

To  feel  myself  a  wanderer  without  aim. 

An  exile  amidst  splendid  desolation, 

A  prisoner  with  infinity  surrounded. 

The  sun  descended,  dipp'd,  and  disappoiir'd ; 
Then  sky  and  sea  were  all  the  universe, 
And  I  the  only  being  in  existence ! 
So  thought  I,  and  the  thought,  like  ice  and  firo. 
Went  freezing,  burning,  withering,  thrilling  through 

me. 
Annihilation  then  had  been  deliverance. 
While  that  eternity  of  solitude 
Lay  on  my  heart,  hard  struggling  to  break  free. 
As  from  a  dream,  when  mountains  press  the  sleeper. 

Darkness,  meanwhile,  disguised  in  twilight,  crept 
O'er  air  and  ocean ;  drearier  gloom  involved 
My  fainting  senses,  till  a  sudden  ray 
Of  pensile  lustre  sparkled  from  the  west : 
I  flow  to  meet  it,  but  drew  never  nearer. 
While,  vanishing  and  reappearing  ofl. 
At  length  it  trembled  out  into  a  star. 
My  soul  revived,  and  could  I  then  have  wept 
(Methought  I  did)  with  tears  of  fond  delight. 
How  had  I  hoil'd  the  gentle  apparition, 
As  second  life  to  me ;  so  sweetly  welcome 
The  faintest  semblance  of  society, 
Though  but  a  point  to  rest  the  eye  upon. 
To  him  who  hath  been  utterly  bereaved ! 
— Star  after  star,  from  some  unseen  abyss, 
Came  through  the  sky,  like  thoughts  into  the  mind, 
We  know  not  whence ;  till  all  the  Armament 
Was  throng'd  with  constellations,  and  the  sea 
Strown  with  their  images.    Amidst  a  sphere 
Of  twinkling  lights,  like  living  eyes,  that  look*d 
At  once  on  roe  from  every  side,  I  stood 
(Motion  and  rest  with  me  were  mere  volition). 
Myself  perhaps  a  star  among  the  rest ! 
But  here  again  I  found  no  fellowship; 
Sight  could  not  reach,  nor  keenest  thought  conceive 
Their  nature  or  their  offices.    To  me 
They  were  but  what  thoy  seem*d,  and  yet  I  felt 
They  must  be  more :  the  mind  hath  no  horixon, 
It  looks  beyond  the  eye,  and  seeks  for  mind 
In  all  it  sees,  or  all  it  sees  o'ermling. 

Low  in  the  east,  ere  long,  the  morning  dawn 
Shot  upward,  onwaid,  and  around  the  pole, 
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Wiib  aiTowy  glimptm  tmvening  the  ihade. 
Nigfat*t  tnio,  m  they  had  kindlod  one  by  one. 
Now  one  by  one  withdrew,  levening  order. 
Where  those  that  came  the  laieit,  earliest  went 
Day  roae  triumphant,  and  again  to  me 
Sky,  aim,  and  tea,  were  all  the  aniyeiae; 
Bat  ah!  the  glory  had  departed,  and  I  kng'd 
For  10016  ontried  yidmitude  >— it  came. 


A  breaM  apnng  up,  and  with  careering  wiog 
Flay'd  like  an  unaeen  being  on  the  water. 
Skmly  fiom  dnmber  woke  the  unwilling  main, 
fStfling  and  mnnnuiing,  till  the  infrnt  wmvea 
Lea|/d  oa  hie  lap^  and  lan^^'d  in  air  and  aunahine: 
TImo  an  waa  briglit  and  beaotifiil  emotian. 
And  flweeC  aeoonhmce  of  soaurrant  aounda. 
I  firit  dw  f^  delirium  of  theaoene; 
1 61t  the  faieaae  and  bUk>w  chaae  each  other. 
Like  bounding  pulses  in  my  human  veins : 
For,  though  impamive  to  the  elements. 
Hie  fiwm  I  wove  was  eiquisitely  tuned 
TV>  Nature's  sympathies;  joy,  fear,  hope,  sorrow 
(As  though  I  yet  were  in  the  body)  moved, 
Elated,  shook,  or  tranquillized  my  souL 

Hiub  pass'd  the  day :  night  follow'd,  deck*d  with 


Innumerable,  and  the  pale  new  moon, 
Beosath  her  feet,  a  slight  inverted  crescent. 
Soon  disappearing. 

Time  flew  on,  and  brought 
Alternate  mom  and  eve.   The  sun,  the  stars. 
Hie  moon  through  all  her  phases,  waxing,  wuning. 
Hie  planets  aeeking  rest,  aiid  finding  none, 
—These  were  the  only  objects  in  mine  eye. 
Hie  constant  burthen  of  my  thoughts,  perplcx*d 
With  vain  cai\jecture8  why  they  were  created. 

Once,  at  high  noon,  amidst  a  sultry  calm. 
Looking  around  for  comfort,  I  descried, 
Far  on  the  green  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
A  wreath  of  cloud ;  to  mc  a  glad  discovery', 
For  each  new  image  sprang  a  new  idea, 
The  genn  of  thoughts  to  come,  that  could  not  die. 
The  Uttle  vapor  rapidly  expanded, 
Lowering  and  thickening  till  it  hid  the  sun. 
And  threw  a  starless  night  upon  the  sea. 
Eagerly,  tremblingly,  I  untch'd  the  end. 
FainI  gieam'd  the  lightning,  follow'd  by  no  peal ; 
Dreary  and  hollow  moons  fbrcU^  a  gale ; 
Nor  lo^g  the  issue  tarried ;  then  the  viind, 
UnprisooM,  blew  its  trumpet  loud  and  shrill ; 
Out  flash'd  the  lighUiings  gloriously ;  the  rain 
Came  down  like  mine,  and  the  fuU-tmied  thunder 
Roli'd  in  grand  harmony  throughout  high  heaven : 
Till  ocean,  breaking  from  his  black  supinencss, 
Drown'd  in  his  own  stupendous  ujtfoar  all 
Hie  voices  of  the  storm  beside ;  meanwhile 
A  war  of  mountains  raged  upon  his  mu&ce ; 
Afoantains  each  other  swallowing,  and  again 
New  Alps  and  Andes,  from  un&thom'd  ^-alleys 
Upstarting,  join'd  the  battle;  like  tbooe  sons 
Of  Eaith,^ — giants,  rebounding  as  new-bom 
From  eveiy  fidl  on  their  unwearied  mother. 
I  gkw'd  with  all  the  rapturo  of  the  strife : 
Beoeotii  waa  one  wild  whiri  of  foaming  surges ; 


Above  dw  array  of  lightnings,  like  the 
Of  cherubim,  vride  brandish'd,  to  repel 
Aggrasrion  fiom  beaven*s  gates ;  their 
Quench'd  momentarily  in  the  vast  abyaa. 


Hie  voice  of  Him  who  walks  upon  the 
And  sets  his  throne  upon  the  floods,  lebukBd 
The  headkMTg  tempest  in  its  mid-career. 
And  tura'd  its  horrois  to  magnifirence. 
The  evening  sun  broke  through  the  emhetiled 
And  threw  round  dqr  and  sea,  as  fay 
A  radiant  girdle,  binding  them  to 

In  the  full  rainbow's  harmony  of ^ 

No  brilliant  fiagment,  but  one  sevenfold  ciicla, 
Hiat  spann'd  the  horiaon,  meted  out  the 
And  underarch'd  the  ocean.    T  waa  a 
Hiat  left  itself  for  ever  on  my  mind. 

Night,  silent,  cool,  transparent,  crawii*d  the  ds^; 
The  sky  receded  further  into  space. 
The  stars  came  lower  down  to  meet  the  eye. 
Till  the  whcde  hemisphere,  alive  with  Ugiht^ 
Twinkled  fiom  east  to  west  by  one 
The  constellations  round  the  arctic  pole^ 
That  never  set  to  us,  here  scarcely  nmt. 
But  in  their  stead,  Orion  through  the 
Pursued  the  Pleiads ;  Siriixs,  vrith  his 
Quick  scintillations,  in  the  aenith  reigii'd. 
The  south  unveil'd  its  glories  ^— there,  iIm  WbIC 
With  eyes  of  lightning,  watch'd  the 
Through  the  clear  hyaline,  the  Ship  of 
Came  sailing  fiom  eternity ;  the  Dove, 
On  silver  pinions,  wing*d  her  peeeefiil  way; 
There,  at  the  footstool  of  Jehovah's  dmme. 
The  Altar,  kindled  from  His  presence,  blaaMl; 
There,  too,  all  else  excelling,  meekly  dbone 
The  Cross,  the  symbol  of  redeeming  love : 
The  Heavens  declared  the  glory  of  the  Lnd. 
The  firmament  display *d  liis  handy-woilL 


With  scarce  inferior  lustre  gieam'd  the 
Whose  waves  were  spangled  with  phoophork  fire. 
As  though  the  lightnings  there  had  spent 
And  left  the  fiugments  glittering  on  the  field. 


Next  mora,  in  mockery  of  a  storm,  the 
And  waters  skirmtsh'd ;  bubble'ermieB  fought 
Millions  of  battles  on  the  crested  sorgea. 
And  where  they  fell,  all  covered  with  their  gkiy. 
Traced,  in  white  foam  on  the  ceralean 
Paths,  like  the  milky-way  amoi^  the 


Charm'd  with  the  spectacle,  yet  deeply  HmmIiV 
With  a  forlorn  and  not  untender  feelirig— 
**  Why,"  said  my  thoughts  within  me,  **  why  dut 
Of  loveliness  and  graiideur  imenjoy'd  ? 
Is  there  no  life  throughout  this  feir  existeoee  f 
Sky,  sun.  and  sen,  the  moon,  the  stars,  the  d 
Wind,  lightning,  thunder,  are  but  mintslen; 
They  krww  not  what  they  are,  nor  what  ihey  do: 
O  for  the  beings  for  whom  these  were  nmde!" 

Light  as  a  flake  of  foam  upon  the  wind. 
Keel  upward  fiom  the  deep  emerged  a  shdl. 
Shaped  like  the  moon  ere  half  her  horn  is  fflTd; 
Fraught  with  young  life,  it  righted  as  it  raoe, 
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And  moved  at  will  along  the  ykHdmg  water. 
l%e  mtiTe  pilot  of  this  little  bark 
Pat  om  a  tier  of  oars  on  either  ride, 
Sptead  to  the  wafUng  breeie  a  two-fold  nil. 
And  moonted  up  and  glided  down  the  billow 
In  happy  freedom,  pieced  to  feel  the  air, 
And  wwider  in  the  luxury  of  light 
Worth  all  the  dead  creation,  in  that  hoar. 
To  me  appear*d  this  lonely  Nautilus, 
My  fellow-being,  like  myself  alive. 
Entranced  in  contemplation  vague  yet  sweet, 
I  watch'd  its  vagrant  couno  and  rippling  wake. 
Till  I  forgot  the  son  amidst  the  heavens. 

It  closed,  sunk,  dwindled  to  a  point,  then  nothing ; 
While  the  last  bubble  ciown'd  the  dimpling  eddy. 
Through  which  mine  eye  still  giddily  puriued  it, 
A  joyous  creature  vaulted  through  the  air,^ — 
The  aspiring  fish  that  foin  would  be  a  bird. 
On  long  li|^  wingi,  Uiat  flung  a  diamond  shower 
Of  dew-drops  round  its  evanescent  form, 
Sfinuig  into  light,  and  instantly  descended. 
Vjto  I  could  greet  the  stranger  as  a  friend. 
Or  mourn  his  quick  departure,— on  the  surge, 
A  sboal  of  Dolphins,  tumbling  in  wild  glee, 
Ghiw'd  with  such  orient  tints,  they  might  have  been 
Hie  rainbow's  oApring,  when  it  met  the  ocean 
In  that  resplendent  vision  I  had  seen. 
While  yet  in  ecstacy  I  hung  o'er  these, 
M^th  every  motion  pouring  out  fresh  beauties. 
As  dMWg^  the  conscious  colors  came  and  went 
At  pleasure,  glorying  in  their  subtle  changes^ — 
Enormooi  o*er  the  flood.  Leviathan 
Look*d  forth,  and  from  his  roaring  nostrils  sent 
Tvto  fountains  to  the  sky,  then  plunged  amain 
In  headlong  pastime  through  the  dosing  gulf 

These  were  but  preludes  to  the  revelry 
That  reign'd  at  sun-set:  then  the  deep  let  h»so 
lis  blithe  adventurers  to  sport  at  large, 
Aa  kindly  hvCiiict  taught  them ;  buc^nuit  diells, 
On  sionidesB  voyages,  in  fleets  or  single, 
Whenied  dieir  tiny  mariners ;  aloof; 
On  wing-like  ifais,  in  bow-and-arrow  figures, 
"Hie  fl^«  fishes  darted  to  and  fro; 
While  spouting  Whales  projected  watery  columns, 
That  tnm'd  to  arches  at  their  height,  and  seem'd 
Tlie  skaleloos  of  crystal  palaces, 
Biiilt  on  the  bine  eipanse,  then  perishii^^ 
Frail  as  the  element  which  they  were  made  of: 
Dolphins,  in  gambols,  lent  the  ludd  brine 
Hues  richer  than  the  canopy  of  eve, 
Tlmt  oveihnng  the  scene  with  gorgeous  douds, 
Deeayiqg  mto  gkxxn  more  beautiful 
Than  the  son's  golden  liveries  which  they  k)st: 
"TOl  light  that  hides,  and  darkness  that  reveals 
The  staia^    exchanging  guard,  like  sentinels 
Of  day  and  nighty — transibrm'd  the  (ace  of  nalore : 
Above  was  wakefulness,  silence  around. 
Beneath,  repose^ — repose  that  reach'd  even  me. 
Fower,  will,  sensation,  memory,  lail'd  in  turn; 
ifjr  very  eanneo  seem'd  to  pea  away, 
like  a  tfain  doud  that  melts  across  the  mooD, 
Lost  in  the  blue  immenrity  of  heaven. 


CANTO  11 


Life's  intermitting  pulse  again  went  on : 
I  woke  amidst  the  beauty  of  a  mom. 
That  shone  as  bright  within  me  as  around. 
The  presence-chamber  of  the  soul  was  fhll 
Of  flitting  images  and  rapturous  thoughts ; 
For  eye  and  mind  were  open'd  to  explore 
The  secrets  of  the  abyss  erewhile  oonoeal'd. 
The  floor  of  ocean,  never  trod  by  man. 
Was  visible  to  me  as  heaven's  round  rooC 
Which  man  hath  never  touch'd ;  the  multitode 
Of  living  things,  in  that  new  hemisphere, 
Glcam'd  out  of  darknesi,  like  the  stars  at  midnight. 
When  moon  nor  clouds,  with  light  or  shade,  obscure 

them. 
F6r,  as  in  holtows  of  the  tido-wom  reef, 
Lefl  at  low  water  glistening  in  the  sun. 
Pellucid  pools,  and  rocks  in  miniature, 
With  their  small  f^  of  fishes,  crusted  shells. 
Rich  mosKs,  tree-like  sea-vroed,  sparkling  pebbles. 
Enchant  the  e]re,  and  tempt  the  eager  huid 
To  violate  the  fairy  paradise, 

to  my  view  the  deep  disdooed  its  wonders. 


In  the  free  element  beneath  me  swam, 
Flounder'd,  and  dived,  in  play,  in  diase,  in  battle. 
Fishes  of  every  color,  form,  and  kind, 
(Strange  forms,  resplendent  colors,  kinds  unnumber'd). 
Which  language  caimot  point,  and  mariner 
Hath  never  seen ;  from  dread  Leviathan 
To  insect  millions  peopling  every  wave ; 
And  nameless  tribes,  half-plant,  half-animal. 
Rooted  and  slumbering  through  a  dream  of  lifo. 
The  livelier  iimiates  to  the  surface  sprang. 
To  taste  the  freshness  of  heaven's  breath,  and  feel 
That  light  is  pleasant,  and  the  sun-beam  warm. 
Most  in  the  middle  regkm  souj^t  their  prey, 
Safoty,  or  pastime ;  solitary  some. 
And  some  in  pairs  aficctionately  join'd ; 
Others  in  shoals  immense,  like  floating  islands, 
Led  by  mysterious  instinct  through  that  waste 
And  traddeas  region,  though  on  every  skle 
Assaulted  by  voracious  enemies, 
— ^Whales,  sharks,  and  monsters,  arm'd  in  fhnt  or  jaw. 
With  swords,  saws,  spiral  horns,  or  hooked  fongi. 
While  ravening  Death  of  slaughter  ne'er  grew  weary. 
Life  multiplied  the  immortal  meal  as  foat 
War,  reckless,  universal  war,  prevail'd ; 
All  were  devourers,  all  in  turn  devoured ; 
Tet  every  unit  in  the  uncounted  sum 
Of  victims  had  its  share  of  bliss,  its  pang. 
And  but  a  pang,  of  dissolution ;  each 
Was  happy  till  its  moment  came,  and  then 
Its  first,  lost  suflbring,  unforeseen,  uufoar'd, 
Ckned,  with  one  struggle,  pain  and  lifo  for  ever 
So,  He  onlain*d,  whose  way  is  in  the  sea. 
His  path  amidst  great  waters,  and  his  stefa 
Unknown ;— whose  jodgments  are  a  mighff  deep 
Where  plummet  of  Archangel's  intellect 
CouM  never  yet  find  somi^iigs,  but  from  aga 
To  age  let  dawn,  drawn  up^  then  thrown  agtan. 
With  lengthen'd  Ime  and  added  vreight,  sliU  foHs; 
And  sUU  the  ery  in  Heaven  is,  ««0,  thedepdi!" 


MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Tim,  while  bewildered  with  delight  I  gaied         I 
On  life  in  every  shape  it  here  assumed, 
CSongenial  feelbng  made  me  follow  iu 
And  try  to  be  niiatever  1  beheld : 
By  mental  tnmsmigratioo  thus  1  paa*d 
Tluoogh  many  a  body,  and  in  each  asny*d 
New  instincts,  powers,  enjoyments,  death  ilsclf; 
Till,  weaiy  with  the  fiuacifid  pursuit, 
I  started  fiom  that  idle  reverie. 
Hiea  grew  my  heart  more  desolate  than  ever ; 
Here  had  I  found  the  beings  which  I  sought, 
— Beings  Hx  whom  the  universe  was  made. 
Yet  none  of  kindred  with  myself    In  vain 
I  strove  to  waken  symiuuhy  in  breasts 
Cold  as  the  element  in  which  they  moved. 
And  inaccessible  to  fellov^-ship 
With  mc,  as  sun  and  stars,  as  winds  and  vapors : 
Sense  had  they,  but  no  more ;  mind  tvos  not  there. 
They  roam'd,  they  fed,  they  slept;  they  died,  and  leA 
Race  ailer  race,  to  roam,  feed,  sleep,  then  die, 
And  leave  their  like  through  endlcw  gcneradon ; 
— Incessant  change  of  actors,  none  of  scene, 
Thioogh  all  that  boundless  theatre  of  strile ! 
Shrinking  into  mywlf  again,  I  cried. 
In  bitter  disappointment, — '*  Is  this  all  ?" 

I  sent  a  glance  at  random  from  the  cloud, 
In  which  1  then  lay  floating  through  mid-heaven. 
To  ocean's  innermotit  reccsK ; — when  lo ! 
Anotlier  seal  of  Nature's  book  was  oi>cn'd. 
Which  held  transported  tlioughl  so  deep  entranced, 
That  Time,  though  borne  througli  mightiest  revolu- 
tions, 
Seem'd,  like  the  earth  in  motion,  to  stand  still. 
llie  \nfkB  of  ages  grew  beneath  mine  eye ; 
As  rapid  intellect  calb  up  events, 
CoraUnes,  compresses,  mouldn  them,  with  such  i»wer. 
That,  in  a  Utile  page  of  memory. 
An  empire's  annals  lie. — a  nation's  fortunes 
Pass  in  review,  as  motes  t}m)ugh  sunbeams  (nss. 
Glistening  and  voiiinhing  in  quick  succcsBiuii, 
Yet  each  distinct  as  though  there  ^\cre  but  one; 
— So  thrice  a  thousand  years,  witli  all  their  issues, 
flurried  before  me,  through  a  gleam  of  Time, 
Between  the  clouds  of  two  eternities, — 
That  whence  they  came,  and  that  to  which  the>'  tended. 

Immeasurable  continents  beneath 
The  expanse  of  animated  u-aters  lay. 
Not  strown, — as  I  have  sinre  disceni'd  the  tracks 
Of  voyagers, — uith  shipwrecks  and  their  spoils. 
The  wealth  of  merchants,  the  artillery 
Of  war,  the  chains  of  f-nptives.  and  the  gems. 
That  glowM  upon  the  brow  of  beauty ;  cniwns 
Of  monarchs,  swords  of  heroes,  anchora  lost. 
That  never  had  let  go  their  hold  in  storms ; 
Helms,  sunk  in  port,  that  steer'd  adventurous  barks 
Round  the  wide  world ;  hemes  of  dead  men,  that  made 
A  hkklen  Golgotha  where  they  had  follen. 
Unseen,  unsepulcbred,  but  not  unwept 
By  lover,  friend,  reUition,  far  away, 
I/Nig  vnuting  their  return  lo  home  and  country. 
And  going  down  into  their  fathers'  graves 
With  their  grey  haira  or  youthful  loiks  in  sorrow. 
To  meet  no  more  till  seas  give  up  their  dead : 
Some  loo— ay  thousands — whom  none  U  ving  moum*d. 
None  miv'd-— waifii  in  the  luiiverse.  the  last 
I/wn  Unka  of  kindred  chains  for  over  sunder'd. 


Not  such  the  spectacle  I  now  tarrey^d : 
No  broken  hearts  lay  here ;  no  aching  hesfdi^ 
For  whose  vast  schemes  the  world  was  once  loo  i 
And  Ufe  too  short,  in  Death's  darii  lap  fiNmd  nH 
Beneath  the  unresting  wave . — bat  skdeCons 
Of  Whales  and  Krakens  here  and  there  were  acaMi^d. 
The  prey  when  dead  of  tribes,  their  prey  wlwn  hnmg: 
And,  seen  by  gUmpses,  but  awakening  tboo^kli 
Too  sad  for  utterance, — relim  liuge  and  suaage 
Of  the  old  ux>rld  that  perish'd  by  the  flood. 
Kept  imder  chains  of  darkness  till  the  jndgmmi 
— Save  these,  lay  ocean's  bed,  oh  from  the  hand 
Of  its  Creator,  hollow  'd  and  |ire|iorGd 
For  his  unfothomable  counsels  there. 
To  WTHrk  slow  miracles  of  power  divine. 
From  century  to  century^ — nor  len 
Incomprehensible  than  heaven  and  earth 
Form'd  in  six  days  by  His  commanding  wtml. 
With  God  a  lliousand  years  arc  as  one  day ; 
He  in  one  day  can  sum  a  thousand  yeon : 
All  acts  with  Him  are  equal ;  for  no  more 
It  costs  Omnipotence  to  build  a  wxirid. 
And  set  a  sun  amidst  the  firmament. 
Than  mould  a  dew-drop,  and  light  ap  its 


This  was  the  landscape  stretched  beneath  tho  flood. 
— Rocks,  branching  out  like  chains  of  Alpine  Bouft- 

tains; 
Gulfi*  intervening,  sandy  %\-ildeme»e8. 
Forests  of  gro^lh  enormous,  caverns,  shoab ; 
Fountains  upspringing,  hot  and  cold,  and  iredi 
And  bitter,  as  on  land ;  vulcanic  firea 
Fiercely  out-flashing  from  earth's  central  heart 
Nor  soon  extiiiguish'd  by  the  nxsh  of  viaten 
Down  tlie  rent  crater  to  the  unknown  abyss 
Of  Nature's  labomtor)*,  whore  she  hides 
Her  deeds  from  every  eye  except  her  Maker  s : 
— Such  were  the  scenes  which  ocean  open'd  to  me. 
Mysterious  regions,  the  recluse  abode 
Of  unapproachable  inhabitants. 
That  dwelt  in  everlasting  darkness  there, 
l^nheord  by  them  the  roaring  of  the  ^ind. 
The  elastic  motion  of  the  wave  uufclt ; 
Still  life  was  theirti,  wcll-])leasing  to  themselvct» 
Nor  yet  unuseful,  as  my  song  shall  show. 

Here,  on  a  stony  eminence,  that  stood. 
Girt  with  inferior  ridges,  at  the  point. 
Where  light  and  dorknees  meet  in  spectral  gloon, 
Midway  tietween  the  height  and  depth  of  ocean, 
I  mark'd  a  whiripool  in  j)erpetual  play. 
As  though  the  mountain  were  itfclf  alive. 
And  catching  prey  on  every  side,  with  feelers 
Countless  as  sunbeams,  slight  as  gossamer ; 
Ere  long  transfigured,  each  fine  film  became 
An  independent  creature,  self-employ'd. 
Yet  but  an  agent  in  one  common  work. 
The  sum  of  all  their  individual  labors. 
Shapeless  they  seem'd,  but  endless  shapes  aivumed 
Elongated  like  worms,  they  writhed  and  shrunk 
Their  tortuous  bodies  to  grotef^que  dimensionit ; 
Compress'd  like  wedges,  radiated  like  stars. 
Branching  Uke  sea- weed,  whirl'd  in  dazzling  rings; 
Subtle  and  variable  as  flickering  flames. 
Sight  could  not  trace  their  evanescent  changes. 
Nor  ct)mprehcnd  their  motions,  till  minute 
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noui  obaervatioD  caught  the  clew 
live  labyrinth* — ^where  every  one, 
net  tau^t,  peribnn'd  iti  little  task; 
lild  its  dwelling  and  iti  sepulchre, 
I  own  e«ence  exquisitely  modell'd; 
ceed,  and  die,  and  leave  a  progeny, 
Itiplied  beyond  the  reach  of  numbers, 
ic  new  cells  and  tombe ;  then  breed  and  die 
tieir  ancestors  had  done, — and  rest, 
ically  seal'd,  each  in  its  shrine, 
}  in  this  temple  of  oblivion ! 
I  (^  millions  thus,  from  age  to  age, 
nplcst  skill,  and  toil  unweariable, 
lent  and  no  movement  unimproved, 
e  on  line,  on  terrace  terrace  spread, 
1  the  heightening,  brightening  gradual  mound, 
kellous  structure  climbing  towards  the  day. 
rought  alone,  yet  all  together,  wrought, 
nous,  not  unworthy,  instruments, 
^h  a  hand  invisible  was  rearing 
creation  in  the  secret  deep, 
tence  wrought  in  them,  with  them,  by  them; 
Arhat  Omnipotence  alone  could  do 
did.    I  saw  the  Uving  pile  ascend, 
usoleum  of  its  architects, 
ng  upwards  as  their  labors  closed : 
le  material,  but  the  slime  was  tum*d 
oant,  l^  their  petrific  touch ; 
ore  their  frames,  ephemeral  their  lives, 
lascmry  imperishable.    All 
e>edfiil  functions,  food,  exertion,  rest, 
economy  of  Providence 
rermled  to  carry  on  the  process, 
}ut  of  water  brought  forth  solid  rock. 

by  atom  thus  the  burthen  grew, 
ke  an  in&nt  in  the  womb,  till  Time 
d  ocean  of  that  monstrous  birth, 
■al  island,  stretchii^  east  aiKl  west, 
(  01%'n  language  to  its  parent  sajring. 
Sir,  nor  fiuiher,  shalt  thou  go ;  and  here 
y  proud  waves  be  stay'd : " — ^A  point  at  first 
1  above  those  waves ;  a  point  so  small, 
>rceived  it,  fix'd  where  all  was  floating; 
len  a  bubble  crossed  it,  the  blue  film 
id  like  a  sky  above  the  speck ; 
eck  became  a  hand-breadth;  day  and  night 
d,  accumulated,  and  ere  long 
sd  to  my  view  a  dazzling  plain, 
IS  the  moon  amid  the  sapphire  sea ; 
low  water,  and  as  still  as  death, 
en  the  tide  came  gurgling  o'er  the  surface, 
like  a  resurrection  of  the  dead : 
'nxem  innumerable,  punctures  fine 
lose  coral,  capillary  swarms 
lea,  horrent  as  Medusa's  snakes, 

the  bald-pate  reef;  then  all  was  life, 
lefiuigable  industry ; 
bans  were  twisting  to  and  fro, 
leeming  convolutions ;  yet 
9ver  vanished  with  the  ebbing  surge, 
licle  on  pellicle,  and  layer 
r,  was  added  to  the  growing  mass. 
I  the  reef  o'ertopt  the  spring-flood's  height, 
•ck'd  the  billows  when  they  leapt  upoo  it, 
to  wM">?tain  thcir  Hlipiwry  hold, 

Y 


And  fiilling  down  in  loam-wreaths  round  iti  veige. 
Steep  were  the  flanks,  with  precipices  sharp. 
Descending  to  their  base  in  ocean-glocMD. 
Chasms  few,  and  narrow,  and  irregular, 
Form'd  harbors,  safe  at  once  and  periknii^— 
Safe  for  defence,  but  perilous  to  enter. 
A  sea-lake  shme  amidst  the  fossil  isle. 
Reflecting  in  a  ring  its  clifls  and  caverns. 
With  heaven  itself  seen  like  a  lake  behiw. 

Compared  with  this  nmaring  edifice. 
Raised  by  the  weakest  creatures  in  existence. 
What  are  the  works  of  intellectual  man  ? 
Towers,  temples,  palaces,  and  sepulchres ; 
Ideal  images  in  sculptured  forms, 
Hioughts  hewn  in  columns,  or  in  domes  expanded. 
Fancies  through  every  maze  of  beau^  shown ; 
Pride,  gratitude,  affection  tura'd  to  marble, 
In  honor  of  the  living  or  the  dead ; 
What  are  iheyt — ^fine-wrought  miniatures  of  art. 
Too  exquisite  to  bear  the  weight  of  dew. 
Which  every  mom  lets  fidl  in  pmrls  upon  them. 
Till  all  their  pomp  sinks  down  in  mouldering  relioi, 
Yet  in  their  ruin  lovelier  than  their  (Nrime ! 
— Dust  in  the  balance,  atoms  in  the  gale. 
Compared  with  these  achievements  in  the  deep. 
Were  all  the  monuments  of  olden  time. 
In  days  when  there  were  giants  on  the  earth. 
— Babel's  stupendous  felly,  though  it  aim'd 
To  scale  heaven's  battlements,  was  but  a  toy. 
The  plaything  of  the  world  in  infancy : — 
The  ramparts,  towers,  and  gates  of  Babylon, 
Built  for  eternity, — though,  where  they  stood. 
Ruin  itself  stands  still  for  lack  of  work, 
And  Desolation  keeps  unbroken  sabbath ; — 
Great  Babylon,  in  its  full  moon  of  empire, 
£ven  when  its  **  head  of  gold  "  was  smitten  oflT, 
And  from  a  monarch  changed  into  a  brute ; — 
Great  Babylon  was  like  a  wreath  of  sand. 
Left  by  one  tide,  and  cancell'd  by  the  next : — 
Egypt's  dread  wonders,  still  defying  l^me, 
Where  cities  have  been  crumbled  into  sand. 
Scattered  by  winds  beyond  the  Libyan  desert. 
Or  melted  down  into  the  mud  of  Nile, 
And  cast  in  tillage  o'er  the  corn-sown  fields. 
Where  Memphis  flourish'd,  and  the  Pharaohs  reign'd^- 
Egypt's  grey  piles  of  hieroglyphic  grandeur. 
That  have  survived  the  language  which  they  speak. 
Preserving  its  dead  emblems  to  llie  eye. 
Yet  hiding  from  the  mind  what  these  reveal ; 
— ^Her  pyramids  would  be  mere  pinnacles. 
Her  giant  statues,  wrought  from  rocks  <^  granite. 
But  puny  ornaments  for  such  a  pile 
As  this  stupendous  mound  of  catacombs, 
Fill'd  with  dry  mummies  of  the  builder-woms. 

Thus  fiir,  with  undiverted  thought,  and  eye 
Intensely  fix'd  on  ocean's  concave  mirror, 
I  watch'd  the  process  to  its  finishing  stroke : 
Then  starting  suddenly,  as  from  a  trance. 
Once  more  to  look  upon  the  Messed  sun. 
And  breathe  the  gladdening  influence  of  the  wind. 
Darkness  fell  on  me ;  giddily  my  brain 
Whirl'd  like  a  torch  of  fire  that  seems  a  ciidc. 
And  soon  to  me  the  muverse  was  noChing. 

277 


MONTGOMERrS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


CANTO  in. 


Nim  tiiiMi  the  age  of  man  Ihat  coral  reef 
Had  Ueach'd  beneath  the  torrid  noon,  and  bomo 
The  diiinder  of  a  thomand  horricanei, 
Bailed  bjr  the  jeahnie  ocean,  to  repel 
Tliat  itfange  encroachment  on  hia  old  domain. 
Hb  rage  waa  impotent ;  hia  wrath  fnlfill'd 
Hie  oonnaela  of  eternal  Providence, 
And  'atabliah'd  what  he  strove  to  overturn : 
For  every  tempeat  threw  fireah  wrecka  upon  it ; 
Band  from  the  ahoala,  exovin  from  the  deep, 
TngmmtM  of ahelb,  dead  alougha,  aea-monatcn'  bones, 
Wfaftlea  atranded  in  the  shallow^  hideooa  weeda 
Hnl'd  out  of  darkncaa  by  the  up-rooting  snigea ; 
These,  with  unuttemblo  relica  more, 
Heap'd  the  roog^  sur&ce,  till  the  variooa  maaa, 
Bjr  Naturo'a  chemistry  combined  and  purged. 
Had  buried  the  bare  rock  in  crumbling  mould, 
Not  unprodoctive,  but  from  time  to  time 
Imprmnated  with  aceda  c^  planta,  and  rile 
With  embrjro  animala,  or  tor}iid  ibrma 
Of  reptiles,  shrouded  in  the  clefta  of  treea, 
FhKu  diafant  londs,  with  branchea,  iuliago,  fruit, 
Pluck'd  up  and  iK*afled  hither  by  the  flood. 
Deadi*a  apoik,  and  life's  hid  treasures,  thus  enrich*d 
And  colnrised  the  soil ;  no  particle 
Of  meanest  substance  but  in  couiso  was  tum*d 
To  solid  ose  or  noble  ornament 
All  seasons  were  propitious ;  every  wind. 
From  the  hot  Siroc  to  the  wet  Monsoon, 
Temper'd  the  crude  materials ;  while  heaven's  dew, 
Fell  on  the  sterile  wilderness  as  sweetly 
As  though  it  were  a  garden  of  the  Lord ; 
Nor  fell  in  vain ;  each  drop  had  its  corandssion. 
And  did  ib  duty,  known  to  Him  who  sent  it 

Such  time  had  post,  such  changes  had  transfigured 
The  aspect  of  that  solitary  isle. 
When  I  again  in  spirit  as  befere. 
Assumed  mute  watch  above  it    Slender  Uados 
Of  grass  were  shooting  through  the  dark-brown  earth, 
like  rays  of  light,  transparent  in  the  sun. 
Or  afrer  showen  with  liquid  gems  illumined ; 
Fomtains  through  filtering  sluices  sallied  forth, 
And  led  fertility  where'er  they  tum'd ; 
Green  herbage  graced  their  banks,  resplendent  flowers 
Unkick'd  their  treasures,  and  let  flow  their  fragrance. 
Then  insect  legions,  pronk'd  with  gaudiest  hues, 
Peari,  gold,  and  porple,  swarm'd  into  existence ; 
Minute  and  marvellous  creations  these ! 
Infinite  multitudes  on  every  leaf, 
In  every  drop,  by  me  discem'd  at  pleasure, 
Were  yet  too  fine  for  unenlighten'd  eye, 
^-like  stars,  whose  beams  have  never  reach'd  our 

world, 
Hiough  science  meets  them  midway  in  the  heaven 
M^th  prying  optica,  weighs  them  in  her  scale, 
Measures  their  orbs,  and  calculates  their  courses : — 
Some  barely  visible,  some  proudly  shooe. 
Like  liviog  jewels;  some  grotesque,  uncouth. 
And  hideous, — giants  of  a  race  of  pigmies ; 
Thme  bonow'd  in  the  ground,  and  fed  on  garbage, 
TVise  lived  delieionsly  on  honey-dews. 
And  dwah  fai  palaces  of  blossom'd  bells ; 
Bfillians  on  millions,  wing'd,  and  plumed  in  finont. 
And  arm'd  with  stings  for  vengeance  or  asHuilt 


Fill'd  the  dtai  atuus|iliere  with  him  and  bmy; 
Children  of  li^t,  and  air,  and  fire,  Aey 
Tlieir  lives  all  eostocy  and  quidi  craa  noin 
Thus  throve  this  embryo  oniveiae,  where  dl 
That  was  to  be  waa  mibegun,  or  now 
Beginning ;  every  day,  hoior,  inalant,  Imi^gfct 
Its  novelty,  though  how  or  whence  I  knew  n 
Less  than  oomlscienoe  ooold  not  oonprchend 
The  causes  of  eflects  that  seem'd 
And  sprang  in  infinite  succession,  link*d 
lH^th  kindred  isnies  infinite  as  they. 
For  which  almighty  ddll  had  laid  die 
Even  in  the  elements  of  chaosr— whenee 
The  unravelling  clew  not  ibr  a  moment  lost 
Hold  of  the  silent  hand  that  drew  it  out 
Thus  He  who  makes  and  peoples  worlds 
In  secrecy,  behind  a  veil  of  light ; 
Yet  through  that  hiding  of  his  power. 
Of  glory  break  os  strike  presumption  Mind, 
But  humble  and  exalt  the  huraMed  sool. 
Whose  fiuth  the  things  invinble  diaoema. 
And  God  informing,  guidii^,  ruling  all : — 
He  speaks,  't  b  done ;  cummands,  and  it 
He  cikUs  an  island  from  the  deepii — it 
Ordains  it  culture^— soil  and  seed  are  there ; 
Appoints  inhabitants* — from  dime*  onknown, 
^  undisooverable  paths,  they  flock 
Tliither ; — like  passage-birds  to  na  in  spring ; 
They  vrero  not  yesterday^ — and,  lo !  lo-day 
They  are, — but  what  kcoi  eye  beheld  them 


Here  was  the  infancy  of  life,  the 
Of  gold  in  that  green  isle,  itself  new-bom. 
And  all  upon  it  in  the  prime  of  being, 
Love,  hope,  and  promise ;  't  was  in  miniatare 
A  world  unsoird  l>y  sin ;  a  Paradise 
Where  Death  had  not  yet  enter'd ;  Blias  had  nc»ly 
Alighted,  and  shut  close  his  rainbow  wingis. 
To  rest  at  ease,  nor  dread  intruding  ilL 
Plants  of  superior  growth  now  sprang  apace. 
With  moon-like  blossoms  crown'd,  or  starry  gkxisi ; 
Ught  flexile  shrubs  among  the  green-vi-ood  p^d 
Fantastic  freaks, — ^they  crept,  they  dimb'd,  thry 

budded. 
And  hung  their  flowers  and  berries  in  the  sun ; 
As  the  breeze  taught,  they  danced,  they  song,  ihiy 

twined 
Their  sprays  in  bowers,  or  spread  the  graund  widi 

network, 
llirough  thy  slow  lapse  of  undivided  time. 
Silently  rising  from  their  buried  germs. 
Trees  lifted  to  the  skies  their  stately  heads. 
Tufted  vrith  verdure,  like  depending  plumage. 
O'er  stems  unknotted,  waving  to  the  wind : 
Of  these  in  graceful  form,  and  simple  beauty. 
The  fruitful  cocoa  and  the  fragrant  palm 
Excel  I'd  the  wilding  daughters  of  the  wood. 
That  stretch'd  unwieldy  their  enormous  arms. 
Clad  with  luxuriant  foliage,  from  the  trunk. 
Like  the  old  eogle,  i^dier'd  to  the  heel ; 
While  every  filwe,  from  the  lowest  root 
To  the  lost  leaf  upon  the  topmost  twig. 
Was  held  by  common  sympathy,  diflusing 
Through  all  the  complex  frame  unconscioiis  life. 
Such  u-as  the  locust  with  his  hydra  boughs. 
A  hundred  heads  on  one  stupendous  trunk ; 
And  sncli  the  mangrove,  which,  at  full-mooo  ftnd. 
Appeared  iUfclf  a  wt)od  upon  the  waters. 
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But  when  the  tide  left  bare  iti  upright  roots, 

A  wood  on  piles  suspended  in  the  air ; 

Such  too  the  Indian  fig,  that  built  itself 

bio  a  sylvan  temple  arch'd  aloof 

With  airy  aisles  and  living  colonnades. 

Where  nations  might  have  ivomhipp'd  God  in  peace. 

From  year  to  year  their  fruits  ungather'd  fell ; 

Not  lost,  but  quickening  where  they  lay,  they  struck 

Root  downward,  and  brake  forth  on  every  hand, 

Tin  the  strong  saplings,  rank  and  file,  stood  up, 

A  mighty  army,  which  o'erran  the  isle. 

And  changed  the  wildemeas  into  a  forest 


All  this  appear*d  accomplish'd  in  the  space 
Between  the  morning  and  the  evening  star : 
So,  in  his  third  day's  work,  Jehovah  spake. 
And  Earth,  an  in&nt,  naked  as  she  came 
Out  of  the  wcnnb  of  Chaos,  straight  put  on 
Her  beautiful  attire,  and  deck'd  her  robe 
Of  verdure  with  ten  thousand  glorious  flowers, 
Kihaling  incense ;  crown'd  her  mountain-heads 
With  cedars,  train*d  her  vines  around  their  girdles. 
And  poo/d  spontaneous  harvests  at  their  feet 

Nor  were  those  woods  without  inhabitants 
Besides  the  ephemera  of  earth  and  air : 
— Where  gUd  the  sun-beams  through  the  latticed 

boughs. 
And  ftU  like  dew-drops  on  the  spangled  ground, 
To  light  the  diamond-beetle  on  his  way ; 
—Where  dbeerful  openings  let  the  sky  look  down 
Into  the  very  heart  of  solitude, 
On  little  garden-plots  of  social  flowers, 
That  cmwded  from  the  shades  to  peep  at  daylight ; 
—Or  where  impermeable  foliage  made 
Midnight  at  noon,  and  chill,  damp  horror  reign'd 
O'er  dead,  faU*n  leaves  and  slimy  funguses ; 
—Reptiles  were  quicken'd  into  various  birth. 
lioaiheome,  unsightly,  swoln  to  obscene  bulk, 
Lurfc'd  the  dark  toad  benoath  the  infected  turf; 
The  slow- worm  crawl'd,  the  light  chameleon  climb'd. 
And  changed  his  color  as  his  place  he  changed ; 
Hie  nimUe  hard  ran  from  bough  to  bough. 
Glancing  through  light,  in  shadow  disappearing ; 
The  scorpion,  many-eyed,  with  sting  of  fire, 
find  there« — the  legion-fiend  of  creeping  things; 
Terribly  beautiful,  the  serpent  lay, 
Wrsalbed  like  a  coronet  of  gold  and  jewels. 
Fit  iir  a  tyrant's  brow ;  anon  he  flew 
Straight  m  an  arrow  shot  from  his  own  rings. 
And  stradk  his  victim,  shrieking  ere  it  went 
Down  his  strain'd  throat  that  open  sepulchre. 

Amphibioai  monsters  haunted  the  lagoon ; 
The  hippopoCamus,  amidst  the  flood, 
Fleiile  and  active  as  the  smallest  swimmer ; 
But  on  the  bank,  ill-balanced  and  infirm. 
He  gsued  the  herbage,  with  huge  head  declined. 
Or  lean'd  to  rest  against  some  ancient  tree. 
The  crocodile,  the  dragon  of  the  waters. 
In  iron  panop^,  fell  as  the  plague. 
And  merciless  as  ftmine,  crandi'd  his  prey. 
While  from  his  jaws,  wiUi  dreadful  fimgs  all  serried. 
The  liie-blood  dyed  the  waves  with  dMdly 
The  seal  and  the  sea-lioo,  fipom  the  gulf 
Cmm  finth.  and  couching  with  their  httle  onea, 
flkyi  eo  the  shelving  rocks  that  girt  the  ihofe, 


Securing  prompt  retreat  from  sudden  dan^pr: 
The  pregnant  turtle,  stealing  out  at  eve. 
With  anxious  eye  and  trembling  heart  explored 
The  Icmeliest  coves,  and  in  the  loose  warm  sand 
Deposited  her  eggs,  which  the  sun  hatch'd : 
Hence  the  young  brood,  that  never  knew  a  parent, 
Unburrow'd  and  by  instinct  sought  the  sea ; 
Nature  horaolf^  with  her  own  gentle  hgn^, 
Dropping  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood. 
And  laughing  to  behold  their  antic  joy, 
When  launch'd  in  their  maternal  element 

The  vision  of  that  brooding  world  went  on ; 
Millions  of  beings  yet  more  admirable 
Than  all  that  wont  befbro  them  now  appear'd ; 
Flocking  from  every  point  of  heaven,  and  filling 
Eye,  ear,  and  mind  with  objects,  sounds,  emotions 
Akin  to  livelier  sympathy  and  love 
Than  reptiles,  fishes,  insects,  could  inspire. 
— Birds,  the  free  tenants  of  hmd,  air,  and  ocean. 
Their  forms  all  symmetry,  their  motions  grace ; 
In  plumage,  delicate  and  beautiful, 
Thick  without  burthen,  close  as  fidies'  scales. 
Or  loose  as  full-blown  pop|Mes  to  the  breeze ; 
With  vnngB  that  might  have  had  a  soul  witUn  them. 
They  bore  their  owners  by  such  sweet  enchantment; 
— Birds,  small  and  great  of  endless  shapes  and  colors. 
Here  flew  and  perch'd,  there  swam  and  dived  at  pli 

sure; 
Watchful  and  agile,  uttering  voices  wild 
And  harsh,  yet  in  accordance  with  the  waves 
Upon  the  beach,  tlio  winds  in  caverns  moaning. 
Or  winds  and  waves  abroad  upon  the  water. 
Some  sought  tlicir  food  among  the  finny  shoals, 
SwiA  darting  from  the  clouds,  emerging  soon 
With  slender  captives  glittering  in  their  beaks ; 
These  in  recesses  of  steep  crags  constructed 
Their  eyries  inaccessible,  and  train'd 
Their  hardy  broods  to  forage  in  all  weathers  : 
Others,  more  gorgcoutily  apinrell'd,  dwelt 
Among  the  woods,  on  Nature's  dainties  feeding. 
Herbs,  seeds,  and  roofs ;  or,  ever  on  the  wing. 
Pursuing  insects  through  the  boundless  air : 
In  hollow  trees  or  thickets  these  conceal'd 
Their  exquisitely  woven  nests ;  where  lay 
Their  callow  ofibpring,  quiet  as  the  down 
On  their  own  breasts,  till  from  her  search  the  dam 
With  laden  bill  retum'd,  and  shared  the  meal 
Among  her  clamorous  suppliants,  all  agape ; 
Then,  cowering  o'er  them  with  expanded  wings. 
She  felt  how  sweet  it  is  to  be  a  mother. 
Of  those,  a  few,  with  melody  untaught 
Tum'd  all  the  air  to  music  within  hearing. 
Themselves  unseen ;  while  holder  quiristers 
On  lofUest  branches  stroin'd  their  clarimi-pipcs, 
And  made  the  forest  echo  to  their  screams 
Discordant^— yet  there  was  no  discord  there. 
But  temper'd  harmony ;  all  tones  oomfainin|^ 
In  the  rich  confluence  of  ten  thousand  tongues^ 
To  tell  of  joy  and  to  inspire  it    Who 
Could  hear  such  concert  and  not  join  in  diona  f 
Not  I ; — sometimes  entranced,  I  seem'd  lo  float 
Upon  a  buoyant  sea  of  sounds ;  again 
With  curious  ear  I  tried  to  disentangle 
The  maxe  of  voices,  and  with  eye  as  nice 
To  single  out  ench  minstrel,  and  pursue 
His  little  song  thnm^  til  its  bbninth, 
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Till  my  aoal  entered  into  him,  and  felt 
Eveiy  vibration  of  his  thriUing  throat, 
Pnbe  of  his  heart,  and  flutter  of  his  pinions. 
OAen,  as  one  among  the  mnltitade, 
I  sang  from  very  fhllness  of  delight ; 
Now  like  a  winged  fisher  of  the  sea. 
Now  a  recluse  among  the  woods« — enjosring 
The  UisB  of  all  at  onoe,  or  each  in  turn. 

In  stonn  and  calm,  through  every  change  of  season. 
Long  flourish'd  thus  that  era  of  our  isle ; 
It  oould  not  last  for  ever :  mark  the  end. 

A  dood  arose  amid  the  tranquil  heaven, 
like  a  man's  hand,  but  held  a  hurricane 
Within  its  grasp.    Compress'd  into  a  point, 
Hie  tempest  struggled  to  break  loose.    No  breath 
Was  stirring,  yet  the  billows  roWd  aloof, 
And  the  air  moan'd  portentously ;  ere  long 
The  sky  was  hidden,  darkness  to  be  felt 
Confounded  all  things ;  land  and  water  vanished, 
And  there  was  silence  through  the  universe ; 
SUence,  that  made  my  soul  as  desolate 
As  the  blind  solitude  around.     Methougfat 
That  I  had  pass'd  the  iHltcmcss  of  death 
Without  the  agony, — had,  unaware. 
Enler'd  the  unseen  world,  and  in  the  gap 
Between  the  life  that  is  and  that  to  come. 
Awaited  jiulgmeiiL     Fear  and  trembling  seized 
All  that  was  mortal  or  immortal  in  mc : 
A  moment,  and  the  gates  of  Paradise 
BlSgfat  open  to  receive,  or  Hell  bo  moved 
To  meeft  me.    Strength  and  spirit  foiVd ; 
Eternity  inclosed  mc,  and  I  knew  not. 
Knew  not,  even  then,  my  destiny.    To  doubt 
Was  to  despair ; — I  doubted  and  desinir'd. 
Thm  horrible  delirium  whirrd  me  down 
To  ocean's  nethermost  recess ;  the  waves 
Disparting  freely,  let  mc  fall,  and  fall. 
Lower  and  lower,  passive  a.s  a  stone. 
Yet  rack'd  with  miserable  [mngs,  that  gave 
Tlie  sense  of  vain  but  violent  resistance : 
And  still  the  depths  grew  deeper ;  still  the  ground 
Receded  from  my  feet  as  I  appmacli'd  it. 

0  how  I  long'd  to  light  on  rocks,  that  sunk 
Like  quicksands  ere  I  touched  them ;  or  to  hide 
In  caverns  ever  open  to  ingulf  me, 

But,  like  the  horizon's  limit,  never  nearer ! 

Meanwhile  the  irrepressible  tornado 
Bunt,  and  involved  the  elements  in  chaos ; 
Wind,  rain,  and  lightning,  in  one  vast  explositMi, 
Rush'd  from  the  firmament  upon  the  deep. 
Heaven's  adamantine  arch  seem'd  rent  asunder, 
And  folloia-ing  in  a  cataract  of  ruins 
My  swift  descent  through  bottomless  abysses. 
Where  ocean's  bed  had  been  absorb'd  in  nothing 

1  know  no  forther.     When  again  I  saw 
Hie  sun,  the  sea,  the  island,  all  was  calm. 
And  all  was  desolation :  not  a  tree. 

Of  thonaands  flourishing  erewhile  so  (air, 
But  now  was  split,  uprooted,  snap!  in  twain. 
Or  huil'd  with  all  its  honors  to  the  dust 
Heaps  upon  heaps,  the  forest  giants  lay. 
Even  like  the  slain  in  battle,  &ll'n  to  rise 
No  Bme,  till  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea,  with  all 


llierein,  shall  perish,  as  to  roe  ibey  seemM 
To  perish  in  that  ruthless  hurricane. 


CANTO  IV. 


Nature  and  Time  were  twina.  CompaaiMf  id 
Their  unretarded.  unrctuming  flight 
They  hold  together.    Time,  with  one  aole  aim. 
Looks  ever  <«iA'ard,  like  the  moon  thioii|^ 
With  beaming  forehead,  dark  aiMl  bald 
Nor  ew  lost  a  imHnent  in  his  couise. 
Nature  looks  all  around  her,  like  the  aon. 
And  keeps  her  works,  like  his  dependent  iraidn 
In  constant  motion.     She  hath  never  misi'd 
One  step  in  her  victorious  march  of  diange. 
For  chaioce  she  knows  not ;  He  who  made  her,  gar 
His  daughter  power  o'er  aU  except  UimariiC 
— Power  in  whate'cr  she  does  to  do  his  will : 
Behold  the  true,  the  royal  law  of  Natore ! — 
Hence  failures,  hinderanccs,  and  devaslaliaaB 
Are  tum'd  to  trophies  of  exhaust  less  skill. 
That  out  of  ruin  brings  forth  strength  and  bea«jr, 
Tea,  life  and  immortality  from  death. 

I  gazed  in  consternation  on  the  WTeck 
Of  that  fair  island,  strown  with  prostrate  trees. 
The  soil  plow'd  up  with  horrid  inundationa. 
The  surfiice  black  viith  sea-weed,  not  a  glimpse 
Of  verdure  peeping ;  stems,  boughs,  foliage  lay 
Rent,  broken,  clotted,  perishing  in  dime. 
"  How  are  the  mighty  fiillen ! "  I  exclaini'd 
**  Surely  the  feller  hath  come  up  among  ye. 
And  with  a  stroke  in\isible  hewn  do^Kn 
The  growth  of  centuries  in  one  dark  hoar ! 
Is  this  the  end  of  all  perfection  ?    This 
The  abortive  issue  of  a  new  crentkxi. 
Erewhile  so  fniitful  in  aboiuuling  jayt. 
And  hopes  fulfilling  moro  than  all  they  proraised ' 
Ages  to  come  can  but  repair  this  ravage ; 
Tlie  post  is  lost  for  ever.     Rccklese  'Rroe 
Stays  not :  astonied  Nature  stands  aghast. 
And  wrings  her  hands  in  bilent  agony. 
Amidst  the  annihilation  of  her  works." 

Thus  roved  I;  but  I  wrong'd  thee,  glorious  Natun 
With  whom  adversity  is  but  transition. 
Thou  never  didat  despair,  wort  never  fbil'd. 
Nor  weary  with  exiiaustion.  since  the  day. 
When,  at  the  word, "  Let  tliere  Ite  light,"  Ught  spnn 
And  show'd  thee  rising  from  primeval  darknea. 
That  fell  back  like  a  veil  from  thy  young  fonn. 
And  Chaos  fled  before  the  apparition. 

While  yet  mine  eye  was  mourning  o'er  the  treoi 
Nature  and  Time  were  working  miracles : 
The  isle  was  renovated :  grass  and  flowerR 
Crept  quietly  around  the  fallen  trees : 
A  deeper  soil  imbedded  them,  and  o'er 
The  common  sepulchre  of  all  their  race 
Threw  a  rich  covering  of  embitiider'd  turf 
Lovely  to  look  on  as  the  tranquil  main. 
When,  in  his  noonward  track,  the  unclouded  snn 
Tints  the  green  waves  with  every  hue  of  heavm 
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Ay  brUliant  and  a&ial 

evening's  gaudier  pageantry. 

inal  of  the  mighty  dead, 

eaiirrection  fiom  Uie  duit 

ta»  impatient  for  the  light, 

«d  by  o*erriiadowing  wooda, 

womb  of  earth  their  embryoa  tarried, 

yet  imperiahable. 

■  of  the  foroet  itood  apart, 

I  pillari  in  the  wildemea, 

raveller  'midst  his  thonghls  of  hooM ; 

of  broken  trees,  that  gave  their  heads 

ax,  but  would  not  jridd  their  roots 

ng  violence  of  the  floods. 

lender  race  of  sdoos  sprang, 

lOir  filial  arms  embraced  and  sheltered 

tal  rehoB  of  their  sires ; 

number,  scatter'd  wide, 

rowth,  they  overran  no  more 

unions  in  that  open  isle. 

the  sea-fowl,  that  survived  the  storm, 
lad  fleck'd  the  waves  with  shattered 

carcasses,  the  prey  of  sharks^ 
lir  fostnesses  among  the  rocks, 
I  like  clouds  when  rains  are  brooding, 
en  clear  warm  sunshine  follows  rain, 
ds  had  penudi'd,  nor  again, 
n  (rom  shores  unknown, 
t>ken  on  the  unwooded  plams : 
f  wing'd  inhabitants 
■'d  and  peopled  all  the  soil 

[  sunk  where  sky  and  ocean  meet. 
It  seem  the  other;  sky  below, 
imiture  of  clouds  inlaid ; 
ith  isles  and  continents, 
a  source  no  longer  seen : 
,  through  heaven's  intenser  Uue, 
parks,  like  sudden  stars,  appear'd ; 
d,  but  birds  of  mighty  wing, 
and  javelin-pointed  lull, 
air  sigh  as  they  cut  it  through. 
xHi  the  eye,  and  as  they  came, 
f  brighter,  and  display'd  their  forms 
den  evening ;  pearly-white, 
ved.    On  the  loftiest  cliff 
lovering  ere  they  touch'd  the  groond, 
n  a  language  of  their  own, 
ery  ear  mi^t  understand, 
om  answer,  notes  of  joy, 
a  for  that  resting-place. 
(Utiful  they  stood,  and  clapt 
d  pinions,  streak'd  their  ruffled  plumes, 
anon  broke  off  to  gaze, 
pleasure,  told  in  gentle  murmurs, 
)  land  thdr  destined  home  and  ooontiy. 
)m  threw  her  brown  transparentgkMm, 
ti  their  lonely  images  yet  shone, 
earthly,  while  they  bow'd  their 
cMoms,  and  reposed  till  moni. 
licans.  and  cried — ^  All  hail ! 
UenindMwiUanMSB!" 

vn  I  nark'd  them  in  the  dy. 
Homing  ook»B  oo  their  plttmai ; 
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NoC  in  volupcnods  pastime  revelling  there. 
Among  the  rosy  ckmds,  virhile  orient  he«veD 
Flamed  like  the  opening  gates  of  Fsradise^ 
Whence  issued  forth  the  Angel  of  the  son. 
And  g^adden'd  Nature  with  returning  dsyi 
—Eager  for  food,  their  searching  eym  tiwy  fli'd 
On  ocean's  umoU'd  volume,  from  an  hei^t 
TTiat  brought  immensity  withm  dieir  aeopei 
Yet  vrith  such  power  of  viuon  look'd  they  down. 
As  though  they  watch'd  the  sheD-&h  slowly  gJMing 
O'er  sunken  roeki,  or  climbing  treea  of  coaraL 
On  indefotigable  wing  upheld. 
Breath,  poke,  existence,  seem'd  suspended  in  diein : 
They  were  as  pictures  painted  on  the  sl^ ; 
Till  suddenly,  aslant,  away  they  shot, 
like  meteoia  dianged  fiom  stars  to  f^eanii  of  Ugiht- 

ning. 
And  struck  upon  the  deep;  where,  in  wild  play. 
Their  quarry  flounder'd,  unsuspecting  harm. 
With  terrible  voracity,  they  plunged 
Their  heads  among  the  afirif^ted  shoals,  and  beat 
A  tempest  on  the  suiges  wi&  their  wings. 
Till  flashing  clouds  of  foam  and  apray  conceal'd  them. 
Nimbly  th^  seized  and  secreted  their  prey. 
Alive  and  wriggling  in  the  elastic  net, 
Which  Nature  hung  beneath  their  grasping  beaki, 
Till,  swoln  with  captures,  the  unvrieMy  burthen 
Clogg*d  their  slow  flight,  as  heavily  to  land 
These  mighty  hunters  of  the  deep  retum'd. 
Iliere  on  the  cregged  clifls  they  perch'd  at 
Gorging  their  hapless  victims  one  by  one ; 
Then  lull  and  weary,  side  by  side,  they  slept. 
Till  evening  roused  them  to  the  chase  again. 


Harsh  aeems  the  ordinance,  that  lifo  by  life 
ShouM  be  sustain'd ;  and  yet  when  all  must  die^ 
And  be  like  water  spilt  upon  the  gromud. 
Which  none  can  gadier  up^— the  speediest  &te. 
Though  violent  and  terrible,  is  best 
O  witi^  what  horroia  would  creation  groaiv— 
What  agonies  would  ever  be  before  us. 
Famine  and  pestilence,  disease,  despair. 
Anguish  and  pain  in  every  hideous  shape. 
Had  all  to  wait  the  slow  decay  of  Nature ! 
Life  were  a  martyrdom  of  sjrmpathy ; 
Death,  lingering,  raging,  writhing,  shrieking  tortnre: 
The  grave  would  be  abolish'd ;  this  gay  vrorid 
A  valley  of  dry  bones,  a  Golgotha, 
In  which  the  living  stumbled  o'er  the  dead. 
Till  they  could  foil  no  more,  and  blind  perdition 
Swept  frail  mortality  away  for  ever. 
'T  was  vriadom,  mercy,  goodness,  that  otdain'd 
lifo  in  soch  infinite  profimcai* — ^Death 
So  sure,  so  pitxnpt,  so  multiform  to  those 
TTiat  never  sinn'd,  that  know  not  guilt,  that  fear 
No  vrradi  to  come,  and  have  no  heaven  to  loae. 

Love  found  that  lonely  couple  on  their  ide, 
And  soon  sunounded  them  vrith  blithe  oompaniflBi. 
The  noble  birds,  with  skill  spootaneoos,  firamed 
A  nest  of  reeds  anoQff  thft  giantfiiai, 
That  waved  in  Ui^  and  shadows  o'er  the  soiL 
Tliere,  in  sweet  thmldoo,  yet  onweening  why. 
The  patient  dam,  who  ne'er  till  now  had  known 
Paternal  instinct,  brooded  o'er  her  eggs. 
Long  era  she  fonnd  the  carioos  secret  ont. 
That  life  WW  hntdiii«  in  their  brittle  diella. 
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Hwb,  fion  a  wild  mpaeiooi  bird  of  pray, 
Tuaed  by  the  kiDdly  proceK.  she  becuna 
That  gentkit  of  all  living  thingi    a  modMr; 
GendMt  while  yeaming  o'er  h^  naked  young, 
Fieroeit  when  •tirr'd  1^  anger  to  defend  dieoL 
Her  BHie  hiamlf  the  nftening  power  eonfeii'd. 
Forgot  hia  doch,  reatiain'd  hia  appetite. 
And  ranged  the  iky  and  fiah'd  the  ilieam  Ibr  her. 
Or,  when  o'erwearied  Nature  fixced  hw  off 
To  Aake  her  torpid  feathers  in  the  breeie. 
And  bathe  her  hoaom  in  the  codling  flood. 
He  took  her  place,  and  felt  Ihrough  eveiy  nerve. 
While  the  plomp  neatlinga  throbb'd  againat  hia  heart. 
The  tendemeai  that  makea  the  vulture  mild ; 
Tea,  half  unwillingly  hia  poat  reaign'd. 
When,  bQme-aid[  with  the  abaence  of  an  hoar. 
She  horned  back,  and  drove  him  from  her  aeai 
With  pecking  bill  and  cry  of  fend  diatraa, 
Anawer'd  by  him  with  murmuri  of  delight, 
Whoae  guttorala  hardi  to  her  were  love's  own  moBic. 
Then,  wttling  down,  like  foam  upon  the  wave. 
White,  ffickeriog.  efierveacent,  toon  subaidii^. 
Her  roflfed  pinions  smoothly  die  compoaod ; 
And,  while  beneath  the  comfort  of  her  wings. 
Her  crowded  progeny  quite  fill'd  the  nest, 
llie  halcyon  sleeps  not  sounder,  when  the  wind 
Is  braadiless,  and  the  sea  without  a  curl, 
— ^Nor  dreama  the  halcyon  of  serener  days. 
Or  nighta  more  beautiful  with  silent  stars, 
Than,  in  diat  hour,  the  mother  Pelican, 
When  the  warm  tumults  of  afiection  sunk 
Into  calm  aleep,  and  dreams  of  what  they  were, 
— Dieana  more  delicious  than  reality. 
— He  aentinel  beaide  her  stood,  and  watdi'd. 
With  jeakms  eye,  the  raven  in  the  clouds, 
And  the  rank  sea-mei^-s  wheeling  round  the  clifls. 
Woe  to  the  reptile  then  that  ventured  nigh ; 
The  snap  of  hn  tremendous  bill  was  like 
Death's  scythe,  doia-n-cutting  everything  it  struck. 
The  heedless  lizard,  in  his  gambols,  peep'd 
Upon  the  guarded  nest,  from  out  the  flowers. 
But  paid  the  instant  forfeit  of  his  life ; 
Nor  ooold  the  serpent's  subdety  elude 
Capture,  when  gliding  by,  nor  in  defence 
Might  his  malignant  fimgs  and  venom  save  him. 

Ere  long  the  thriving  brood  outgrew  their  cradle. 
Ran  through  the  grass,  and  dabbled  in  the  pools ; 
No  sooner  denizens  of  earth,  than  made 
Free  both  of  air  and  water ;  day  hy  day. 
New  lessons,  exorises,  and  amusements 
Employed  the  dd  to  teach,  the  >'onng  to  learn. 
Now  floating  on  the  blue  lagoon  behold  them ; 
The  Sire  and  Dam  in  swan-like  beauty  steering. 
Their  Cygnets  following  through  the  foamy  wake, 
Picking  the  leaves  of  plants,  pursuing  insects. 
Or  catching  at  the  bubbles  as  they  broke : 
TiVL  on  some  minor  fry,  in  reedy  shallows. 
With  flapping  pinions  and  unsparing  beaks. 
The  well-taoght  scholars  plied  their  double  art. 
To  firii  in  trouUed  waters,  and  secure 
ITm  petty  captives  in  their  maiden  poochea; 
Tien  hurry  with  their  banquet  to  the  shoro. 
With  feet,  wings,  breast,  half-ewimmmg  and  hali^ 

flying. 
But  wfam  their  pens  grew  strong  to  fight  the  storm. 


And  boflet  with  the  bieaken  en  Hm  raeC 

Tlie  Parents  pot  them  to  severer  proof: 

On  beetlmg  rocks  the  little  ooei 

There,  by  endearmenta,  stripes,  ^«*— r^,  vgad 

To  try  the  void  oonvezity  of  hieaven. 

And  plow  the  ocean's  horinntal  field. 

Timonma  at  first  they  flntter'd  round  die  vrifik 

Balanced  and  furi'd  their  hesitating 

Then  pat  them  forth  again  vrith 

Now,  gaining  courage  as  they  felt  the  wind 

Dilate  their  feathers,  fill  their  airy  fiaaei 

With  booyancy  that  bora  them  fhom  their  fee^ 

They  yieUed  all  their  burthen  to  die  hnem. 

And  sail'd  and  soar'd  whera'er  their  gaaidiHH  M; 

Ascending,  hovering,  wheeling,  or  •liginMig, 

They  aem^'d  the  deep  in  qneat  of  noUar 

lltan  yet  their  inexperience  had 

WiUi  theae  ibey  batded  in  diat  eleoient. 

Where  wings  or  fins  were  equally  at 

Till,  conquerors  in  many  a  desperale  aliifei. 

They  dragg'd  their  spoils  to  land,  and  gorged  at  leiMV. 

Thus  perfected  in  all  the  arts  of  life. 
That  simple  Pelicans  require,— save  one. 
Which  inDther-bird  did  never  teach  her 
— The  inbnitable  art  to  build  a  neat; 
Love,  for  his  own  delightful  school. 
That  mystery  whidi  novice  never  ftfl'd 
To  learn  infidlibly  when  taught  by  him : 
— ^Henoe  that  small  masterpiece  of  Natare*i  art. 
Still  unimpair'd,  still  unimproved,  renwini 
The  same  in  site,  material,  shape,  and  teztme. 
While  every  kind  a  diflerent  structure 
All  build  alike  of  each  peculiar  kind : 
The  nightingale,  that  dwelt  in  Adam's 
And  pour'd  her  stream  of  music  throi^  his  dreaaK ; 
The  soaring  lark,  that  led  die  eye  of  Eve 
Into  the  clouds,  her  thoughts  into  the  heaven 
Of  heavens,  where  lark  nor  eye  can  penetrate; 
The  dove,  that  perch'd  upon  the  TVee  of  life. 
And  made  her  bed  among  its  diickest  leaves ; 
All  the  wing'd  habitanUi  of  Paradise, 
Whose  songs  once  mingled  i^ith  the  soQga  of  Ai^ 
Wove  their  first  nests  as  curiously  and  wvU 
As  tho  wood-minstrels  in  our  evil  day, 
Aflpf  die  labors  of  six  thousand  years, 
In  which  their  ancestors  have  fiil'd  to  add. 
To  alter  or  diminish,  anything 
In  that,  of  which  Love  only  knows  the  aecret. 
And  teaches  every  mother  for  herself. 
Without  the  power  to  impart  it  to  her  ottprii^: 
—Thus  perfected  in  all  die  arts  of  life. 
That  simple  Pelicans  require,  save  thii^ 
Those  PU«ntB  drove  their  young  away ;  the 
Gaily  forsook  their  parents.  Soon  enthrall'd 
With  love-alliances  among  themselves. 
They  built  their  nests,  as  happy  instinct 
Within  their  bosoms,  wakening  powers  unkoowik 
Till  sweet  necessity  was  laid  upon  them; 
They  bred,  and  rear'd  their  litde  femiliea. 
As  they  were  train'd  and  disciplined  before. 

Thus  wiogs  were  multiplied  from  year  to  yiar. 
And  ere  the  patriarch-twain,  in  good  old  age, 
Resign'd  their  breath  beside  that  ancient  nest. 
In  which  themselves  had  nursed  a  hundred  broodm 
The  isle  was  peopled  with  their  progeuy. 
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CANTO  V. 


HiLB,  not  idle,  though  unwatch'd  by  me, 
architecto  in  nlence  rear'd 
er  tower  beneath  the  dark  abyn. 
in  form  the  fabrics  roae, 
le  baeementi  narrowing  to  the  height, 
'  pierced  the  surfiice  of  the  flood, 
ling  eddies  sparkled  round  their  peaks. 
[;reat  things  with  small  may  be  compared) 
«d  like  water-lilies,  whose  broad  leaves 
BO  and  sunny  islets  on  the  pool, 
1  flies,  on  summerHlays,  to  haunt, 
the  lightning-seizure  of  the  trout ; 
heir  laps  to  catch  the  minnow,  springing 
1  the  stream  to  'scape  the  ruflian  pike, 
vis  in  disappointed  rage  beneath, 
ien  where  the  little  wretch  ibund  refuge. 

adland  topt  the  waves,  another  followed; 
tenth,  a  twentieth  soon  appcar'd, 
mg-barren  gulf  in  travail  lay 
ly  an  infiuit  struggling  into  birth. 
ty  grew  and  lovelier,  when  they  breathed 
air,  and  felt  the  genial  sun ; 
I  a  living  spirit  dwelt  in  each, 
ke  die  inmate  of  a  flexile  shell, 
the  shapeless  slough  with  its  own  motion, 
Ml  it  with  colors  of  the  mom. 
at  group  of  younger  sisters,  stood 
if  Peliouis,  as  stands  the  moon 
;ht,  queen  among  die  minor  stan, 
in  splendor,  magnitude,  and  distance, 
that  archipelago ;  small  isles, 
inding  channels  link'd  yet  sunder'd ; 
thing  in  peaceful  fellowship^ 
It  0^  that  love  society : 
ions  growth  and  progress ;  here,  a  rock 
1  a  single  palm-tree  waved  its  banner ; 
irile  tracts  unmoulder'd  into  soil ; 
lark  woods,  whose  foliage  swept  the  water, 
I  speck  of  turC  or  line  of  shore, . 
1  their  roots  were  ancbor'd  in  the  ocean, 
were  gardens  redolent  with  flowers, 
ards  bending  with  Hesperian  fruit, 
the  dreams  of  olden  time. 


boatthis commonwealth  of  sea-eprung  lands, 
led  m  ten  thousand  happy  tomm, 
\  and  ocean  were  aU  fUll  of  life, 
est  in  the  rank  of  being,  soar'd 
s  amphibious,  and  the  inland  tribes 
'  plmnage  or  melodious  song, 
robes  of  many-color'd  patd^ 
oli  swung  like  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
sir  harsh  voices  undeceived  die  ear. 
ieately  pencill*d,  finer  drawn 
and  lineament ;  too  exquisite 
delighls ;  the  Birds  of  Puadise 
ikioC  as  though  they  lived  oo  air, 
e  the  orient  progeny  of  heaven, 
UMde  perfect  veil'd  in  shining  raiment 
ver  to  flower,  where  wild  bees  flaw  and  song, 
lea,  small,  and  musical  as  they. 


Showers  of  bright  humming-buds  came  down,  and 

plied 
The  same  ambrosial  task,  with  slender  bill 
Extracting  honey,  hidden  in  those  bolls. 
Whose  richest  blooms  grew  pale  beneath  the  blue 
Of  twinkling  wingleis  hovering  o*er  their  petab, 
Brilliant  as  rain-drops,  when  the  weston  son 
Sees  his  own  miniature  of  beams  in  each. 

High  on  the  cliA,  down  on  the  shelly  reeC 
Or  gliding  like  a  silver-shaded  cloud 
Hirough  the  blue  heaven,  the  mighty  albatras 
InhalcNl  the  breezes,  sought  his  humble  food. 
Or,  where  his  kindred  like  a  flock  reposed. 
Without  a  shef^erd,  on  the  grassy  downs. 
Smoothed  his  white  fleece,  and  slumber'd  in  their 
midsL 

Wading  through  manhes,  where  the  rank  sea- weed 
With  spongy  moss  and  flaccid  lichens  strove. 
Flamingoes,  in  their  crimson  tunics,  sialk'd 
On  stately  legs,  with  far-exploring  eye ; 
Or  fed  and  slept,  in  regimental  lines, 
Watch*d  by  their  sentinels,  whose  clarioo-screams 
All  in  an  instant  woke  the  startled  troop. 
That  mounted  like  a  glorious  exhalation. 
And  vanished  through  the  welkin  far  away, 
Nor  paused  till,  on  some  lonely  coast  alighting. 
Again  their  gorgeous  cohort  took  the  field. 

The  fierce  sea-eagle,  humble  in  attire, 
In  port  terrific,  from  his  lonely  eytie 
(Itself  a  burthen  for  the  tallest  tree) 
Look'd  down  o'er  land  and  sea  as  his  dominkm ) 
Now,  fiom  kmg  chase,  descending  with  his  prey. 
Young  seal  or  dolphin,  in  his  deadly  clutdi, 
He  fed  his  eaglets  in  die  noon-day  sun : 
Nor  less  at  midnight  ranged  the  deep  for  game ; 
At  length  entrepp'd  vrith  his  own  talons,  struck 
1V»  deep  to  be  withdrawn,  where  a  strong  shark. 
Roused  by  the  anguish,  vrith  impetuous  plunge, 
Dragg'd  his  assailant  down  into  the  abyai. 
Struggling  in  vain  for  liberty  and  life ; 
His  young  ones  heard  their  parent's  dying  shrieks. 
And  watch'd  in  vain  for  his  returning  wing. 

Here  ran  the  stormy  petrels  on  the  vraves. 
As  though  they  were  the  shadows  of  themselves 
Reflected  from  a  k»ftier  flight  through  space. 
The  stem  and  gkxHuy  reven  haunted  here, 
A  heraiit  of  the  atmosphere,  on  land 
Among  vociferating  crowds  a  stranger, 
Whose  hoarse,  low,  onunous  croak 


munioo 
With  those,  upon  the  oflal  of  whoae  meals 
He  goiged  akme,  or  tore  their  own  rank  coiMa 
The  heavy  pmiguin,  neither  fish  nor  fowl. 
With  scaly  feathers  and  with  finiqr  winpt 
Plump'd  stooe-like  from  the  rock  into  the  golf. 
Rebounding  upv^-ard  swift  as  from  m  sling. 
Through  yieldhig  water  as  through  limpid  air. 
The  cormorant.  Death's  living  arrow,  flew. 
Nor  ever  mas'd  a  stroke,  or  dealt  a  second. 
So  true  die  in&llible  destroyer's  aim. 


MilUon  of  creaturas  sudi  as  diese,  and  kinds 
Unnamed  by  man,  poMss'd  dwae  buey  i^i 
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Eadw  ID  in  brief  eaUtnce,  to  itwlC 

Hie  fim,  last  being  in  the  uniyene. 

With  whom  the  whole  begin,  endured,  and  ended: 

Btoet  ignocanoe  of  blia,  DoC  made  ftr  them! 

Hapiisr  eumptioo  fiom  the  6ar  of  death. 

And  that  widch  makea  the  panp  of  death  immoftal. 

The  ondTing  worn,  the  fire  unquenchable, 

— ConacJence,  the  boaoaB^iell  of  guilty  man ! 

llie  eym  of  dl  look'd  up  to  Ifim,  whose  hand 

Had  made  them,  and  aoppUed  their  daily  need ; 

AlthDi«h  they  knew  Him  not,  they  look'd  to  Him; 

And  Ha,  whoae  mercy  ia  o*er  all  lus  works. 

Forgot  not  one  of  his  large  fiunily, 

But  oared  ibr  each  as  for  an  only  child. 

They  plow'd  not,  sow*d  not,  gather*d  not  hi  bane, 

Hioaght  DoC  of  yesterday,  nor  knew  to-avniuw ; 

Yei  hanrests  inexhaustible  ihey  reap'd 

In  the  prolific  lunows  of  the  main ; 

Or  fiom  in  sunlem  cavenis  brought  to  light 

Treasures  fat  which  contending  kings  nught  war#- 

CSems,  Ibr  which  queens  would  yield  their  hands  to 


By  them  despised  as  valueleai  and  nought; 

From  the  loo^  shell  they  pidi'd  the  Iusckhis  food. 

And  left  a  prince's  ransom  in  the  pearL 

Nature's  prime  fovorites  were  the  Pelicans ; 
High-fed,  kog-Iived,  and  sociable  and  free, 
'lliey  nmged  in  wodded  pain,  or  martial  bands, 
For  play  or  slaughter.    OA  have  I  beheld 
A  little  anny  take  the  wai'ry  field. 
With  outstretch'd  pinioos  form  a  spacious  ring, 
"nieo  pressing  to  the  centre,  through  the  waves, 
Indose  thick  shoals  within  their  narrowing  toils. 
Till  multitudes  entangled  fell  a  prey : 
Or,  when  the  flying-fish  in  sudden  clouds, 
Burrt  from  the  sea,  and  flutter'd  thrDogh  the  air, 
Tbcae  giant  fowlers  snapc  them,  like  musketoes 
By  swmllows  hunted  through  tho  summer  sky. 

I  tum'd  again  to  look  upon  that  iile. 
Whence  from  one  pair  those  colonies  had  issued 
That  through  these  Cyclades  at  freedom  roved, 
Fish'd  every  stream,  and  fed  on  every  shore ; 
When,  lo !  a  spectacle  of  strange  extremes 
Awaken'd  sweet  and  melancholy  thoughts : 
All  that  is  helpless,  beautiful,  endearing 
In  infimoy,  in  prime  of  youth,  in  k)ve ; 
All  that  is  mournful  in  decay,  old  age. 
And  dissolution ;  all  that  awes  the  eye. 
And  chills  the  bosom,  in  the  sad  remains 
Of  poor  mortality,  which  last  awhile. 
To  show  that  life  hath  been,  but  is  no  longer ; 
— ^All  these  in  blended  images  appear*d, 
Exulting,  brooding,  perishing  before  me. 

It  was  a  land  of  births^ — Unnumber'd  nests. 
Of  reeds  and  raihea,  studded  all  the  ground. 
A  few  were  desolate  and  fellen  to  rum; 
Many  were  building  from  those  waste  materials ; 
On  some  the  dams  were  sitting,  till  the  strdce 
Of  their  quick  bilk  ehouM  break  the  prisoiMhclls, 
And  let  the  little  captives  forth  to  light. 
With  dieir  first  breath  demanding  food  and  shelter. 
In  others  I  behekl  the  brood  new-fledged, 
Stragglmg  to  clamber  out,  take  wing,  and  fly 
|Tp  to  the  heavens,  or  fethom  the  abym. 


Meanwhile  the  paretU  fitMn  the  sea  supplied 
A  daily  feast,  and  from  the  pnra  lagooo 
Brought  living  water  in  her  sack,  to  cool 
The  impatient  fever  of  their  damoroua  ttvoala 
No  need  had  she^  as  hiemglyphioa  fe^a 
(A  mystic  lessoo  of  malamal  kveX 
To  pierce  her  breast,  and  with  the  vital  alMai^ 
Warm  fitMn  its  fountam,  slake  their  thiiai  m  Ifasi 
— Hie  blood  which  nourish'd  them  eve  ihsv  w 

hatdi'd. 
While  thecmde  egg  within  hereelf 


It  was  a  land  of  deaths— BeCwieen  thoae 
The  quiet  earth  was  feathered  with  the  apoik 
Of  agisd  Pelicans,  that  hither  came 
To  die  in  peace,  where  they  had  apeot  io  loTt 
The  sweetest  perkids  of  their  kng  exisleiira. 
Where  they  were  wont  to  build,and  breed  their , 
Tliere  they  lay  down  to  rise  no  more  for  cver^ 
And  close  their  cyos  upon  the  dearest  sight 
On  which  their  living  eyes  had  loved  to  dwell, 
— ^Tlie  nest  where  every  joy  to  them  \ 
There  rife  corruption  tainted  them  ao  ligitfly. 
Hie  moisture  seem*d  to  \-anidi  from  &eur 
As  dew  from  gossamer,  that  leavea  the  nrt-wmi 
S^iread  oo  the  ground,  and  glittming  in  the  ook 
llius,  when  a  breeie  the  rdBed  plumage  atio'd. 
That  lay  like  drifted  snow  upon  the  soil. 
Their  slender  skeletons  were  seen  Tiranath, 
So  ddicately  framed,  and  half  tranaparem. 
That  I  have  marvell'd  how  a  bird  ao  Bobleb 
When  in  his  full  magnificent  attire. 
With  pinioos  wider  than  the  king  of  imhwai^ 
And  down  elastic,  thicker  than  the  swan's* 
Should  leave  so  small  a  cage  of  rifaa  to 
Where  vigorous  life  had  dvi-elt  a  hundred 


Such  was  that  scene ;  the  dying  and  tbe  deal 
Next  neighbors  to  the  living  and  tiie  onfaan. 
O  how  much  happiness  was  here  ei^'d  * 
How  little  misery  had  been  sufifered  here! 
Those  humble  Pelicans  had  eadi  lulfill'd 
The  utmost  purpose  of  its  span  of  being. 
And  done  its  duty  in  its  narrow  circle, 
As  surely  as  the  sun,  ui  his  career. 
Accomplishes  the  glorious  end  of  hia. 


CANTO  VL 


**  And  thus,"  methou{^  **  ten  tKn«— ^rf  i 

lead 
Tho  stars  to  glory  in  their  annual  ooums ; 
Moons  without  number  thus  may  wax  and 
And  winds  alternate  blow  in 
While  here — through  self^beginning 

ending, 
Hicn  self^ronew'd,  without  advance  or  feUi 
Existence  fluctuates  only  bice  the  tide. 
Whoso  everlasting  changes  bring  no  chai^a, 
But  billow  follows  billow  to  the  shore. 
Recoils,  and  bi]k>w  out  of  billow  sweUs; 
An  endless  whiri  of  ebbing,  flowk^  foam. 
Where  every  bubble  is  like  every  other. 
And  Ocean's  fece  immutable  as  Heaven's. 
Hero  is  no  progrcm  to  snblimer  life ; 
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KUJM  itiH    ■tinifi  at  tha  very  poim, 
torn  a  TBDtage-gioiiiid  her  bolder  itefii 
}  raqplendeDt  oo  the  ecele  of  being ; 
r  rei^  awakening  widi  her  tread, 
e,  intelligent;  aspiring, 
re  other,  all  above  themielvei, 
^  geneiatioii  ■hould  tranaoend 
er,  aa  die  ftnner  all  the  past 

,  such  alone  were  meet  inhaWtanta 
fior  ides,  to  wooderfully  ibim'd 
le  eolitude  of  sea  and  iky, 
I  my  wandering  spirit  first  was  cast, 
beyond  whose  girdle,  eye  nor  wing 
r  me  to  undisoover'd  climes, 
any  a  nobler  race  may  dwell;  whose 
m,  tost  by  tempests  on  the  flood, 
ight  drift  upon  their  native  treea ; 
beir  own  fiee  birds,  on  fearless  pinions, 
^ages  amidst  the  pathless  heaven, 
tting,  ookmiae  these  fertile  tracts, 
1  finom  the  barrenness  of  ocean, 
ealth  might  well  repay  the  brave  adventure, 
fatore  spent  her  strength?  Why  slopp'd  she 
vtet 

vp*d  not  lower,  if  to  rise  no  higher  f 
not  sonmon  fiom  more  ancient  ragkns, 
lie  rinng  or  the  setting  smi, 
I,  as  ftr  above  the  mightiest  here 
r  eagle  flaming  at  hi^  noon, 
the  bat  that  flutters  through  the  twilightf 
tender  Pelican  eicels 
oalous  abortion  of  the  rock, 
plant,  feanl,  animal  unite  f 

shanges  here  may  happen— changes  most! 

iders  diat  new  shores  should  yet  aaoend 

le  boaoB  of  the  deep,  and  spread 

onveige,  fipom  one  circumference 

lid  breadth  of  table-huid, 

r  the  borinn,  canopied  with  heaven, 

tn  in  his  own  abyss  absorb'd  f " 

these  imaginations  cross'd  the  mind, 
{hts  fulfill*d  themselves  before  mine  eyes ; 
ids  moved  like  circles  upon  water, 
ig  till  they  touch'd  each  other,  ckeed 
gaoent  straits,  and  thus  became 
Ds  continent  which  fill'd  the  sea. 
iiige  was  total,  like  a  birth,  a  death; 
^at  fiom  native  darkness  brings  to  light 
og  inhabitant  of  this  gay  world ; 
lat  fiom  seen  to  unseen  things  lemovee, 
DowB  time  up  in  etemi^. 
ich  had  been,  for  ever  ceased  to  be, 
.  which  foOow'd  was  a  new  creation 
fitjm  the  disappearance  of  the  old. 
Iiat  pageant  universe  away, 
its  ides  and  waters.    So  I  feond 
ranslated  to  that  other  world. 
It  of  fency,  like  the  unconscious  act 
]g  fitxn  a  jileesant  dream,  with  sweet 
toto  a  more  transporting  vision. 

unery  of  brooding  Pelicans, 
nitoiy  of  their  dead,  had  vaniah'd, 
the  minor  spots  of  rock  and  verduie, 


The  abodes  of  happy  millions  were  no 

But  in  their  pkoe  a  diadowy  landscape  lay. 

On  whose  extremest  western  verge,  a  f^eam 

Of  living  silver,  to  the  downward  sun 

Intensely  gUtteiing,  mark*d  the  bonndary  line^ 

Whidi  ocean,  held  by  ohaini  invidfale. 

Fretted  and  fiiam'd  in  vain  to  overleap. 

Woods,  mountains,  valleys,  rivets,  gkn^  and  pfadns 

Diversified  the  scene  >— ^lat  aoene  was  wild. 

Magnificent,  deferm'd,  or  beautiful, 

As  fiwned  expresdy  fiv  all  kinds  of  life. 

With  all  life's  labors,  sufleiings,  and  ei^juy— irts; 

Untouched  as  yet  by  any  meaner  hand 

Than  His  who  made  it,  and  pronounced  it  good. 

And  good  it  was ; — free  as  light,  air,  fire,  water. 

To  every  thing  that  breathed  upon  its  surfine. 

From  the  small  wonn  that  crept  abroad  at  mi«lBi|^ 

To  sip  cool  dews,  and  feed  on  sleeping  flowen^ 

Then  dunk  into  its  hde,  the  little  vampyre ! 

Through  every  species  which  I  yet  had  seen* 

To  animals,  of  tribes  and  forms  unknown 

In  the  lost  islands ; — beasts  that  ranged  the  forests, 

Graaed  in  the  valleys,  bounded  o*er  the  hills, 

Reposed  in  rich  savannas,  fiom  grey  rocks 

Pidi'd  the  thin  herbege  sprouting  thioui^  fliair 

fissures; 
Or  in  waste  howling  deserts  found  oases. 
And  fountains  pouring  sweeter  streams  than  nectar. 
And  more  melodious  than  the  nightingale, 
to  the  feint  and  perishing  they  seem'd. 


I  gaaed  on  ruminating  herdi  of  kine. 
And  sheep  for  ever  wandering ;  goats  that  awimg 
like  spiders  on  the  cmgs,  so  slight  their  hold ; 
Deer,  plasrful  as  their  fewns,  in  peace,  but  fell 
As  battling  bulls,  in  wan  of  jedoosy : 
Through  flowery  champaigns  roam*d  die  fleetgaieBaa, 
Of  many  a  color,  size,  and  shapes— all  graDdul ; 
In  every  look,  step,  attitude  prepared, 
Even  at  the  shadow  of  a  cloud,  to  vanish. 
And  leave  a  solitude  where  thousands  stood 
With  heads  declined,  and  nibbling  eagerly 
As  locusts  when  they  Ugfat  on  some  new  soil. 
And  move  no  more  till  they  have  shorn  it  bare. 
On  these,  with  fiunine  unappeasable, 
Lithe,  muscular,  huge-boned,  and  limVd  for  leaping. 
The  brindled  tyrants  of  brute  nature  prey'd : 
The  weak  and  timid  bow*d  before  the  strong. 
The  many  by  the  few  were  hourly  slaughtered. 
Where  power  was  right,  and  violence  was  law. 

Here  coodi'd  the  panting  tiger,  on  the  watch ; 
Impatient  but  unmoved,  his  fire4)all  eym 
Made  horrid  twilight  in  the  sunless  jungle, 
TiU  on  the  heedless  buflUo  he  sprang, 
Dragg'd  the  low-bellowing  monster  to  his  laii^ 
Crashed  through  the  ribs  at  onoe  into  his  heart, 
Quafi*'d  the  hot  Uood,  and  goiged  the  quivering  fledi. 
Till  dnmk  he  lay,  as  poweriesa  as  die 


Hiere,  to  the  solitaiy  Ikm*s  roar 
So  many  echoes  answered,  that  there  seon'd 
Ten  in  the  fidd  for  one ; — ^where'er  tfasgr  tniB*d, 
The  flying  animali^  fiom  cave  to  cave. 
Heard  his  voice  issuing;  and  reooil'd  ughait, 
Only  to  meet  it  nearer  than  before, 
Or,  ere  they  saw  his  shadow  or  his  hce, 
Fall  dead  beneadi  his  dmndaratriking  psw. 
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Cblm  OBUbl  BOBom  of  hsTOC,  in  lui  own 
Bv%B  ■trangth  impregntUe,  the  elephmt 
Oftnded  nflDe.  but  led  ha  qniet  life 
Among  hii  old  oontampomy  traet, 
Till  nstnre  lud  him  gsndy  down  lo  rwt 
Bflnn'H  the  pafan,  whidi  he  wu  wont  to  make 
Hk  prop  in  domber;  there  hii  relioi  lay 
Longer  thm  life  itmlf  had  dwelt  within  them. 
Beei  in  die  ample  hollow  of  his  ■hull 
Filed  dieir  wax-dtadelm  and  stored  their  honey ; 
Thence  sdlied  fimh  to  forage  thnmgh  the  fields, 
And  swana'd  in  emigrating  legkxis  thence : 
Tliere.  litde  borrowing  animals  threw  op 
Ifillocks  beneath  the  oveMrching  ribs; 
While  fciids,  within  the  spinal  labyrinth, 
ContriTed  their  nests  :~-m»  wandoring  Arabs  pilch 
nieir  lento  amidst  Palmyra*s  palaces ; 
So  Greek  and  Roman  peasants  build  their  huts 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Parthenon, 
Or  on  the  ruins  of  the  CapitoL 

Bnt  imintelligent  creation  soon 
Failed  to  delight;  the  novelty  departed, 
And  all  kiok'd  desolate ;  my  eye  grew  weary 
Of  seeing  that  which  it  might  see  ibr  ever 
Without  a  new  idea  or  emotion ; 
The  mind  within  me  panted  after  mind, 
Hie  spirit  agh'd  to  meet  a  kindred  spirit. 
And  in  my  human  heart  there  was  a  void, 
Whidi  nothing  but  humanity  could  (ill. 
At  length,  as  though  a  priaoiHloor  were  open*d. 
Chains  had  fell'n  aiS)  and  by  an  angel-guide 
Conducted,  I  escaped  that  desen4ioum ; 
And  instantaneously  I  travell'd  on, 
Tet  knew  not  how,  for  wings  nor  feet  I  plied, 
But  with  a  motion  Ukc  the  lapse  of  thought. 
O'er  many  a  vale  and  mountain  I  was  carried, 
Till  in  the  east,  abo^'e  the  ocean's  brim, 
I  saw  the  morning  sun,  and  stay'd  my  course. 
Where  vestiges  of  rude  but  social  life 
Arrested  and  detained  attention  long. 

Amidst  the  crowd  of  grovelling  animals, 
A  being  more  majestic  stood  hefon  me ; 
I  met  an  eye  that  look'd  into  my  soul, 
And  seem*d  to  penetrate  mine  inmost  thoughts. 
Instinctively  I  tum'd  away  to  hide  them. 
For  shame  and  quick  compunction  came  upon  me, 
As  though  detected  on  forbidden  ground, 
Casing  on  dungs  unlawful :  but  my  heart 
Relented  quickly,  and  my  bosom  throbb'd 
With  sudi  unutterable  tenderness, 
Tlat  every  sympathy  of  human  nature 
Was  by  the  beating  of  a  pulse  enkindled. 
And  dash'd  at  once  throughout  the  mind's  recesses. 
As,  in  a  darken'd  diamber,  olgects  start 
All  round  the  walls,  the  moment  light  breaks  in. 
The  sodden  tumult  of  surprise  awoke 
My  spirit  from  that  trance  of  vague  abstraction. 
Wherein  I  lived  through  ages,  and  beheld 
Their  generations  pass  so  swiftly  by  me, 
Tlial  years  were  moments  in  their  flight,  and  houn 
Tlie  soenes  of  crowfled  renturin  roveal'd ; 
I  side  spectator  of  the  wondrous  changes, 
8peU4ia«ind  as  in  a  dream,  and  aoquieacii« 
In  all  that  faappen'd,  though  perplcx'd  widi  atiange 


Conceit  of  something  wanting  thnmgh  dm 
TTiat  spell  was  broken,  like  the  vanished  il 
From  eyes  bom  blind,  miraculomdy  open'd 
Twas  gone,  and  I  became  myself  again. 
Restored  to  memory  of  all  I  knew 
From  books  or  sclioiDls,  the  world  or  aagi 
With  all  that  foUy  or  misfortune  tanght 
Each  hath  her  lessons^ — ^wise  are  they  thai 
Still  the  mysterious  reverie  went  oo. 
And  I  was  sdll  sole  witness  of  its  jsancs. 
But  with  clear  mind  and  disenchanted  aighl; 
Beholding,  judging,  comprehending  all; 
Not  passive  and  bewilder*d  as  before. 


What  was  die  being  which  I  then  beheUf 
Man  going  forth  amidst  inferior  cnaluns : 
Not  as  he  rose  in  Eden  out  of  dust. 
Fresh  from  the  moulding  hand  of  Deity ; 
Immortal  breath  upon  his  lips ;  the  li|^ 
Of  uncreated  glory  in  his  soul. 
Lord  of  the  nether  univene,  and  heir 
Of  all  above  him, — all  above  the  sky. 
The  sapphire  pavement  of  his  liitnie  palaee : 
Not  sOd — but  rather  like  that  maniing<«tar. 
Which  from  the  highest  empyrean  fell 
Into  the  bottomless  abyss  of  darfcnesa; 
There  flaming  only  with  malignant 
Among  the  constellations  of  hio  peen. 
The  third  part  of  Heaven's  host,  with 
To  irretrievable  perdition^ — thence. 
Amidst  the  smoke  of  unillumined  fireo. 
Issuing  like  horrid  sparks  to  blast 
— ^Thus,  though  in  dim  eclipse,  before  me 
As  from  a  world  invisible  caU'd  np, 
Man,  in  the  image  of  his  Maker  form'd, 
Man,  to  the  image  uf  his  tempter  fall'n ; 
Yet  still  as  &r  above  infernal  fiends. 
As  once  a  little  lower  than  the  angelo. 
I  knew  him,  own*d  him.  loved  him,  and 
**  Bone  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  oqr 
Ilail  in  the  depth  of  thy  humiHotion ; 
For  dear  thou  art,  amidst  unconscious  ruin^* 
Dear  to  the  kindliest  feelings  of  my  oool. 
As  though  one  womb  had  borne  us,  and  one 
At  her  sweet  breasts  had  nourish'd  na  as  twins." 

I  saw  him  sunk  in  loadwome  degradatian, 
A  naked,  fierce,  ungovernable  savage, 
Companwn  to  the  brutes,  himself  mure  bmial; 
Superior  only  in  the  craft  that  made 
The  serpent  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Whose  guile  unparadised  the  world,  and  farongbl 
A  curse  upon  the  earth  which  God  had  blesaed 
That  curse  was  here,  without  the  mitigation 
Of  healdiful  toil,  that  half  redeema  the  gronnd 
Whence  man  was  taken,  whither  he  returns, 
And  which  repays  him  bread  for  patient  labor, 
— Lsbor,  the  sjrmbol  of  his  ptmishmenl, 
— Lsbor,  the  secret  of  his  happiness. 
The  cuTM  was  here ;  for  thorns  and  briett  o'ani 
The  tangled  labyrinths,  3rel  briers  bare 
And  thorns  threw  out  their  annual  snow  of  1 
Tlie  curse  was  here ;  and  yet  the  soil  untill'd 
Pour'd  forth  spontaneous  and  abundant  harvroli. 
Pulse  and  snail  berries,  maiac  in  strong  luzuriHKe. 
And  slender  rice  that  grow  by  many  wnien ; 
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imsli  cast  their  fruiti,  in  hmk  or  rind, 
ng  flweec  kenieb  or  delidom  palp, 
li  oil,  oool  milk,  and  nnfenneiited  wine, 
\k  and  eiquiaite  variety. 
eae  the  indolent  inhabitanti 
rithoat  care  or  forethought,  like  the  iwine 
^bb^d  the  turf,  and  taught  them  where  to  look 
ainty  eaith-nuti  and  nutritioua  roots ; 
)  fimall  monkeys,  capering  on  the  boughs, 
ioting  on  nedu  and  ambroaia, 
■oduce  of  that  Paradise  run  wild  >-~ 
-these  were  merry,  if  they  were  not  wise ; 
)  man's  nntntor'd  hordes  were  sour  and  sullen, 
those  abhorr'd  baboons,  whose  gluttonous  taste, 
foUow'd  safely  in  their  choice  of  food ; 
srhose  brute  semblance  of  humanity 
them  more  hideous  than  their  prolot3rpes, 
bore  the  genuine  image  and  inscription, 
led  indeed,  but  yet  indelible, 
m  ravening  brasts,  and  fowls  that  fish'd  die 


leam'd  to  prey  on  meaner  animals. 
Mind  a  secret  out  which  Inrds  or  beasts, 
oniel,  conning,  treacherous,  never  knew, 
e  lomiy  of  devouring  one  another. 

ch  were  my  kindred  in  their  lost  estate, 
whose  abominations  while  I  tuin*d, 
3m  a  pestilence,  I  moum'd  and  wept 
bitter  lamentation  o*er  their  ruui ; 
as  they  were  in  igixNrance  of  all 
raisn  man  above  his  origin, 
elevates  to  heaven  the  spirit  within  him, 
hich  the  Almighty's  breath  gave  understanding. 

ige  was  their  stature,  and  their  frames  athletic; 
'  skins  were  dark,  their  locks  like  eagles*  feathers; 
'  features  terrible ; — when  roused  to  wrath, 
ril  passions  lighten'd  through  their  eyes, 
abed  their  bosoms  like  possessing  fiends, 
kiosed  what  sets  on  fire  the  course  of  nature, 
e  tongue  of  malice,  set  on  fire  of  hell, 
fa  then,  in  oataracts  of  horrid  sounds, 
1  throogh  their  gnashing  teeth  and  foaming  lips, 
ng  the  ear  to  tingle,  and  the  soul 
n,  witfi  spasms  of  strange  revolting  honor, 
die  bk»d  changed  color  in  the  veins, 
e  hot  and  cold  it  ran  about  the  heart, 
red  to  pale  upon  the  cheek  it  sbow'd. 
r  visages  at  rest  were  winterclouds, 
gkxxn,  whence  sun  nor  shower  could  be  foretold: 
in  high  revelry,  when  full  of  prey, 
ibal  prey,  tremendous  was  their  laughter ; 
r  joy,  the  shock  of  earthquakes  overturning 
itahv,  and  swamping  riven  in  their  course ; 
ibtenanean  elements  embroil'd — 
1,  Bn,  and  water,  till  the  cleft  volcano 
I  to  tibeir  devastating  fury  vent ; 
joy  was  lurking  hatred  in  disguise, 
mt  less  fetal  in  its  last  excess. 
'  danced^ — ^iike  whiriwinds  in  the  libyan  waste, 
D  the  dead  sand  starts  up  in  living  pillais, 
mingle,  part,  and  cross,  then  hoist  in  rain 
■Hand  beast; — they  danced  to  shooti  and  scwans, 
M,  00001,  and  horns,  their  deafening  din  inilcting 
enres  and  ears  enraptored  with  sudi  dangor; 
OHidi  grew  madnem,  and  the  feast  a  fiay, 


Tliat  left  the  field  strewn  with  unnatoial  canaga. 
To  furnish  out  a  more  unnatural  feast, 
And  lay  the  train  to  inflame  a  bloodier  fiay. 

They  dwelt  in  dens  and  caverns  of  the  earfli. 
Won  bf  the  valiant  from  their  brute  possessors. 
And  held  in  houriy  peril  of  reprisals 
From  die  ferocious  brigands  of  the  vreods, 
Tlie  lioness,  benighted  with  her  whelps, 
Hiere  seeking  shelter  from  the  drenching  storm. 
Met  with  unseen  resistance  on  the  threshold. 
And  perish'd  ere  she  knew  by  what  she  fell ; 
Or,  fhiding  all  within  asleep,  surprised 
The  inmates  in  their  dreams,  from  which  no  more 
Her  deadly  vengeance  sufier'd  them  to  wake. 
— On  open  plains  they  framed  low,  narrow  huts 
Of  boughs,  the  wreck  of  windfells  or  of  Time, 
Wattled  with  canes,  and  thatdi'd  with  reeds  and 

leaves; 
Tliere  from  afflictive  iKxin  sought  twilight  shadow, 
Or  slumber'd  in  the  smoke  of  green-wood  fires. 
To  drive  away  the  pestilent  musketoes. 
— Some  built  unwieldy  nests  among  the  treest 
In  which  to  doie  by  night,  or  watch  by  day 
The  joyful  moment,  frooi  that  ambuscade 
To  slay  the  passing  antelope,  or  wound 
Tlie  jackall  chasing  it,  with  sudden  arrows 
FVom  bows  that  tai^*d  a  giant's  strength  to  bend. 
In  flight  or  combat,  on  the  champaign  field. 
They  ran  a  tilt  with  flinty*headed  spears ; 
Or  lonch'd  the  lighter  javelin  through  the  air, 
Follow'd  its  motion  with  a  basilisk's  eye. 
And  shriek'd  with  gladness  when  a  life  was  spill*d: 
lliey  sent  the  pebUo  hissing  from  the  sling. 
Hot  OS  the  curse  fjrom  lips  that  would  strike  dead. 
If  words  were  stones ;  here  stones,  as  swift  as  words 
Can  reach  the  ear.  the  unweary  victim  smote. 
In  closer  conflict,  breast  to  breast,  when  one 
Or  both  must  perish  on  the  spot,  they  fought 
With  clubs  of  iron-wood  and  ponderous  force. 
Wielded  with  terrible  dexterity, 
And  felling  down  like  thunderbolts,  which  nought 
But  counter  thunderbolts  could  meet  or  parry. 
Rude-foshicm'd  weapons !  yet  the  lion's  jaws. 
The  tiger's  grasp,  the  eagle's  beak  and  tahms. 
The  serpent's  fangs,  were  not  more  formidable. 
More  sure  to  hit,  or,  hitting,  sure  to  kill 

They  knew  not  shame  nor  honor,  yet  knew  pride ; 
— ^The  pride  of  strength,  skill,  speed,  and  subtlety; 
The  pride  of  tyranny  and  violence. 
Not  o'er  the  mighty  only,  whom  their  arm 
Had  crosh'd  in  battle,  or  had  bosely  shun 
By  treacherous  ambush,  or  more  treacherous  smiles, 
Embracing  while  they  stabb'd  the  heart  that  met 
llieir  specious  seeming  vrith  unguarded  breast : 
— The  reckless  savages  display'd  th^  pride 
By  vile  oppression  in  its  vilest  formsr— 
Oppression  of  the  weak  and  innocent; 
In&ncy,  womanhood,  old  age,  disease, 
Tlie  lame,  the  halt,  the  bUnd,  are  wrong'd,  neglected. 
Exposed  to  perish  by  wild  beasts  in  woods. 
Cast  to  crooodiles  in  rivers;  murdered. 
Even  by  their  dearest  kindred,  in  cold  blood. 
To  rid  themselves  of  Nature's  gracioos  borttois, 
In  mercy  laid  on  nm  to  teach  km  mercy. 
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Gsve  proof  of  imclleei,  i 
And  ia  in  tiaow  enMtmi 
B^Mcletiof  hmMn  teetb.  fini0i  of  wiU 

TW>«»  of  riiulEi.  and  beab  of  mvoioai  faiiiH 
Glittered  and  linUed  round  thair  anm  and  anklea; 
While  iknlb  of  ilaa«bter'd  eneniei,  in  thmm 
Of  natoral  ^fkxkM,  danf^  Cram  ihtt  nBtkm 
Of  ihoM^  wfaow  awfu  hm  tkaSh  and  cannihal  taelk 
Era  long  muM  deck  more  puiint  fiendi  than  tfaef. 

On  oeean,  toov  they  eiercirod  dnmininn^— 
Of  hollow  trace  oomponig  dight  canoei. 
They  paddled  o'er  the  reeft,  cat  thioagh  the  breaken^ 
And  rode  the  untamed  billovn  fu  fiom  ihore; 
AmpUbiooe  from  their  infancy,  and  fearing 
Noog^  in  the  deepest  vraten  save  the  ahark : 
Even  him,  well  arm'd,  they  gloried  lo  enooonter. 
And  when  he  tnm'd  to  ope  those  gatee  of  death. 
That  led  into  the  Iladen  of  his  goige, 
Smote  with  sach  stem  decision  to  his  vitals. 
And  vanish'd  ihrrmgh  the  blood-beclouded  waTes, 
That,  blind  and  desperate  in  his  agony. 
Headlong  he  plunged,  and  perish'd  in  the  abym. 

Woman  was  here  the  powerlem  slave  of  roan ; 
HiOB  lidlen  Adam  tramples  fallen  Eve, 
Through  all  the  generations  of  his  sons. 
In  whose  barbarian  veins  the  old  serpent's  venom 
Turns  para  afiection  into  hideous  lust. 
And  wrests  the  might  of  his  superior  arm 
(Given  to  defend  and  Mess  his  meek  companion) 
Into  the  very  yoke  and  scourge  of  bondage ; 
Till  limbs  by  beauty  moulded,  eyes  of  gladness, 
And  the  full  bosom  of  confiding  truth. 
Made  to  delight  and  comfort  him  in  toil, 
And  change  Cara's  den  into  a  halcyon's  nest, 
— Ara  broke  with  drudgery,  quench'd  with  stagnant 

team, 
Or  wnmg  with  lonely  unimparted  woe. 
Man  is  beskle  himseU;  not  less  than  fidl'n 
Betow  his  dignity,  who  owns  not  woman 
As  nearar  to  his  heart  than  when  she  grew 
A  rib  within  him#    u  his  heart's  own  heart. 

Ha  slaw  the  game  with  his  unerring  arrow, 
Ar/ JWI  i/ /olb#  bosh  lor  her  to  drag 
ibm^  wgfieft  Imt  &ehie  bandB,  already  huithaiied 


the 

_ftrlha 
leftiv 
ihe^Dt;ik 

tha  ihalrh  i^  fart 
or  the 
d  the  dnmwf  panlhsr  in  his 
o'cnoHK  by  heat,  and  wiih 

bat 
Which  with  b  D^^inak'd  tafl  ha  awiatf  d  anif : 

B^  the  dnad  pweaaof  his 
She  raO'd  Aa  sKmca,  and  phnlad  thai 
1^  faiify  the  ganin  iv  hsB^ 
Who  seonlaDy  look'd  on,  at  es 
Or  ooly  rose  to  beat  bar  to  the 


Tec  'Mdst  the  gall  and 
asled  joya  whkh  une  bat 
— Hie  hopes,  feaia,  fcefaiff,  laptares  of  a 
WelUugh  fnanpfwaiTiy  for  hM  iinkhafaia^ 
WloB  yec  with  an  her  fervent  eoal  she  bfii 
Deaicr  to  hsr  than  an  thenrnverse^ 
The  looks,  the  cries,  the  eabneea  of  her  hibv; 
In  eadi  of  whom  ^  lived  aaeparatelife^ 
And  felt  the  feantain.  whence  their  vena  wMtflTd. 
Flow  in  perpecnal  anion  with  the  atraami^ 
That  sweU'd  their  poisea,  and  thnbb'd  hik*iw# 


Oh!  't  was  benign  relief  when  oqr vei'd  aye 
CouM  torn  from  man,  the  sordid,  aelfah  aaviigtk 
And  gaae  on  wooMn  in  her  selfdenial. 
To  him  and  to  their  ofiipring  aU  ahve^ 
Dead  only  to  herself^ — save  when  Am  woo 
His  unexpected  smile ;  then,  she  hiok'd 
A  thonsand  times  more  beantiiul,  to  meet 
A  glance  of  aught  like  tenderness  from  hiBt 
And  sent  the  sunshine  of  her  happy  heart 
So  warm  into  the  chameUioare  of  hia. 
That  Nature's  genuine  sjrmpathies  awokob 
And  he  almost  forgot  hiinielf  in  her. 
O  man !  lost  man !  amidst  the  deeolalko 
Of  goodness  in  thy  soul,  there  yet  lenaioa 
One  spark  of  Deity^ — that  spark  is  love. 
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AoB  again,  with  silent  revolutian. 
Brought  mom  and  even,  noon  and  ni|^  with  aU 
The  old  vidssitudes  of  Nature's  aspect : 
Rains  in  their  season  fertilised  the  gromd. 
Winds  sow'd  the  seeds  of  every  kind  of  pbai 
On  its  peculiar  aoil ;  while  sons  matured 
What  winds  had  sown,  and  raine  in  aeaan  walM^^ 
Providing  nourishment  for  aU  that  lived : 
Man's  generations  came  and  went  like  theae» 
— The  grass  and  flowers  that  wither  wheretheyipria^ 
\«-ThA  YxuXsa  \kttX  v^rah  wholly  where  tfM^  fell 
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le  I  mused  on  theae  in  long  ■nfccwinn, 

kin*d  as  all  had  been  before, 

was  wont,  though  none  did  listen, 

t  sometimes  to  speak  and  be  the  hearer; 

ice  himself  who  can  oonyone 

n  thoughts,  as  with  a  living  throng 

kTellers  in  solitude ; 

0  long  had  been  my  sole  companions : 
this  mysteiy  of  human  life  f 
vilixed  society, 

rim's  progress  through  this  world 
^  is  to  come,  by  the  same  stages ; 

diversity  of  fortune 
inct  adventurer  by  the  way ! 

te  transmigration  of  a  soul 

bus  bodies,  various  states  of  being ; 

«,  passions,  tastes,  pursuits  in  each ; 

sve  in  consciousness,  the  same. 

escenoe,  manhood,  age, 

loving  onward,  alway  losing 

in  one  anodier,  lost  at  length, 

ions,  on  the  strand  of  death. 

threescore  years  and  ten  looks  back,-^ 

1  pong  of  lingering  tenderness, 
shuddering  consdenoe-fitr— on  what 
1,  is  not,  cannot  be  again ; 

less  with  fear  and  hope,  to  think 
ow,  but  cannot  long  continue, 
I  must  be  through  uncounted  ages. 
; — ^we  know  no  more  ofhappy  childhood, 
childhood  knows  of  wretched  eld ; 
Ireams  of  its  felicity 
nt  as  its  own  crude  visions : 
1  to  live  from  that  fine  point 
nry  dwells  on,  with  the  moming.star, 
note  we  heard  the  cuckoo  sing, 
ftisy  that  we  ever  pluck'd. 
Its  themselves  were  stars,  and  birds,  and 
rs, 

»,  simplest  music,  wild  perfume, 
rd,  mark  the  metamorphoses ! 
the  Girl; — when  all  was  joy,  hope, 
■e; 

dd  be  a  Boy,  a  Girl  again, 
iroke,  to  long  for  liberty, 
f  what  wiU  never  come  to  pass  f 
I,  the  Maiden ; — ^living  but  for  love, 
soon  that  life  hath  other  cares, 
I  rapturous,  but  more  enduring: 
in ; — in  her  ofipring  multiplied ; 
),  whose  glory  is  her  branches, 
le  shadow,  she  (both  root  and  stem) 
well  in  meek  obscurity, 
ly  be  the  pleasure  of  beholders : 
—as  father  of  a  progeny, 
requires  his  death  to  make  them  room, 

lives  he  feels  his  resuneotion, 
omortal  in  his  childreo's  children : 
;rey  Elder ; — loaning  on  his  stafl^ 
eneath  a  weight  of  jreaii,  that  steal 
th  the  secrecy  of  sleep, 
^  lighter  than  the  snow  of  age, 
ich  subtlety  benumbs  the  frame), 
B  sensation,  and  lies  down 
ap  of  his  primeval  mother ; 

Z 


She  throws  a  shrond  of  turf  and  flowers  aroimd  hhn. 
Then  calls  the  worms,  and  bids  them  do  their  olBoe: 
— ^Man  giveth  up  the  ghost^n-and  where  ii  He?" 

That  startUng  question  broke  my  IncubfotkNi; 
I  saw  those  changes  realised  before  me ; 
Saw  diem  recurring  in  perpetual  hne, 
The  line  unbroken,  while  the  thread  ran  oo. 
Failing  at  this  extreme,  at  that  renew'd, 
— ^like  bods,  leaves,  bfessoms,  fruits  on  herbs  and  trees; 
Like  mites,  flies,  reptiles;  birds,  and  beost8,and  flshes. 
Of  every  length  of  period  here«— all  mortal. 
And  all  rerolved  into  those  elements 
Whence  they  had  emanated,  whence  they  drew 
Their  sustenance,  and  which  their  wrecks  recruited 
To  generate  and  foster  other  forms 
As  like  themselves  as  were  the  lights  of  heaven, 
For  ever  moving  in  serene  succession, 
— ^Not  like  those  lights  unquenchable  by  time, 
But  ever  changing,  like  die  clouds  that  come. 
Who  can  toll  whence  f  and  go,  who  can  toll  whidier  ? 
Thus  the  swifl  series  of  man's  race  elapsed. 
As  fbrno  higher  destiny  created 
Than  aught  beneath  them,^ — fiom  the  elephant 
Down  to  the  worm,  thence  to  the  aoophjrto, 
Tliat  link  which  binds  Prometheus  to  his  rock. 
The  living  fibre  to  insensato  matter. 
They  were  not,  then  they  were ;  die  unborn,  the  living! 
They  were,  then  were  not;  they  had  lived  and  died; 
No  trace,  no  record  of  their  date  remaining. 
Save  in  the  memory  of  kindred  beings. 
Themselves  as  surely  hastening  to  oblivion ; 
Till,  where  the  soil  had  been  renew'd  by  relics. 
And  earth,  air,  water,  were  one  sepulchre. 
Earth,  air,  and  water,  might  be  seorch'd  in  vain. 
Atom  by  atom  scrutinixed  with  eyes 
Of  microscopic  power,  that  could  discern 
The  population  of  a  dew-drop,  yet 
No  particle  betray  the  buried  secret 
Of  what  they  had  been,  or  of  what  they  were : 
life  thus  was  swollow'd  by  mortality, 
Mortolity  thus  swallow'd  up  of  life. 
And  man  remain'd  the  world's  unmoved  possessor, 
Tliough,  every  moment,  men  appear'd  and  vanish'd. 

Oh !  *t  was  heart«ckness  to  behold  them  thus 
Perishing  without  knowledge ;— perishing. 
As  thou^  they  were  but  things  of  dust  ond  ashes. 
They  lived  unconscious  of  their  noblest  powers. 
As  were  die  rocks  and  mountains  which  they  tiod 
Of  gold  and  jewels  hidden  in  their  bowels ; 
They  lived  unconscious  of  what  lived  within  them, 
Tlie  deathless  spirit,  as  were  the  stars  that  shone 
Above  their  heads,  of  their  own  emanations. 
And  did  it  live  within  them  ?  did  there  dwell 
Fire  brought  from  heaven  in  forms  of  miry  clay? 
Untemper'd  as  the  slime  of  Babel's  builderB, 
And  leh  unfinish'd  like  their  monstrous  work  f 
To  me,  alas !  they  seem'd  but  living  bodies, 
With  still-bom  souls  which  never  could  be  quicken'd. 
Till  death  brought  immortality  to  light, 
And  fiom  the  darkness  of  th^  eordily  prison 
Placed  them  at  once'  before  the  bar  of  God ; 
Then  firrt  to  learn,  at  dieir  eternal  peril. 
The  fkct  of  his  existence  and  their  own. 
Imaginatkm  duist  not  follow  them. 
Nor  stand  one  moment  at  that  dread  Iribonal. 
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not  the  Judge  oT  oil  the  earth  do  right  ?** 
I  tramUed  while  I  tpako.    1  conUI  not  bear 
Hie  dotaht,  fear,  horror,  that  o*erhang  the  fiue 
Of  miHinna,  millioos.  BulUuiis^ — living,  dying. 
Without  a  hope  to  hang  a  hope  upon. 
That  of  the  whole  it  might  not  be  aflirm'd, 
— ^Twere  better  that  they  never  had  been  bom.** 
I  tara*d  awajr,  and  look*d  fi>r  conwiation 
Where  Nature  ebe  had  shrunk  with  loathing  back. 
Or  imprecated  nuaes,  in  her  ^^^aih, 
Even  OD  the  fidlcn  creatum  of  my  race. 
O'er  wboao  mysleriotts  duum  my  heart  v^-os  breaking. 

I  mw  an  idiot  with  long  hafa;ard  visage, 
And  eye  of  vacancy,  trolUng  his  Uxigno 
From  cheek  to  cheek ;  then  mattering  syllablee, 
Whkh  all  the  leam'd  on  earth  could  not  mterprct ; 
Tel  were  they  sounds  of  gladness,  tones  of  pleasure, 
Ineflhble  tranquillity  exprrasing. 
Or  pure  and  buoyant  animal  delight ; 
For  br%ht  the  sun  shrnie  round  him ;  cool  the  brccxc 
Play'd  in  the  floating  shadow  of  the  polra. 
Where  he  lay  rolling  in  volufitiious  sloth : 
And  he  had  fed  dclicioiisly  on  fruit. 
That  fell  into  his  lap,  and  virgin  honey, 
That  mehed  fiom  the  hollow  of  the  ruck, 
Whitfiw  the  hum  and  stir  of  bees  had  drawn  him. 
He  knew  no  blias  beside,  save  sleep  when  weary. 
Or  reteries  like  this,  when  brand  auiake. 
^  Glimpaes  of  thought  sccm'd  flashing  through  his  brain, 
like  wildfires  flitting  o*er  the  rank  mcmuB, 
Snares  to  the  night-bowildcr'd  traveller ! 
Geody  he  raised  his  head,  and  pocp'd  around, 
As  if  he  hoped  to  see  some  pleasant  ol^ect, 
— ^The  wingless  squirrel  jet  from  tree  to  irre, 
— The  monkey  lulfcring  a  parrot's  nest. 
But,  ere  he  lx»e  iho  |»t>cious  sptnl  away. 
Surprised  behind  by  beaks,  ond  winjifR.  and  claws, 
'Hiat  made  him  scamper  pbbering  away : 
— ^llie  sly  opossum  dangle  \iy  her  tail. 
To  snap  the  silly  birds  that  })orch'd  too  near ; 
Or  in  the  thicket,  with  her  young  at  play, 
Shut  when  the  nistling  gross  announced  a  snake. 
And  secrete  them  witliin  her  second  womK 
Then  stand  alert  to  give  the  intruder  battle. 
Who  rear*d  his  crest,  and  hiiu'd,  and  glid  away: — 
— ^HieBe  with  the  transport  of  a  child  he  vicw'd. 
Then  laugfa'd  aloud,  and  crack'd  his  finf^rs,  smc»le 
IFis  palms,  and  clasp'd  his  knees,  convultfcd  with  give; 
A  sad,  sad  spectacle  of  merriment ! 
Yet  he  was  happy ;  hap\iy  in  this  life ; 
And  could  I  doubl,  that  death  to  him  would  bring 
Intelligeooe,  which  ho  hod  ne'er  abused, 
A  soul,  which  he  had  never  lost  by  sin  ? 

I  saw  a  woman,  panting  from  her  throes, 
S(retch*d  in  a  lonely  cabin  on  the  ground, 
Fsle  with  the  anguish  of  her  bitter  hour. 
Whose  sorrow  she  fbrgat  not  in  the  joy. 
Which  mothers  feel  when  a  man-diild  is  bom ; 
Hers  was  an  in&nt  of  her  ofvn  scom'd  sex : 
It  ]af  upon  her  breast;— she  laid  it  there. 
By  the  same  instinct,  which  taught  it  to  find 
Tlie  milky  fountain.  filPd  to  meet  its  H-ants 
Even  at  the  gate  of  life. — to  drink  and  live. 
Awhile  iho  lay  all-passive  to  the  touch 


Of  thow  small  fmgers,  and  the  soft,  tall  lipi 

Soliciting  the  tweet  nutritnn  thence. 

While  yeaning  ssrmpathy  crept  round  bar  hart: 

She  felt  her  spirit  yielding  to  the  chann. 

That  wakes  die  parent  in  the  feflest  boaan. 

And  binds  her  to  her  little  one  fiir  ever. 

If  once  completed  ;--but  she  hroke,  she  fanle  ii. 

For  die  was  brooding  o*er  her  aei*s  tnoogt. 

And  seem'd  to  lie  amklst  a  nest  of  wect^bom. 

That  stung  remorse  to  freniy>— fimh  sbe  sprpg. 

And  with  collected  might  a  mooient  stood, 

Mercy  and  misery  struggling  in  her  fhon^bmt 

Yet  both  impelling  her  to  one  dire  porpoae. 

There  was  a  little  grave  already  maile. 

But  two  spans  long,  in  the  turf-floor  beaide  her, 

By  him  who  was  the  fiither  of  that  diild : 

Thence  he  had  sallied,  when  the  work  waa  Aibp 

To  hunt,  to  firti.  or  ramble  on  the  hilla. 

Till  all  was  peace  again  within  that  dwelling. 

— ^His  haunt,  his  den.  his  anything  hot  hone! 

Peace  f — no,  till  the  new-comer  weiv  dispaick'd 

Whence  it  shoukl  ne*er  return,  to  breaik  ^ 

Of  tmawaken'd  conscience  in  hinaelC 


She  plnck'd  the  baby  fiom  her  flo>wing 
And  o*er  its  mouth,  yet  moist  with  Nalai»*s 
Bound  a  thick  lotus-leaf  to  still  iia  erica ; 
llien  laid  it  dovi-n  in  that  untimely  grave. 
As  tenderly  as  though  'twere  rork*d  to 
With  songs  of  love,  and  she  afraid  to  wake  it 
Soon  as  she  felt  it  touch  the  groond,  si 
Hurried  the  damp  earth  over  it ;  then  fipll 
Flat  on  tbo  heaving  heap,  and  crush'd  it  dowa 
With  the  whole  burthen  of  her  grief;  i  ii  Isiwsr 
"  O  that  my  mother  had  done  so  to  me !" 
Then  in  a  vwonn  forcut,  a  little  whiles 
Her  child,  her  sex,  her  tyrant,  and  hefaelC 

Amasement  wiiher'd  up  all  human  leeling . 
I  v^-ouder'd  how  I  could  kiok  on  so  c-almly. 
As  though  I  were  but  animated  stonew 
And  not  kneel  down  ufiun  the  s|iot.  and  pmy 
That  earth  might  o}K'n  to  devour  that  mother. 
Or  heaven  shiKit  lightning  to  avenge  that  daurhkr- 
But  Ikmtot  soon  gave  way  to  ho|ie  and  |aty, 
— Hope  fur  the  dead,  aiMl  |Hty  li>r  tlie  living* 
Thenceforth  when  I  beheld  tmops  of  wikl  chiUica 
Frolicking  around  ilie  tents  of  Hirkedneta, 
Though  my  heart  danced  within  me  to  ihe  monr 
Of  their  loud  voices  and  unruly  mirth. 
The  blithe  exuberance  of  beginnirtg  life ! 
I  could  not  weep  when  they  went  out,  like  tptrit. 
That  glitter,  creep,  and  dwindle  out.  on  tinder 
Happy,  thrice  liappy  were  they  thus  to  die. 
Rather  than  grow  into  such  men  and  woomo. 
— Such  fiends  incarnate  as  that  fekiiKsire. 
Who  dug  its  grave  before  his  child  was  bom; 
Such  miserable  wretches  as  that  mother. 
Whose  tender  mercies  were  so  deadly  cruel ! 

I  saw  their  infiuifs  spirit  rise  to  heavcsi. 
Caught  from  its  birth  up  to  the  throne  of  God ; 
There,  thousands,  and  ten  thousands,  I  behsU, 
Of  innocents  like  this,  that  flied  untimely. 
By  violence  of  their  unnatural  kin. 
Or  l»y  the  mercy  of  that  gracious  I\>wer, 
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ire  them  being,  taking  what  He  gave 
could  flin  or  gufler  like  their  parents, 
em  in  white  raiment,  crown'd  with  flowen, 
kir  banka  of  that  resplendent  river, 
Ireams  make  glad  the  city  of  our  God  { 
of  life,  as  clear  as  crystal,  welling 
>m  the  throne  itself,  and  visiting 
'  a  Paradise  that  ne'er  was  lost ; 
et  the  tree  of  life  immortal  grows, 
rs  its  monthly  fruits,  twelve  kinds  of  fiiiit, 
its  season,  food  of  saints  and  angels ; 
saves  are  fi>r  the  healing  of  the  nations, 
the  shadow  of  its  blessed  boughs, 
those  rescued  in&nts,  in  dieir  schools, 

I  of  just  men  made  perfect,  taught 
ious  lessons  of  almighty  love, 

fought  them  thither  by  the  readiest  path 
)  world's  wilderness  of  dire  temptatkuis, 
thus  their  everlasting  weal. 

n  the  rapture  of  that  hour,  though  songs 
ibim  to  golden  lyres  and  trumpets, 
redeero'd  upon  the  sea  of  glass, 
ces  like  the  sound  of  many  waters, 
mine  ear,  whose  secret  cells  were  open*d 
tain  celestial  harmonies, 
noil,  sweet  accents  of  those  little  children, 
mt  all  the  gladness  of  their  souls, 
joy,  gratitude,  and  praise  to  Him, 
vhohad  k>ved  and  wash'd  them  in  his  Mood ; 
ere  to  me  the  most  transporting  strains, 
bo  hallelujahs  of  all  Heaven. — 
lost  awhile  in  that  anuudng  chorus 
he  throne,  at  happy  intervals, 

II  hosannas  of  the  infiuit  choir, 
n  that  eternal  temple,  brought 

mine  eye,  which  seraphs  had  been  glad 
,  could  they  have  felt  the  sjrmpathy 
Ited  all  my  soul,  when  I  beheld 
idesoending  Deity  thus  deign'd, 
le  months  of  babes  and  sucklings  hero, 
^  his  high  praise : — the  harp  of  Hcovon 
*d  its  least  but  not  its  meanest  string, 
dren  not  been  taught  to  play  upon  it, 
,  fiom  feelings  all  their  own,  what  men 
(Is  can  conceive  of  creatures,  bom 
le  curse,  yet  fiom  the  curse  redeem'd, 
»d  at  once  beyond  the  power  to  fidl, 
which  men  nor  angels  ever  knew, 
8  of  these  and  all  of  those  had  fallen. 


CANTO  vm. 


I  bat  die  vision  of  an  eye^lanoe ;  gone 

ght  could  fix  upon  it, — gone  like  lif^itning 

^t,  when  the  expansive  flash  reveals 

ennines,  and  Pyrenees,  in  one 

hariaoo,  suddenly  lit  up, — 

vers,  forests,— Kjuench'd  as  suddenly  t 

»  that  fUrd  the  mind  with  imogei^ 

ears  cannot  obliterate ;  but  stnmp'd 

lantaoeous  everlasting  force 

My's  more  than  ailamantine  taUot}— 

10  of  that  wliirh  eye  hath  never  seen. 


Ear  heard,  nor  heart  of  man  conceived. — ^It 
But  what  it  show'd  can  never  pass.— 4t  poss'd, 
And  led  me  wandering  through  that  land  of  exilob 
Cut  ofl*  from  intercourse  with  happier  lands ; 
Abandon'd,  as  it  seem'd,  by  its  Creator ; 
Unvisited  by  Him.  who  come  from  Heaven 
To  seek  and  save  the  lost  of  every  cUme ; 
And  where  God.  looking  down  in  wrath,  had  said. 
**  My  Spirit  shall  no  longer  strive  with  man :" 
— So  ignorance  or  unbelief  might  deem. 

Was  it  thus  outhiw'd  f   No :  God  leA  hinswlf 
Not  without  witness  of  his  presence  there ; 
He  gave  them  rain  from  heaven  and  fruitfiil  seasons. 
Filling  unthankful  hearts  with  food  and  gladness. 
He  gave  them  kind  oflections  which  they  strangled. 
Turning  his  grace  into  lascivioiisiicss. 
He  gave  them  powers  of  intellect,  to  scale 
Heaven's  height ;  to  name  and  number  all  the  stars; 
To  penetrate  earth's  depths  kr  hidden  riches. 
Or  clothe  its  surface  with  fertihty ; 
Amidst  tlie  haunts  of  dragons,  dens  of  satyrs. 
To  call  up  hamlets,  villages,  and  towns. 
The  abode  of  peace  and  industry ;  to  build 
Cities  and  palaces  amid  waste  places ; 
To  sound  the  ocean,  combat  with  the  winds. 
Travel  die  waves,  and  compass  every  shore. 
On  vojrages  of  commerce  or  adventure ; 
To  riiine  in  civil  and  refining  arts. 
With  tranquil  science  elevate  the  soul ; 
To  explore  the  universe  of  mind ;  to  trace 
The  Nile  of  thinking  to  its  secret  source, 
And  thence  pursue  its  infinite  meanders. 
Not  lost  amidst  the  labyrinths  of  Time, 
But  o'er  the  cataract  of  Death  down-rolling, 
To  flow  for  ever,  and  for  ever,  and  for  ever, 
Where  time  nor  space  can  limit  its  expannoa 

He  gave  the  ideal,  too,  of  truth  and  beauty ; 
To  look  on  Nature  with  a  poet's  eye. 
And  live,  amidst  the  dayUght  of  this  wwld. 
In  regions  of  enchantment ; — with  the  force 
Of  song,  OS  with  a  spirit,  to  possess 
The  souls  of  those  that  hearken,  till  they  feel 
But  what  the  minstrel  feels,  and  do  but  that 
Which  his  strange  inspiration  makes  them  do ; 
Thus  with  his  breath  to  kindle  war,  and  bring 
The  array  of  battle  to  electric  issue ; 
Or,  while  opposing  legions,  front  to  front, 
Wait  the  dread  signal  for  the  work  of  havoc. 
Step  in  between,  and  with  the  heoling  voice 
Of  harmony  and  concord  win  them  so, 
That  hurling  dowm  their  weapons  of  destmctaoo. 
They  rush  into  each  other's  arms,  with  dioats 
And  tears  of  transport ;  till  inveterate  foes 
Are  firiends  and  brethren,  feasting  on  the  Mi^ 
Where  vultures  else  had  feasted,  and  gorged  wolvw 
Howl'd  in  convulsive  slumber  o'er  their  ooiaet. 

Such  powen  to  these  were  given,  hot  given  in  vaini 
They  knew  them  not,  or,  as  they  leam'd  to  know. 
Perverted  them  to  more  pemidouB  evil 
Than  igDoranco  had  skill  to  perpetrate. 
Yet  the  great  Father  gave  a  richer  portion 
To  these,  the  most  impovorish'd  of  his  childnn ; 
He  sent  the  light  that  Ughteth  every  man 
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TlHt  eomsi  inlo  the  worid^ — the  light  of  tnith : 

Bat  Seten  tum*d  that  light  to  darkneH;  tiim*d 

God'k  tnith  into  a  lie,  and  ihey  believed 

Hm  Ue,  who  led  diem  captive  at  hit  will, 

Umup'd  the  ihroiie  of  Deity  on  earth. 

And  daia'd  allegiaiiGe,  in  all  hideooe  fonne, 

— ^The  abominable  emUeme  of  hiraeeli^ 

Hie  l^gkn-fiend,  who  tafcei  whatever  riiape 

Man'i  cnsBd  imeginatinn  can  deviw 

To  body  fctth  hit  notioD  of  a  God, 

And  prove  how  low  immoftal  minda  can  fidl. 

When  ikom  the  living  God  they  &11,  to  eerve 

Dumb  idolk  Thue  they  woiahipp'd  iiocki  anditooea, 

Which  huKb  nnapt  Ibr  acolpture  executed, 

In  their  egregioai  folly,  like  themeelves. 

Tlioagh  not  more  like,  even  in  barbarian  eyei, 

Than  antic  doudi  reeemble  animela. 

To  theie  ihey  ofier'd  flowen  and  firuite ;  to  those. 

Repciles ;  to  olhen,  burds,  and  beaste,  and  fidiet ; 

To  some  they  ncrificed  their  enemies. 

To  more  their  children,  and  themselvee  to  aU. 

So  had  the  god  of  thii  apostate  v^'orld 
Blinded  their  eyes.    But  the  true  God  had  placed 
Yet  further  witness  of  his  grue  among  them. 
When  all  remembrance  of  himself  was  lost : 
— Knowledge  of  good  and  evil,  right  and  wrong. 
But  knowledge  was  oonibunded,  till  they  call'd 
Good  evil,  evil  good ;  refused  the  right. 
And  chose  and  loved  the  wrong  fiir  its  own  sake. 
One  witnea  mure,  his  owti  ambassador 
(^  earth,  the  Almighty  left  to  be  their  prophet. 
Whom  Satan  could  not  utterly  beguile. 
Nor  always  hold  with  his  ten  thousand  fetters, 
Lock*d  in  the  dungeon  of  the  obdurate  breast. 
And  trampled  down  by  all  its  atheist  inmates ; 
—Conscience,  tremendous  conscience,  in  his  fits 
Of  inspiration, — whensoe'er  it  came, — 
Rose  like  a  ghost,  inflicting  fear  of  death, 
On  those  who  fear*d  not  death  in  fiercest  battle. 
And  mock'd  him  in  their  martyrdoms  of  torments : 
That  secret,  swift,  and  silent  messenger 
Broke  on  them  in  their  lonely  hours, — in  sleep. 
In  sickness ;  haunting  them  \^ith  dire  suspicions 
Of  something  in  themselves  that  would  not  die^ — 
Of  an  existence  elsewhere,  and  hereafter, 
Of  which  tradition  was  not  wholly  silent, 
Yet  spake  not  out ;  its  dreary  oracles 
Confiranded  superstition  to  conceive. 
And  baffled  scepticism  to  reject : 
— ^What  lear  of  death  is  like  the  fear  beyond  it  ? 

But  pangs  like  these  were  lucid  intervals 
In  the  delirium  of  the  life  they  led, 
And  all  unwelcome  as  retoming  reason, 
Which  through  the  chaos  of  a  maniac's  brain 
Shoots  gleams  of  light  more  terrible  than  darkness, 
"niese  sad  misgivings  of  the  smitten  heart. 
Wounded  unseen  by  conscience  from  its  ambush ; 
Tliese  voices  from  eternity,  that  spake 
To  an  eternity  of  soul  vrithin, — 
Were  quickly  lull'd  by  riotous  ei\)oyment. 
Or  hxt  in  hurricanes  of  headlong  possion. 
Hiey  knew  no  higher,  sought  no  happier  state  i 
Had  no  fine  instinct  of  superior  joys 
Than  those  of  sense ;  no  taste  for  seiMc  refined 
Above  the  gross  necesatics  of  nature, 


Or  ontnged  Nature^  most  nnnaliinil  cm^ 
Why  should  they  toil  to  make  the  eaidi 
When  without  tofl  Ae  gave  them  aB  ihcjr 
Hie  bread-lhut  ripen*d,  while  they  laj 
Its  shadow  in  InxniiouB  indolence; 
line  cocoa  fill'd  its  nniB  with  milk  and 
While  they  were  sauntering  on  the 


And  while  they  slamber'd  finm  thslr  heavy 
In  dead  foigetfolness  of  life  itselC 
Thm  fish  were  spawning  in  nnaoimded  de|iihi^ 
The  faiids  were  breeding  in  aiyaoent  tiw, 
The  game  was  fettening  in  delicione  paMnes, 
Unpianted  roots  were  thriving  under  gnmid. 
To  spread  the  tables  of  their  ibtore  >«-■»— ^i 


Thus  vriiat  the  sires  had  been  the  aan 
And  generations  rose,  oontinned,  went. 
Without  memorial,^ — like  the  Pelicana 
On  that  lone  island,  where  they  buflt  their 
Nourish*d  their  jroung,  and  thai  lay  down  to  die: 
Hence  through  a  thousand  and  a  thnswawi 
Man*s  history,  in  that  region  of  oUivion, 
Might  be  reoorded  in  a  page  as  smaU 
As  the  brief  legend  of  those  Pelicans, 
With  one  appalling,  one  suUime  dirtinrtify 
(Sublime  with  honor,  with  despair  ■ir****'^ 
— ^That  Pelicans  were  not  tiansgicsaon  9— May 
Apostate  ftom  the  womb,  by  blood  a  tmiior. 
Thus,  while  he  rose  by  dignity  of  bitifa. 
He  sunk  in  guilt  and  infiuny  below 
Creatures  whose  being  was  but  lent,  not  gkwm. 
And,  when  the  debt  was  due,  redaia'd  for  • 
O  enviable  lot  of  iimocaice ! 
Their  bliss  and  m-oe  were  only  of  this  worid: 
Whate*er  their  lives  had  been,  though  bom  lo  1 
Not  less  than  to  enjoy,  their  end  waa  peace. 
Man  was  immortal,  yet  he  lived  and  died 
As  though  there  were  no  tife,  nor  death,  bat 
Alas !  what  life  or  death  may  be  hereafter. 
He  only  knows  who  hath  ordain'd  them  both ; 
And  they  shall  know  who  prove  their  trnlh  for  cvtr. 

Tlie  thought  was  agony  beyond  endnnneet 
** O  thou,  my  brother  man !'*  again  I  cried, 
**  Would  God,  that  I  might  live,  might  die  fir  thee! 
O  could  I  take  a  fimn  to  meet  thine  eyes. 
Invent  a  ^-oice  with  words  to  reach  thine  ears ; 
Or  if  my  spirit  might  converse  with  thine. 
And  pour  my  thoughts,  fears,  feelings,  through  tky 

breast. 
Unknown  to  thee  whence  came  the  strei^  introsoa! 
How  would  my  roul  rejoice,  rejcNce  with  tremhliag. 
To  tell  thee  who  thou  art,  and  bring  thee  home, 
— Poor  prodigal,  here  watching  sv^ine,  and  fein 
To  glut  thy  hunger  with  the  husks  they  feed  aD,r- 
Home  to  our  Father's  house,  our  Father's  heart ! 
Both,  both  are  open  to  receive  thee,— come ; 
O  come! — ^He  hears  not,  heeds  noty— O  my  farodietf 
That  I  might  prophesy  to  thee, — to  all 
The  millions  of  dry  bones  that  fill  this  valley 
Of  darknen  and  despair! — Alas!  alas! 
Can  these  bonce  live?   Lord  God,  Thou  knowert^— 

Come 
From  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  almighty  breath. 
Blow  on  these  slain,  and  they  shall  live.'* 

I  spake, 
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ling  fiom  die  momnfal  oontemplatioii, 
rafiPBihiiisnt  ibr  my  weary  ipiritt 
hat  peopled  continent,  the  abode 
y  which  raach'd  beyond  this  world, 
on  a  lolitary  glen 
f ni  refuge  in  a  land  of  ditooid) 
with  ateep  rocks,  whote  hoaiyaummiti  riione 
)  bloe  unclouded  element, 
{reen  woods,  that,  stretching  down  the  hills, 
the  narrow  champaign  glade  between, 
which  a  clear  and  pebbly  lill  meander'd. 
(-birds  caroll'd  in  the  leafy  shades, 
'  resjdendent  plumage  flaunted  round ; 
r  the  diffi  the  sea-fowl  soar'd  or  perch'd ; 
can  and  Albatros  were  seen 
I  reposing  («i  the  northern  ridge : 
M  entire  serenity  above, 
tranquillity,  delight  below, 
ry  motion,  sound,  and  sight  were  pleasing. 
XM  nor  wild  bull  pastured  here ; 
tiger  here  shed  innocent  blood ; 
)lopes  were  grazing  void  of  fear, 
ong  in  antic  gambols  ramping  by; 
MtB,  from  precipice  to  precipice 
'd,  or  hung,  or  vaulted  through  the  air, 
bought  oonvejr'd  them  to  and  fro. 
r  reign'd,  as  once  ere  man's  creation, 
tites  were  yet  earth's  sole  inhabitants, 
ere  no  human  tracks  nor  dwellings  there, 
■  a  sanctuary  from  hurtful  creatures, 
be  precincts  of  that  happy  dell 
mee  of  my  species  was  a  mercy : 
the  declinhig  sun  withdrew  his  beama, 
it  lighted  by  a  hundred  peaks, 
I  and  golden,  round  the  span  of  sky, 
m'd  die  sapi^iire  roof  of  one  great  temple, 
oor  was  emerald,  and  whose  walls  the  hills; 
nse  that  worshipp'd  God,  might  worship  Him 
and  in  truth,  wiUiout  distraction. 

absence  pleased  me ;  yet  on  man  alone, 

en,  helpless,  miserable  man, 

ights,  prayers,  wishes,  tears,  and  sorrows 

im'd, 

I  strove  to  drive  away  remembrance : 

efiain'd  no  longer,  but  brake  out, 

God,  why  hast  Thou  made  all  men  in  vain?" 


CANTO  IX. 


ountenance  of  one  advanced  in  years, 
le  of  one  created  to  command, 

of  one  accustom'd  to  be  seen, 
»w'd  with  the  reverence  of  all  eyes, 
cious  here  of  utter  solitude, 

me  like  an  apparition* — whence 
lot, — ^half-way  down  the  vale  already 
proceeded  ere  I  caught  his  eye, 
bat  mirror  of  intelligence, 
ue  divination  of  mine  art, 

mute  history  of  his  former  life, 
he  untold  secrets  of  his  bosom. 

0  a  chieiUun  of  renown ;  from  youth 

1  old  age,  the  glory  of  his  tribe, 

Z2 


Tlie  terror  of  their  enemies ;  in  war 

An  Alennder,  and  in  peace  an  Alfied. 

From  mom  till  ni(^t  he  wont  to  wield  the  ipetr 

With  inde&tigable  aim,  or  watch 

From  eve  till  dawn  in  *mhiwiTi  for  |yg  qiany, 

Human  or  brute;  not  less  in  chase  than  fighl^ 

For  strength,  skill,  prowess,  enterprise  unrividnU 

Fearless  he  grappled  with  the  £^  hyena. 

And  held  him  strangling  in  the  grasp  of  fide; 

He  seiaed  the  she-bear's  whelps,  and  when  Qm  dan 

With  nuaerable  cries  and  insane  rage 

Pursued  to  rescue  them,  would  turn  and  strike 

One  bbw,  but  one,  to  break  her  heart  for  ever: 

From  sling  and  bow,  he  sent  upon  death-envids 

The  stone  or  arrow  through  the  trackless  air. 

To  overtake  the  fleetest  fbot,  or  lay 

The  k>fUest  pinion  fluttering  in  the  dnrt. 

(^  the  rough  waves  he  eagerly  embark'd, 

Assail'd  the  stranded  whale  among  the  braaken^ 

Dart  afler  dart  with  such  sure  aim  implanting 

In  the  huge  carcass  of  the  helpless  victim. 

That  soon  in  blood  and  foam  the  monrter  breathed 

His  last,  and  lay  a  hulk  upon  the  reef; 

Thence  floated  by  the  rising  tide,  and  tow'd 

By  a  whole  navy  of  canoes  ashore. 

« 

But  'twas  the  hero's  mind  that  made  him  great 
His  eye,  his  lip,  his  hand,  were  dothed  with  thunder 
Thrones,  crowns,  and  sceptres  give  not  more  ascend- 

ence, 
Back'd  with  arm'd  legions,  fortified  with  towers. 
Than  this  imperial  savage,  all  alone. 
From  Nature's  pure  beneficence  derived. 
Yet,  when  the  hejrday  of  hot  youth  was  over, 
His  soul  grew  gentle  as  the  halcyon  breeie. 
Sent  fipom  the  evening-eea  to  bless  the  shore, 
Afler  the  fervors  of  a  tropic  noon ; 
Nor  less  benign  his  influence  than  fresh  showers 
Upon  the  fainting  wilderness,  where  bands 
Of  pilgrims,  bound  for  Mecca,  with  their  camels. 
Lie  down  to  die  together  in  despair. 
When  the  deceitful  mirxiget  that  appear'd 
A  pool  of  water  trembling  in  the  sun. 
Hath  vanish'd  from  the  bloodshot  eye  of  thint 
Firm  in  defence  as  valiant  in  the  battle. 
Assailing  none,  but  all  assaults  repelling 
With  such  determined  chastisement,  that  foes 
No  longer  dared  to  forage  on  his  borders. 
War  shrunk  from  his  dominions ;  simple  laws^ 
Yet  wise  and  equitable,  he  ordained 
To  rule  a  willing  and  obedient  people. 
Blood  ceased  to  flow  in  sacrifice ;  no  more 
The  parents'  hands  were  raised  against  their  childraD, 
Children  no  longer  slew  their  aged  parents ; 
Man  pnfd  not  on  his  fellow-man,  within 
The  hallow'd  circle  of  his  patriarch-sway. 
That  seem'd,  amidst  barbarian  dans  around, 
A  garden  in  a  waste  of  brier  and  hemlock. 

Ere  life's  meridian,  thus  that  chief  had  retdi'd 
The  utmost  pinnacle  of  savage  grandeor, 
And  stood  the  envy  of  ignoble  eyes^ 
The  awe  of  humbler  mortals,  the  example 
Of  youth's  sublime  ambition ;  but  to  him. 
It  was  not  given  to  rest  at  any  height; 
The  thoqghis  that  travel  to  eternity 
Already  had  begmi  their  pilgrimage, 
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Whidi  tune,  nor  Ghange,  nor  life,  nor  death,  ooaU  ttUnp* 

All  that  he  hiw,  hcanl»  felt,  or  could  ooooeive, 

Open'd  new  scenes  of  mental  enterprise. 

Imposed  new  tasks  iiir  arduous  conlemplatioo. 

On  the  steep  eminence  which  he  had  scaled, 

To  rise  or  nil  were  sole  altentatiTes ; 

He  ni|^  noC  stand,  and  he  disdain'd  to  fidl ; 

Innate  magnificence  of  mind  upheld, 

And  hooyancy  of  genius  bora  him  on. 

Heaven,  earth,  uid  ocean,  wero  to  him  fiimiliar 

In  all  their  motions,  aspects,  changes;  each 

To  him  paid  tribute  of  the  knowledge,  hid 

From  uninquiring  ignorance ;  to  him 

Tlieir  gradual  secrets,  though  with  slow  reserve. 

Yet  sure  accumulation,  all  raveal'd. 

But  whence  they  came,  even  more  than  what  they 
were, 
Avrakeu'd  wonder,  and  defied  conjecture ; 
Blank  wonder  could  not  satisfy  his  soul. 
And  resolute  oor\jecture  would  not  yield. 
Though  Ibil'd  a  thousand  times,  in  8|x;cuIation 
On  themes  that  open'd  immortality. 
The  gods  whom  \u»  deluded  countrymen 
Acknowledged,  were  no  gods  to  him ;  he  soom'd 
Hie  impotence  of  skill  that  carved  such  figures. 
And  pitied  the  fiuuity  of  those. 
Who  saw  not  in  the  abortions  of  their  hands 
The  abortions  of  their  minds. — T  was  the  Creator 
fie  sought  through  every  volume  open  to  liiro. 
From  the  small  leaf  that  holds  an  insect's  web. 
From  which  era  long  a  colony  shall  issue. 
With  wings  and  limbs  as  perfect  as  the  eagle's. 
To  the  stupendous  ocean,  that  gives  birth 
And  nourishment  to  everlasting  millions 
Of  creatures,  great  and  small,  beyond  the  power 
Of  man  to  comprehend  how  they  exist 
One  thought  amidst  tlie  multitude  >%ithin  liim 
Press'd  with  perpetual,  with  increasing  weight, 
And  yet  the  elastic  soul  beneath  itit  burthen 
Wax'd  strong  and  stronger,  was  enlarged,  exalted, 
With  the  necessity  of  bearing  up 
Against  annihilation ;  for  that  seem'd 
The  only  refuge  were  this  hope  foregone : 
It  was  as  though  he  wrestled  with  an  angel. 
And  would  not  let  him  go  without  a  blessing, 
If  not  extort  the  secret  of  his  name  : 
This  was  that  thought,  that  hope ; — dumb  idols 
And  the  vain  homage  of  their  worshippers. 
Were  proofi  to  him,  not  less  than  sim  and  staxs, 
That  there  were  beings  mightier  far  than  man. 
Or  man  had  never  dream'd  of  aught  above  him : 
*T  was  clear  lo  him  as  was  his  own  existence. 
In  which  he  felt  the  fiu:t  personified, 
Tliat  man  himself  was  for  this  world  too  mighty, 
PooHasing  powers  which  could  not  ripen  here, 
But  ask'd  infinity  to  bring  them  forth. 
And  find  employ  for  their  unbounded  scope. 

Tradition  told  him,  that,  in  ancient  time, 
Sky,  Btm,  and  sea,  were  all  the  univeno ; 
The  sun  grew  tired  of  gazing  on  the  sea. 
Day  after  day ;  then,  with  descending  b^ms. 
Day  after  day  he  pierced  the  dork  abyss, 
Till  be  had  reach'd  its  diamantine  floor ; 
Wbenoo  he  draw  up  an  island,  as  a  tree 


Grows  in  the  desert  fion  soase 
Dropt  by  a  wild  bird.    Grain  by  giain  it  nsa^ 
And  touch'd  at  length  the  sui&oe;  theve 
Beneath  the  fostering  infloenoe  of  hia  eye. 
Prolific  seasons,  light,  and  ihowen^  anil  dew. 
Aided  by  earfhqiiakes,  hunieanea,  voloBBoaa 
CAll  agents  of  the  uiiveml  sun), 
Conspired  to  form,  advance,  enrksli,  and  laaik 
The  level  reef,  till  hills  and  dales  appeared. 
And  the  small  isle  hf>^"^  a  oootineiil. 
Whose  bounds  his  ancestors  had  nevar  ttaoai. 
Thither  in  time,  by  means  inscrataUa, 
Plants,  animals,  and  man  himself  were  hn^te; 
And  with  the  idolaters  the  gods  they  aerved. 
Tliose  tales  tradition  toU  him;  he  believed. 
Though  all  were  fobles,  yet  they  shadow'd  ir«k; 
That  truth  with  heart,  soul,  mind,  and  sluaglh  kr 

sought 
O  't  was  a  spectacle  for  angels,  bound 
On  embassies  of  mercy  to  dus  earth. 
To  gaze  on  with  coraposaion  and  delight, 
— Yea,  with  desire  that  they  might  be  hia  Mff*r- 
To  see  a  dark  endungeon'd  spirit  nNiaed, 
And  struggling  into  glorious  liberty. 
Though  Satan's  legions  watdi'd  at  ereiy  poild, 
And  held  him  by  ten  thousand  «m«^<»|^  i 


Such  was  the  being  \vhom  1  here  descried. 
And  fix'd  my  earnest  expectation  on  him ; 
For  now  or  never  might  my  hope  be  proved. 
How  near,  by  searching,  man  might  find  out  God 

Thus,  while  he  walk'd  along  that  peaeefal  salky . 
Though  rapt  in  meditation  for  above 
He  world  wliich  met  his  sensca,  hot  in  vain 
Would  cliarm  liis  sfsrit  f^ithin  its  magic  dide, 
— Still  with  benign  and  meek  simfdici^ 
He  heariLcn'd  to  the  pmttle  of  a  babe. 
Which  he  was  leading  by  the  hand ;  but  scanv 
Could  ho  restrain  its  eagerness  to  broak 
Loose,  and  run  wild  with  joy  among  the  bisihes. 
It  was  his  grandson,  now  the  only  stay 
Of  his  bereaved  afieclions ;  all  his  kin 
Had  foirn  before  him,  and  his  youngest  daoghtrr 
Bequeathed  this  infant  with  her  dying  lips : 
**0  take  this  chiM,  my  fother!  take  this  child. 
And  bring  it  up  for  me ;  so  nu^  it  live 
To  be  the  latest  Messing  of  thy  lifo." 
He  took  the  child ;  ho  brought  it  up  tor  her ; 
It  was  the  latest  blessing  of  his  life ; 
And  while  his  soul  explored  immensity, 
In  search  of  something  undefiuedly  great 
Hiis  infimt  was  the  link  which  bound  that  soul 
To  this  poor  world,  where  he  had  not  a  wish 
Or  hope,  bejrond  the  moment,  for  himeelt 

The  little  one  was  dandog  at  his  side. 
And  dragging  him  with  petty  violence 
Hither  and  thither  fnm  the  onward  padi. 
To  find  a  bird's  nest  or  to  hunt  a  fly ; 
His  feign'd  fesistance  and  unfeign'd  reluctance 
But  made  the  boy  more  resolute  to  rale 
The  grandsire  with  his  food  caprice.    The  sage. 
Though  dallying  with  the  minion's  waywaid  will. 
His  own  premeditated  course  pursued. 
And  while,  in  tones  of  sportive  tenderness. 
He  answcr'd  all  its  qucstiooi,  and  arit'd  othen 
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aa  ili  own,  y«t  wisely  6ramed 
luid  prove  an  in&nt**  &cullies ; 
I  iu  mind  wete  some  sweet  imtnnnent, 
nth  breath  and  touch,  were  finding  oat 
a  or  keya  would  yield  the  richest  miisic ; 
was  by-play  to  the  scene  within 
theatre  of  his  own  Iveast 
abaorbing  thoughts  were  working  there, 
eort  timvaird  with  unutter'd  pangs ; 
sigh,  escaping  to  his  lips, 
k'd,  or  tum'd  into  some  lively  word, 
tie  bitter  conflict  from  his  child. 

;th  they  struck  into  the  woods,  and  thonoo 
tie  grey  rocks  aloof.  There  from  his  crag, 
ibrupt  approach,  the  startled  eagle 
g  above  their  heads;  the  boy,  alarm'd, 
IS  delighted  when  no  peril  came, — 
its  flight  with  eyes  and  hands  ufffoisod, 
iding  forward  on  the  verdant  slope, 
it  diminish,  till  a  gnat,  that  crossed 
eclipsed  it :  when  ho  look'd  again 
me,  and  for  an  instant  he  felt  sad, 
new  object  won  his  gay  attention. 
Ishire  stcpp'd  to  take  the  eagle's  stand, 
I  at  freedom  on  the  boundless  fwospect, 
id  back,  and  held  his  breath  with  awe, 
ily,  so  gloriously,  it  broke 
ven,  earth,  sea,  and  air,  at  once  upon  him. 
loil  oceon  roU'd  beneath  his  feet ; 
Ds  on  each  hand  lossen'd  from  the  view ; 
tcape  glow'd  with  tropical  luxuriance ; 
was  fleck'd  with  gold  and  crimson  clouds, 
n'd  10  emanate  from  nothing  there, 
tie  blue  and  infinite  expanse, 
ist  before  the  eye  might  seek  in  vain 
ng  riiodow  OS  a  daylight  star. 

stood  the  patriart-h,  amidst  a  scene 
lor  ond  beatitude;  himKelf 
I  of  glory  o'er  the  whole, 
but  he  could  comprehend  the  beauty, 
I  diffused  throughuut  the  universe ; 
T  beauty,  higher  bliss  he  sought, 
I  that  univerro  was  but  the  veil, 
with  inexplicable  hieroglyphics, 
n  be  stood,  uloiie  but  not  forsaken 
without  whose  leave  a  sparrow  foils  not 
sn  lay  the  Book  of  Deity, 
}  was  Providence :  but  none,  alas ! 
:ht  him  letters ;  when  he  look'd,  he  wept 
dmself  forbidden  to  peruse  it 
'  a  messenger  of  mercy  now, 
lip  when  he  join'd  the  Eunuch's  chariot! 
privilege  to  burst  upon  him, 
V  the  Mind,  the  dead,  the  light  of  life!" 

'd  the  exclamation,  for  he  seem'd 

it;  tum'd  his  head,  and  look'd  all  romid, 

eye  invisible  beheld  him, 

had  spoken  out  of  solitude : 

uch  an  eye  beheld  him,  such  a  voice 

ten ;  hot  they  were  not  mine ;  his  life 

d  have  jnelded  on  the  spot,  to  see 

* ;  to  iftsar  that  voice,  and  mideistaiid  it: 

le  eye  of  Ckid,  the  voice  of  Netme. 


All  in  a  moment  on  his  knees  he  fell ; 

And  with  imploring  arms,  outstretch'd  to  heaven. 

And  eyes  no  longer  wet  with  hopeless  tears. 

But  beaming  fbrtfi  sublime  intelligence ; 

In  words  through  which  his  heart's  pulsation  throbb'd. 

And  made  mine  tremble  to  their  accents^— (way'd : 

— ^  Oh !  if  there  be  a  Power  above  all  power, 

A  Light  above  all  light,  a  Name  above 

All  other  names,  in  heaven  end  earth ;  that  Power, 

That  Light,  that  Name,  I  call  upon.*'--IIe  poiBed, 

Bow'd  his  hoar  head  with  reverence,  closed  his  eyei^ 

And  with  clasp'd  hands  upon  his  breast,  began 

In  under-tones,  that  rose  in  fervency, 

Like  incense  kindled  on  a  holy  altar. 

Till  his  whole  soul  became  one  tongue  of  fire. 

Of  which  these  words  were  faint  and  poor  expressions: 

— "  Oh !  if  'nion  art.  Thou  know'st  that  I  am : 

Behold  me,  hear  me,  pity  me,  despise  not 

The  prayer,  which— if  TTiou  art — Thou  hast  inspired, 

0  wherefore  seek  I  now  a  God  unknown  7 
And  feel  for  Thee,  if  haply  I  may  find 

In  whom  I  hve  and  move  and  have  my  being  ? 
Reveal  thyself  to  me ;  reveal  thy  power. 
Thy  light,  thy  name, — that  I  may  fear,  adore. 
Obey, — and,  oh !  that  I  might  love  Thee  too ! 
For,  if  Thou  art — it  must  be — ^Thou  art  good ; 
And  I  would  be  the  creature  of  thy  goodness ; 
Oh !  hear  and  answer ; — ^let  mo  know  Thou  heorcst ! 
— ^Know  that  as  surely  as  thou  art,  so  surely 
My  prayer  and  supplication  arc  accepted." 

He  waited  silently ;  there  came  no  answer : 
The  roaring  of  the  tide  beneath,  the  gale 
Rustling  the  forest-leaves,  the  notes  of  birds. 
And  hum  of  insects,— -these  wore  all  the  sounds. 
That  met  familiarly  around  his  car. 
lie  look'd  almxid ;  there  shone  no  light  from  heaven 
But  that  of  sun-eet ;  and  no  shaiics  appeared 
BiU  glistering  clouds,  which  melted  through  the  sky 
As  imperceptibly  as  they  had  come ; 
While  all  terrestrial  objects  srero*d  the  same 
As  he  hod  ever  known  them ; — still  he  look'd 
And  liston'd,  till  a  cold  sick  feeling  simk 
Into  his  heort,  and  blighted  every  hope. 

Anon  faint  accents,  from  the  sloping  lown 
Beneath  the  crag  where  he  was  kneeling,  rose, 
Like  supernatural  echoes  of  his  prayer : 
— "  A  name  above  all  names, — I  call  upon. — 
Thou  art — ^Thou  knowest  that  I  am  t^ — Reveal 
Thyself  to  me ; — ^bnt,  oh !  that  I  may  love  Thee ! 
For  if  Thou  art.  Thou  must  be  good.* — Oh !  hear. 
And  let  me  know  thou  hearest!" — Memory  fail'd 
The  child ;  for  't  was  his  grandchild,  though  he  knew 

not, 
— ^In  the  deep  transport  of  his  mind,  he  knew  not 
9%at  voice,  to  him  the  sweetest  of  ten  thousand. 
And  known  the  best  because  the  best  beloved. 
Again  it  cried : — **  Thoa  art — Thou  must  be  good  :^ 

Oh!  beer. 
And  let  me  know  Thoa  hearest" — ^Memory  fiui'd 
The  child,  bat  feeUng  feil'd  not ;  tears  of  light 
Slid  down  his  cheek;  he  too  was  on  his  knees. 
Clasping  his  little  hands  upon  his  heart 
Unconscioas  why,  yet  doing  what  he  sow 

1  His  grandsire  do,  said  Mqring  what  be  laid. 
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For  wfaOe  he  gadier'd  bods  and  liowen,  to  twinB 
A  guknd  Ibr  the  old  gre7  hftin,  wfaoM  locfai 
Wefe  knrdier  in  fa»  tSl^  than  ell  the  bloani 
On  idach  the  beee  end  butteiffiee  were  fiweting. 
The  Filriardi*!  agony  of  apiiit  caii|^ 
Hii  eye,  hk  ear.  Iub  heart;  he  diopt  the  floweia. 
And  Imeelmg  down  among  diem,  wept  and  piay'd 
like  him,  with  whom  he  felt  aoch  itiaDge  emotiona 
Aa  rapt  1^  infimtaonl  to  heavenly  heights ; 
Hioqi^  whence  they  ipcapg,  and  what  they  meant, 

he  knew  not: 
But  they  were  good,  and  diatwaa  all  to  him. 
Who  wondered  why  it  waa  ao  sweet  to  weep; 
Nor  would  he  qnit  his  hnmUe  attitude. 
Nor  cease  repeating  fragments  of  that  lesson. 
Thus  leamt  spontaneously  from  lips  whose  words 
Were  almost  dearer  to  him  than  their  kisses. 
When  on  Ins  lap  the  old  man  dandled  him. 
And  told  him  simple  stories  of  his  mother. 

Reoorering  thought,  the  venerable  sire 
Beheld,  and  recognixed  his  darling  boy. 
Thus  beautiful  and  innocent,  engaged 
In  the  same  worship  with  himself  His  heart 
Leap'd  at  the  sight ;  he  flung  away  despondence, 
While  joy  unspoikable  and  fhll  of  glory 
Broke  throng  the  pagan  darkness  of  hM  souL 
He  ran  and  snatch*d  the  infiuit  in  his  arms. 
Embraced  him  passionately,  wept  aloud, 
And  cried,  scarce  knowing  what  he  saidr— **  My  Son! 
My  Son!  there  is  a  God!  there  is  a  God!" 
**  And,  oh!  that  I  may  love  lliee  too! "  rejoin'd 
The  diiU,  whose  tongue  could  find  no  other  words 
Than  pnyer ; — **  Sat  if  Thou  art.  Thou  must  be  good." 
— ^He  is!  He  is!  and  we  will  love  Him  too ! 
Yea,  and  be  like  Him, — good,  ibr  He  is  good !" 
Replied  the  ancient  fiither  in  amazement 

Then  wept  they  o*er  each  other,  till  the  child 
Eiceeded,  and  the  old  man's  heart  reproved  him 
For  lack  of  reverence  in  the  excess  of  joy : 
The  ground  itself  seem*d  holy !  heaven  and  earth 
Full  of  die  presence,  felt,  not  seen,  of  Him, 
The  Power  above  all  power,  the  light  above 
An  light,  the  Name  above  all  other  names ; 
Whom  he  had  call*d  upon,  whom  he  had  found, 
Tet  wonhipp'd  only  as  '^  the  Unknown  God," — 
Tltat  nearest  step  which  uninstructed  man 
Can  take,  from  Nature  up  to  Deity, 
To  Him  again,  standing  erect,  he  pray'd, 
And  while  he  pray*d,  high  in  his  arms  he  held 
That  dearest  treasure  of  his  heart,  the  child 
Of  his  last  dying  daughter^ — now  the  sole 
Hope  of  his  life,  and  orphan  of  his  house. 
He  held  him  as  an  ottering  up  to  heavm, 
A  living  sacrifice  unto  the  God 
Whom  he  invoked .^—^ Oh !  Thoo  who  art!"  he 

cried, 
**  And  hast  reveal'd  that  mystery  to  roe, 
Hkl  from  all  generations  of  my  fiithen. 
Or,  if  once  known,  forgotten  and  perverted ; 
I  may  not  live  to  learn  Thee  better  here; 
But,  oh!  let  this  my  son,  mine  only  aoo. 
Whom  dius  I  dedicate  to  Thee ; — let  him. 
Let  him  he  taught  thy  wiU,  and  choose 
Obedience  to  it ; — may  he  fear  thy  power. 
Walk  in  thy  light,  now  dawning  out  of  darkness ; 


!»• 


And,  oh!  my  last,  hat 

The  utterabla  aeeret  of  tlqr 

He  paused;  then  with  the  transport  of  a  aHt 

Went  ons^That  Name  may  all  my  imtiaB 

And  all  dmi  hear  it  wondnp  at  the  aomid* 

When  thou  shalt  with  a  voice  from  heaven 

And  so  it  surely  shaU  be." 

"ForthottaiC; 
And  if  Thou  art.  Thou  must  be  good ! 
The  child,  yet  panting  widi  die  breath  of 

They  eoaaed;  then  went  rqokiqg  down  Aai 


fd 


ThroQgh  thecoolglenidierenotaaoiindwmhBni 
Amidst  the  dark  aolemnity  of  eve, 
Buttheknd  purlmg  of  the  little  brook. 
And  the  low  murmur  of  the  distant  nntan 
Hience  lo  dieir  home  beyond  die  hills  in  pare 
They  walk'd ;  and  when  they  readi'd 

direshold, 
llie  glittering  firmament  was  full  of 
— ^He  died  that  night :  his  grandchild  lived  to  i 
The  Patriarch's  payer  and  prophecy  fulfill'd. 


Here  end  my  song;  here  ended  not  die 
I  beard  seven  thunders  uttering  their  voioai^ 
And  wrote  what  they  did  utter;  bat  tw  sssTd 
Within  the  volume  of  my  heart,  where  ihoqghfti» 
Unbodied  3ret  in  vocal  winds,  await 
The  quidwning  warmth  of  poesy,  to  hnqg 
Their  form  to  lights — like  secret 
Invisible  tiU  qpen'd  to  the  fire ; 
Or  like  the  potter's  paintings  colorleas 
Till  they  have  pass'd  to  glory  Ihroogh  die  i 
Changes  non  wonderful  thui  those  gone  fay. 
More  beautiful,  transporting,  and  snUime, 
To  all  the  frail  aflections  of  onr  nature. 
To  all  the  immortal  feculties  of  luan ; 
Such  changes  did  I  witness;  not  akme 
In  one  poor  Pelican  Island,  nor  on  one 
Barbarian  continent,  wh«e  man  himself 
Could  scarcely  soar  above  the  Pelican ; 
— ^The  world  as  it  hath  been  in  ages  past. 
The  wtwld  as  now  it  is,  the  world  to  eoaae. 
Far  as  the  eye  of  prophecy  can  pierce ; 
These  I  beheld,  aiid  still  in  memory's  rolb 
They  have  their  pages  and  their  pictures;  these. 
Anc^her  day,  a  nobler  song  may  show. 

Vain  boast !  another  day  may  not  be  given ; 
This  song  may  be  my  last ;  for  I  have  reach'd 
That  slippery  descent,  whmce  man  looks  back 
With  melancholy  joy  on  all  he  cherished ; 
Around,  with  love  unfeign'd,  on  all  he's  loiiBg; 
Forward,  with  hope  that  trembles  while  it  torn* 
To  the  dim  point  where  all  our  knowledge  tnda 
I  em  but  one  oinong  the  living ;  one 
Among  the  dead  I  soon  shall  be ;  and  one 
Among  unnnmber'd  millions  yet  unbotn ; 
The  sum  of  Adam's  mortal  progeny. 
From  Nature's  birth-day  to  her  dissolution : 
— Lost  in  infinitude,  my  atom-life 
Seems  but  a  sparkle  of  the  smallest  star 
Amidst  the  scintillations  of  ten  thousand 
Twiidding  inoessandy ;  no  ray  returning 
To  shine  a  second  inoroent,  where  it  shone 
Once,  and  no  more  foe  ever : — so  I  paas. 
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arid  groivB  darker,  lonelier,  and  mora  nlent, 
do^  into  the  vale  c^  yean ; 
grave's  shadowa  lengthen  in  advanoa, 
)  grave'a  looelineM  appala  my  apiril; 
)  grave's  silence  sinks  into  my  heart, 
wget  existence  in  the  thought 
existence,  buried  for  a  while 
dll  sepulchre  of  my  own  mind, 
aperishable : — eh !  that  word, 
B  archangel's  trumpet,  wakes  me  up 
hleas  resurrection.    Heaven  and  earth 
MM  away,  bat  that  which  thinks  widiin  me 


Must  think  ht  ever;  that  which  ftdfi  moit  ftel : 
— ^I  am,  and  I  can  never  cease  to  be. 

O  thou  that  readest!  take  thv  parable 
Home  to  thy  bosom ;  think  as  I  have  thought, 
And  feel  as  I  have  felt,  through  all  the  chai^^es. 
Which  Time,  Life,  Death,  die  world's  great  acton, 

wrought. 
While  centuries  swept  like  morning  dreams  befere  me. 
And  thou  shalt  find  this  moral  to  my  soog : 
— Thou  art,  and  thou  canst  never  cease  to  be : 
What  then  are  time,  life,  death,  the  worid,  to  thee? 
I  may  not  answer :  ask  Eternity. 


WBITTEN  DURING  NINE  MONTHS  OF  CONFINEBfENT  IN  THE  CAOTLE  OF  TOBK, 

IN  THE  YEAB8  1795  AND  1796. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


(B  pieces  were  composed  in  bitter  moments, 
te  horrors  of  a  gaol,  under  the  pressure  of 
u — ^They  were  the  transcripts  of  melancholy 
^ — the  warm  effusions  of  a  bleeding  heart 
iter  amused  his  imagination  with  attiring  his 
in  verse,  that,  under  the  romantic  ai^)earance 
n,  he  m^^t  scxnetunes  ferget  that  h^  misfor^ 
rere  reaL 

reader  may  be  curious  to  be  infermed  of  die 
(anoes  to  which  these  trifles  owe  their  exist- 
tuffice  it  to  say,  the  writer  is  very  young,  and 
n  very  unfertunate.  Twice,  in  die  course  of 
months,  he  was  sentenced  to  the  penalties  of 
I  imprisonment  fi>r  imputed  fences :  In  Jan- 
r95,  and  again  in  January,  1796;  the  fint  lime 
)  of  twen^  pounds,  and  three  months'  con- 
it  :  the  second— «ix  months'  confinement,  and 
f  thirty  pounds. 

^half  of  these  the  forbearance  of  criticism  may 
ited,  without  degradation  to  the  Author. 


PRISON  AMUSEMENTS. 


mSRSES  TO  A  ROBIN  RED-BREAST. 

8ITB  THK  WINDOW  OF  MT  PRISON  KVEKT  DAY. 

kijCOMS,  pretty  little  stranger ! 
Welcome  to  my  lone  retreat ! 
>re,  secure  from  every  danger. 
Hop  about,  and  chirp,  and  eat 

Robin !  how  I  envy  thee* 

Happy  child  of  Liberty. 

>w,  though  tjrrant  Winter,  howling. 
Shakes  the  world  with  tempests  round, 
9aven  above  with  vapors  scowling. 
Frost  imprisons  all  ^  ground  9— 

Robin !  what  are  theae  to  diett 

Thou  art  blest  with  liberty. 
I 


Though  yon  fiiir  nuyestic  river  * 

Mourns  in  solid  icy  chains ; 
Though  yon  flocks  and  cattle  shiver 
On  the  desolated  plains ; — 
Robin!  thou  art  gay  and  free, 
Happy  in  thy  liberty. 

Hunger  never  shall  distress  thee, 

While  my  cates  one  crumb  aflford ; 
Colds  nor  cramps  shall  e'er  oppress  thee ; 
Come  and  share  my  humUe  board. 
Robin!  come  and  Uve  with  neb 
live — ^yet  still  at  liberty. 

Soon  shall  Spring,  in  smiles  and  bkiahas, 

Steal  upon  the  blooming  year; 
Then,  amid  the  enamour'd  bushes. 
Thy  sweet  song  shall  warble  clear ; 
Then  shall  I  too,  join'd  with  thee, 
Swell  the  Hymn  of  I^ier^. 

Should  some  rough  unfeding  Dobbin, 

In  this  iron-hearted  age. 
Seize  thee  on  thy  nest,  my  Robin! 
And  confine  thee  in  a  cage. 
Then,  poor  pris'ner!  tl^nk  of  me, 
Think — and  sigh  for  liberty. 

Feb.  %  1795. 

MOONUGHT. 

Gkntli  Moon !  a  captive  calls ; 

Gentle  Moon !  awake,  arise ; 
Gild  the  prison's  sullen  walls ; 

Gild  the  tears  that  drown  hia  eyea. 

Throw  thy  veil  of  clouds  aside ; 

Let  those  smiles  that  lig^t  the  pole 
Through  the  liqaid  ether  glides— 

GUde  into  the  moomer's  sooL 

Cheer  his  melancholy  mind ; 

Soodie  his  sorrows,  heal  his  smart : 
Let  thine  influence,  pure,  refined. 

Cod  the  feTer  of  his  heart 


IThsOaie. 
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dwpondaDcy  and  ore, 
FioBdi  that  hwmt  die  ouiltt  bfeeet; 
CooMioae  Yutoe  bnvee  deqwir, 
Tttnmphe  moet  when  iBoet  oppw'd. 

Now  I  fed  thy  power  benign 
Swell  ny  bonm,  thrin  myTeme; 

As  tliy  beeme  Uie  biigfaleet  ehine, 
WImii  the  deepeet  midnigfal 

Say,  &ir  ifaeplieideHi  of  nighi! 

Wbo  lliy  stany  flock  doat  lead 
Unto  rilb  of  living  ligiit, 

On  the  blue  edieieal  mead ; 


At  diie  mnment,  doet  thou  aee, 

FVom  thine  elevated  iphere* 

One  kind  fiiend  who  thbks  of 

and  drops  a  feeling  tear? 


On  a  brilliant  beam  convey 
Tide  eoA  whisper  to  hit  breest: 

"  Wipe  that  generotu  drop  away» 
He  ix  whom  it  falls  is  blest : 

**  Best  with  Freedom  unconfined ; 

Dongeons  cannot  hold  the  Sool  *. 
Who  can  chain  the  immoital  Mind  f 

— None  but  He  who  spans  the  pole.^ 

Fluey,  loo,  the  nimble  fidiy, 

Widi  httr  snbde  magic  q)eD, 
In  romantic  visions  aiiy 

Steals  the  captive  from  his  cell 

On  her  moonlight  pinions  borne, 
Far  he  flies  from  grief  and  pain ; 

Never,  never  to  be  torn 
From  his  friends  and  home  again. 

Stay,  diou  deer  delusion !  stay ; 

Beauteous  bubble!  do  not  Iveak : 
—Ah!  the  pageant  flits  away ; 

Who  fiom  such  a  dream  would  wakef 

Mtrdk  7, 1795. 


THE  CAPTIVE  NIGHTINGALE. 

Nocnruf  AL  Silence  reigning, 

A  Nightingale  began. 
In  his  cold  cage  complaining 

Of  cruel-hearted  Bfan ; 
His  drooping  pinions  shiver'd, 

like  withered  moss  so  diy ; 
ffis  heart  with  anguish  quiver*d, 

And  sonow  dimm*d  his  eye. 

His  grief  in  soothing  slumbeit 
No  balmy  power  could  steep; 

So  sweetly  flow'd  his  numbers, 
Tlie  music  seem'd  to  weep^ 

Unfeeling  Son  of  FoUy! 
To  you  the  Bifoumer  sung; 

While  tender  melancholy 

his  plaintive  tongue. 


•■  Now  leignB  the  noon  in  splendor 

Amid  the  heaven  serene ; 
A  dioosand  stars  attend  her. 

And  glittw  round  their  qoeen : 
Sweet  houis  of  inspiradoo ! 

When  I,  the  still  night  long. 
Was  wont  to  pour  my  passinn, 

And  breathe  my  soul  in  Song- 

**  But  now,  delicious  season ! 

In  vain  thy  diarms  invite : 
Emomb'd  in  diis  dire  prison, 

I  sicken  at  the  sight 
niis  mom,  this  vernal  morning, 

Tlie  happiest  bird  was  I, 
That  hail'd  die  sun  returning. 

Or  swam  the  liquid  sky. 

"  In  yonder  Iweexy  bowen^ 

Among  die  foliage  green, 
I  spent  my  tuneful  hours, 

In  solitude  serene : 
Thwe  sofl  Melodia's  beauty 

Fiist  fired  my  ravish'd  eye ; 
I  vow*d  eternal  duty ; 

She  look'd-4ialf  kind,  half  shy ! 

**  My  plumes  «ith  ardor  trembling, 

I  fluttered,  sigh'd,  and  sung ; 
Tlie  fiiir  one,  still  dissembling. 

Refused  to  trust  my  tongue : 
A  diousand  tricks  inventing, 

A  thousand  arts  I  tried. 
Till  the  sweet  iqnmph,  relenting, 

Con&ss'd  heiself  my  bride. 

**  Deep  in  the  grove  retiring, 

To  choose  our  secret  seat. 
We  found  an  oak  aspiring. 

Beneath  whoee  mossy  feet. 
Where  the  tall  herbage  swelling 

Had  form'd  a  green  alcove. 
We  buUt  our  humble  dwelling 

And  halbw*d  it  with  love. 

**  Sweet  scene  of  vanished  pleasure ! 

This  day,  this  fatal  day. 
My  litde  ones,  my  treasure. 

My  spouse,  were  stolen  away  f 
I  saw  the  [u«cious  plunder. 

All  in  a  napkin  bound ; 
Then,  smit  with  human  thunder. 

I  flutter'd  on  the  ground ! 

**  O  Man !  booeath  whose  vengeance 

All  Nature  bleeding  lies ! 
Who  charged  thine  impious  engines 

With  lightning  from  the  skies  f 
Ah !  is  thy  bosom  iron  ? 

Does  it  thine  heart  cmchain  ? 
As  these  cold  bars  environ. 

And,  active,  me  detain  ? 

"  Where  are  my  oflspring  tender  f 
Where  is  my  widow'd  mate  f 

— Thou  Guardian  Moon !  defend  her ! 
Ye  Stan!  avert  their  6te! 
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(Xerwhelni'd  widi  killing  aogniih, 

In  iron  cage,  forlorn, 
I  tee  my  poor  babes  languiah  : 

I  hear  tlieir  mother  rnoom ! 

**  O  liberty!  inipue  me, 

And  eagle  itro^^  supply ! 
Thou,  Love  afanighty !  fire  me ! 

1*11  bunt  my  priaon— «r  die!" 
He  rang ;  and  forward  bounded : 

He  broke  the  yielding  door ! 
But,  with  the  shock  omfounded, 

Fell,  lifeless,  on  the  floor ! 

FareweO,  then,  Philomela : 

Pbor  martyr'd  bird !  adieu ! 
There's  one,  my  charming  fellow ! 

Who  thinks,  who  feels,  like  you : 
The  bard  that  pens  thy  stoxy. 

Amidst  a  prison's  gloom, 
Sighs, — not  for  wealth  nor  glory, 

— ^But  fieedom,  or  thy  tomb! 

Feb.  12, 179a 


ODE  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR 

Hail!  resplendent  Evening  Star! 
Brightly  beaming  fixmi  afiir; 
Fairest  gem,  of  purest  light, 
In  the  diadem  of  night 

Now  thy  mild  and  modest  ray 
Lights  to  rest  die  weary  day ; 
While  the  lustre  of  thine  eye 
Sweedy  trembles  through  the  sky ; 
As  the  ckMing  shadows  roll 
Deep  and  deeper  round  the  pole, 
Lo!  thy  kindling  legions  bright 
Steal  inaenibly  to  light. 
Till,  magnificent  and  clear, 
Shines  the  spangled  hemisphere. 

In  these  calmly-pleasing  hours. 
When  the  soul  eipands  her  powers. 
And,  on  wings  of  contemplation. 
Ranges  round  the  vast  creation ; 
When  the  mind's  immortal  e3re 
Boonds,  widi  rapture,  to  the  sky. 
And,  in  one  triumphant  glance. 
Comprehends  the  wide  expanse, 
Where  stars,  and  suns,  and  systems  shine, 
Faint  beama  of  majestt  divinx  ; — 
Now,  when  viskxiary  sleep 
Lolls  the  world  in  slumbers  deep ; 
When  silence,  awfully  ptafound, 
Breadies  sdMon  inspiration  round ; 
Qneen  of  beauty!  queen  of  stars! 
Sknile  upon  these  frowning  bars : 
SolUy  sliding  fiom  thy  sphere, 
Condescend  to  visit  here. 

In  the  circle  of  this  cell 
No  Imnentiiig  demons  dwell ; 
Round  these  walls,  in  wikl  despair. 
No  agODiang  spectres  glare  : 


Here  reside  no  furies  gaont. 
No  tumultuous  paarions  haunt ; 
Fell  revenge,  nor  treachery  base ; 
Guilt,  with  bokl  unblushing  fece ; 
Pale  remorse,  within  whose  breast 
Scorpion  horrors  murder  rest ; 
Coward  malice,  hatred  dire ; 
Lawless  rapine,  dark  desire ; 
Pining  envy,  firantic  ire ; 
Never,  never  dare  intrude 
On  this  pensive  solitude. 
— ^But  a  sorely  hunted  deer 
Finds  a  sad  asylum  here : 
One,  whose  panting  sides  have  been 
Pierced  with  many  an  arrow  keen ; 
One,  whose  deeply-wounded  heart 
Bears  the  scan  of  many  a  dart 
In  the  herd  he  vainly  mingled ; 
From  the  herd  when  harshly  singled. 
Too  proud  to  fly,  he  scom'd  to  yieM ; 
Too  weak  to  fight,  he  lost  die  field : 
Assail'd,  and  captive  led  away. 
He  fell,  a  poor  inglorious  piey. 

Deign  then,  genUe  Star!  to  shed 
Thy  soft  lustre  round  mine  head ; 
With  cheering  radiance  gild  the  room. 
And  melt  the  melancholy  gloom. 
When  I  see  thee,  from  thy  sphere, 
Trembling  like  a  brilliant  tear, 
Shed  a  sjrmpathizing  ray 
On  the  pale  expiring  day. 
Then  a  welcome  emanation 
Of  reviving  consolation. 
Swifter  thui  the  lightning's  dart 
Glances  through  my  glowing  heart ; 
Soothes  my  sorrows,  lulls  my  woes^ 
In  a  soft,  serene  repose, 
Like  the  imdnlating  motion 
Of  the  deep,  nugestic  ocean. 
When  the  whispering  billowB  fjUde 
Smooth  along  the  tranquil  tide ; 
Calmly  thus,  prepared,  resigned, 
Swells  the  independent  mind. 

But  when,  through  douds,  diy  beanteoos  light 
Streams,  in  splendor,  on  the  night, 
Hope,  like  thee,  my  leading  star, 
Through  the  sullen  gloom  of  care, 
Sheds  an  animating  ray 
On  the  dark,  bewildering  way. 
Starting,  then,  with  sweet  surprise. 
Tears  of  transport  swell  mine  eyes ; 
Wildly  through  each  throbbing  vein. 
Rapture  thrills  with  pleasing  pam ;  ^ 
All  my  fretful  fears  are  bani^'d,  * 
All  my  dieanw  of  anguish  vanish'd : 
Energy  my  soul  inspires. 
And  wakes  the  muse's  haUow'd  fifss; 
Rich  in  melody,  my  toqgue 
Warbles  forth  spontaneous  mmg. 

Thus  my  prison  moments  gay, 
Swiftly,  sweedy,  glide  away ; 
Till  the  last  k»g  day  declining, 
0*er  yon  tower  thy  glory  shining. 
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SteU  the  weiooaie  agnal  be 
Of  UHDnorrow*!  liberty! 
Liberty,  tnomphent  bone 
On  thezoey  wiDgi  of  monw 
liberty  ■hall  thai  return! 


Rise,  to  let  the  ceplnre 
Rise,OSimoriiiMr^! 

fU.  39, 1796. 


SOIiLOQUT  OF  A  WATER-WAGTAIL, 

ON  THB  WALL!  OF  TOBK  CABTLB. 

Oil  the  walk  that  guard  my  priaoiu 
Swellmg  widi  fimtastic  pride, 

Brvfc  and  merry  aa  the  aeaaon, 
I  a  ieather*d  coxcomb  spied : 

When  die  little  hopping  elf 

Gaily  thua  amnaed  himaelf 

^'Hear  your  ■overeign'B  piocIamatioD, 
All  good  nilQectB,  yoong  and  old! 

I'm  the  Lord  of  theCreatioo; 
I— «  Water-Wagtail  bold ! 

AH  aioimd,  and  all  you  aee, 

AH  the  worid,  waa  made  for  me! 

«  Yonder  mm,  ao  proudly  ahining, 
Riaea — ^when  I  leave  my  nest ; 

And,  behind  the  bills  declining, 
Sets— when  I  retire  lo  rest : 

Mom  and  evening,  thus  you  see, 

Day  and  night,  were  made  for  mk  ! 

*' Vernal  gales  to  love  invite  roe : 
Summer  sheds  for  me  her  beams ; 

Autumn's  jovial  scenes  delight  me ; 
Winter  paves  vrith  ice  my  streams : 

AH  the  year  ia  mine,  yon  see ; 

Seaaons  change,  like  moons,  for  m ! 

<*0n  the  heads  of  giant  mountains, 

Or  beneadi  the  shady  trees ; 
By  the  banks  of  warbling  fountains, 

I  enjoy  myself  at  ease : 
Hills  and  vidleys,  dius  you  see, 
Groves  and  liveis,  made  for  me! 

**  Boundless  are  my  vast  dominions : 

I  can  hop,  or  swim,  or  fly ; 
When  I  pleaae,  my  towering  pinioos 

Trace  my  empire  through  the  sky : 
Air  and  elements,  yon  see. 
Heaven  and  earth,  were  made  for  mk  ! 

«"  Birds  and  insects,  beasts  and  fishes, 
All  their  humble  distance  keep; 

Man,  subservient  to  my  wishes, 
Sows  the  harvest  vdiich  I  reap : 

M^hty  man  himself)  ]^ou  see. 

All  that  breathe,  were  made  for  mk. 

«•  Twas  for  my  aooommodatkn 
Nature  rase  when  I  was  bom : 

Should  I  die — the  whole  creation 
BadE  to  nothing  wouki  retum: 


Sun.  mooD,  alan,  the  worid,  yoa 
Sprung— exist— will  foil  with  mk!" 

Here  the  pretty  prattler  ending. 

Spread  his  win^i  to  soar  away ; 
But  a  crael  Hawk,  dcymding. 

Pounced  him  up,r- •  Iwlpleai  prey. 
_Couldst  thou  not,  poor  Wagtail! 
Tliat  the  Hawk  was  made  for  thxb! 

April  15, 1796. 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  IMPRISONMEN" 

IN   TWO   EPISTLES  TO   A   FBIBID 

EPIffTLEI. 

You  ask,  my  friend,  and  well  yon  aay 
You  ask  me  how  I  spend  the  day : 
I  '11  tell  yoa,  in  unstudied  rhyme. 
How  wisely  I  befool  my  time : 
Expect  not  vnU  nor  fiincy  then. 
In  tfiis  efiusion  of  my  pen ; 
These  idle  lines — ihey  might  be  worse- 
Are  simple  prose,  in  simple  verse. 

Each  moming,  then,  at  five  o*c]odL, 
The  adamantine  doors  unlock ; 
Bolts,  bars,  and  portals,  crash  and  thnndi 
The  gates  of  iron  burst  asunder ; 
Hinges  that  exeak,  and  keys  that  jingle. 
With  clattpring  chains,  in  concert  mingU 
So  sweet  the  din,  your  dainty  ear. 
For  joy,  vnmld  break  its  drum  to  hear; 
While  my  dull  organa,  at  the  sound. 
Rest  in  tranquillity  profound : 
Fantastic  dreams  amuse  my  brain. 
And  waft  my  spirit  home  again : 
Though  captive  all  day  long,  'tis  true. 
At  night  I  am  as  free  as  yon ; 
Not  ramparts  high,  nor  dungeons  deep. 
Can  hold  me  when  I  'm  fost  wAeep. 


But  every  thing  is  good  in 
I  dream  at  large,  and  iKvke  in  prison- 
Yet  think  not,  sir,  I  lie  too  late, 
I  rise  as  early  even  as  eight : 
Ten  hours  of  drowsiness  are  plenty. 
For  any  man,  in  four^and-twen^. 
You  smile — and  yet 't  is  nobly  done, 
Tm  but  five  hours  behind  the  sun! 

When  dress'd,  I  to  the  yard  repair. 
And  breakfosi  on  the  pure,  fresh  air : 
But  though  this  choice  Castalian  dieer 
Keeps  both  the  head  and  stomach  clear. 
For  reasons  strmig  enough  'w\\h  me, 
I  mend  the  meal  vn\h  toast  and  tea. 
Now  air  and  foroe,  as  poets  sing. 
Are  botii  the  some,  the  selfsame  thing  ■ 
Yet  bards  are  not  chameleons  quite. 
And  heavenly  food  ia  very  light : 
Who  ever  dined  or  supp'd  on  fome. 
And  went  to  bed  upon  a  name  f 

Breakfast  dispatch'd.  I  sometimes  rest 
To  clear  the  vapors  from  my  head ; 
For  books  arc  magic  charms,  I  ween. 
Both  for  the  crotchets  and  the  spleen- 
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When  g&abut  wiidoai,  wit  ■boond. 

Where  toimd  is  wiMe, and  wdm  iasoond; 

Whoti  art  and  nature  bodi  combine. 

And  live,  and  breathe,  in  every  line; 

The  readar  glowi  along  the  page 

With  all  the  audior's  native  rage ! 

Bat  bodu  there  are  with  nothing  fifmught, — 

Ten  thonaand  worda,  and  ne'er  a  thoi^t ; 

Where  periods  without  period  crawl, 

like  caterpillars  on  a  wall. 

That  fidl  to  climb,  and  climb  to  &11 ; 

While  alill  their  efibrts  only  tend 

To  keep  them  from  their  journey's  end. 

TIm  readers  jrawn  with  pure  vexation, 

And  nod — but  sot  with  approbation. 

In  such  a  feg  of  dullness  lost. 

Poor  Puience  must  give  up  die  ghost; 

Not  Aigus*  eyes  awt^o  could  keep. 

Even  Death  might  read  himself  to  sleep. 

At  hal^past  ten,  or  thereabout. 
My  eyes  are  all  upon  the  scout. 
To  see  the  lounging  post-boy  come. 
With  letteiB  or  with  news  from  home. 
Believe  it,  on  a  captive's  word. 
Although  the  doctrine  seem  absurd, 
The  paper^nessengers  of  friends 
For  absence  almost  make  amends : 
Bat  if  you  think  I  jest  or  lie. 
Come  to  Tock  Castle,  sir,  and  try. 

Sometinies  to  fidry-land  I  rove : 
Tboae  Iron  rails  become  a  grove ; 
These  stalely  buildings  fall  away 
Ti>  moss-grown  cottages  of  day ; 
Debtors  are  changed  to  jolly  swains. 
Who  pipe  and  whistle  on  the  plains ; 
Ton  ibions  grim,  with  fetters  bound. 
Are  satyrs  wild,  with  garlands  orown*d : 
Their  clanking  chains  are  wreaths  of  fiowcn; 
Their  horrid  cells  ambrosial  bowers : 
"Hie  oatfaa^  expiring  on  their  tongues, 
Are  meCamorphoaed  into  songs ; 
While  wretdied  female  prisoners,  lo ! 
Are  Dian's  njrmphs  of  virgin  snow. 
Those  hideous  walls  with  verdure  shoot ; 
These  pOlan  bend  with  bloshing  fhiit ; 
That  dunghill  swells  into  a  mountain. 
The  pump  becomes  a  purling  fountain ; 
The  noiaoine  smoke  of  yonder  mills, 
The  circling  air  with  fragrance  fills ; 
Hus  horse-pood  spreads  into  a  lake, 
And  swans  of  ducks  and  geese  I  make; 
Sparrows  are  changed  to  turtle-doves. 
That  bill  and  coo  &eir  pretty  loves ; 
WagtaOa,  tum'd  thrushes,  charm  the  vales. 
And  tomtits  sing  like  nightingales. 
No  more  the  wind  through  key-holes  whistles, 
But  sighs  on  beds  of  pinks  and  thistles ; 
Tlie  rattlmg  rain  that  beats  without. 
And  gufi^es  down  the  leaden  spout. 
In  li^it,  delicious  dew  distils. 
And  melts  away  in  amber  riUs ; 
Elyshmi  rises  on  the  green. 
And  health  and  beauty  crown  the  aoene. 

9A 


Then  by  the  enchantreas  Fancy  led. 
On  violet  banks  I  lay  my  head ; 
Legions  of  radiant  forms  arise, 
In  fair  array,  before  mine  eyes ; 
Poetic  visions  gild  my  fatain. 
And  melt  in  liquid  air  again ! 
As  in  a  magic-lantern  clear, 
Fantastic  images  appear. 
That  beaming  fiom  the  spectied  gla«. 
In  beautiful  succession  pass, 
Yet  steal  the  lustre  of  their  light 
From  the  deep  shadow  of  the  night: 
Thus,  in  the  darkness  of  my  head. 
Ten  thousand  shining  things  are  bred. 
That  borrow  splendor  from  the  gloom. 
As  glow-worms  twinkle  in  a  tomb. 

But  lest  these  glories  should  confound  me, 
Kind  Dullneas  dmws  her  curtain  round  me ; 
The  visions  vanish  in  a  trice, 
And  I  awake  as  oold  as  ice ; 
Nothing  remains  of  all  the  ynpN, 
Save — ^what  I  send  you — ink  and  paper. 

Thus  flow  my  Miming  hours  along, 
Smooth  as  the  numbers  of  my  song : 
Yet  let  me  wander  as  I  will, 
I  feel  I  am  a  prisoner  stilL 
Thus  Robin,  with  the  blushing  breast 
Is  mvish'd  from  his  little  nest 
By  barbarous  boys,  who  bind  his  leg, 
TV>  make  him  flutter  round  a  peg : 
See,  the  glad  captive  spreads  his  wings, 
Afounts,  in  a  moment,  mounts  and  sinffi. 
When  suddenly  the  cruel  chain 
Twitches  him  back  to  earth  again. 
— ^The  clock  strikes  one—I  can't  delay. 
For  dinner  comes  but  once  a  day. 
At  present,  worthy  friend,  farewell ; 
But  by  to4norrow*s  post  TU  tell. 
How,  during  these  half-dodno  moons, 
I  cheat  the  lazy  afternoons. 

Jvm  13, 1796. 


EPISTLE  n. 

In  this  sweet  place,  where  freedom  reigns, 
Secured  by  bolts,  and  snug  in  chains ; 
Where  innocence  and  guilt  together 
Roost  like  two  turtles  ot  a  feather; 
Where  debtors  safe  at  anchor  lie 
From  saucy  duns  and  bailifls  sly ; 
Where  highwaymen  and  robbers  slout 
Would,  rather  than  break  in,  break  out ; 
Where  all  so  guarded  and  recluse. 
That  none  his  liberty  can  lose ; 
Hwe  each  may,  as  his  means  aflbid, 
Dine  like  a  pauper  or  a  lord. 
And  those  who  can't  the  cost  defivy 
May  live  to  dine  another  day. 

Now  let  us  ramUe  o'er  the  gffeen. 
To  see  and  hear  what*s  heard  and  seen ; 
To  breathe  the  air,  entjoy  the  li|^ 
And  hail  yon  sun,  who  shines  as  bright 
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Upon  the  dongean  and  the  ^lowi 

As  on  Yoik  Minater  or  Kew  Faleoe. 

And  here  let  ui  the  scene  review: 

That's  die  old  castle,  this  the  new ; 

Yonder  the  felons'  walk,  and  there 

The  lady-prisonen  take  the  air ; 

Behind  are  solitary  cells, 

Where  hermits  hve  like  anaib  in  diells ; 

There  stands  the  chapel  for  good  people ; 

That  black  balcony  is  the  stMple ; 

How  gaily  spins  the  weather-cock! 

How  proudly  shines  the  crasy  clock ! 

A  dock,  whiose  wheels  eccentric  run 

More  like  my  head  than  like  the  sun : 

And  yet  it  shows  us,  right  or  wrung, 

The  days  are  only  twelve  houxs  long ; 

Though  captives  often  reclum  here 

Each  day  a  month,  each  month  a  year. 

There  honest  William  stands  in  state, 

The  porter,  at  the  horrid  gate ; 

Yet  no  ill-natured  soul  is  he. 

Entrance  to  all  the  world  is  free ; 

One  thing  indeed  is  rather  hard, 

Egress  is  frequently  debarr'd; 

Of  all  the  joys  within  that  reign, 

There 's  none  like— getting  out  again ! 

Across  the  green,  behold  the  court, 

Where  jargon  reigns  and  wigs  resort; 

Where  bloody  tongues  fight  bloodleoi  battles. 

For  life  and  death,  for  straws  and  rattles ; 

Where  juries  yawn  their  patience  out, 

And.  judges  dream  in  spite  of  gout 

There,  on  the  outside  cf  the  door 

(As  sang  a  wicked  wag  of  yore). 

Stands  Mother  Justice,  tall  and  thin, 

Who  never  yet  hath  ventured  in. 

The  cause,  my  friend,  may  soon  be  shown: 

The  lady  was  a  stepping-etone, 

Till — ^though  the  metamorphose  odd  is^ 

A  chisel  made  the  block  a  goddess : 

— ^Odd!"  did  I  say? — ^I'm  wrong  this  time; 

But  I  was  hamper*d  for  a  rhyme : 

Justice  at — I  could  tell  you  wher&^ 

Is  just  the  same  as  justice  there. 

But  lo !  my  frisking  dog  attends. 
The  kindest  of  four«footed  friends ; 
Brim-full  of  giddiness  and  mirth. 
He  is  the  prettiest  fool  on  earth. 
The  rogue  is  twice  a  squirrel's  sixe. 
With  short  snub  nose  and  big  block  eyes ; 
A  cloud  of  brown  adorns  his  tail. 
That  curls  and  serves  him  for  a  sail ; 
The  same  deep  auburn  dyes  his  ean, 
That  never  were  abridged  by  sheari : 
While  white  around,  as  Lapland  snows. 
His  hair,  in  soft  profusion,  flows; 
Waves  on  his  breast,  and  plumes  his  feet 
With  glossy  fringe,  like  feathers  fleet 
A  thousand  antic  tricks  he  plays, 
And  looks  at  once  a  thousand  ways ; 
His  wit,  if  he  has  any,  lies 
Somewhere  between  his  tail  and  eyes ; 
Sooner  the  light  those  eyes  will  fail, 
Than  BiUy  cease  to  wag  that  tail. 


And  yet  the  fellow  ne*er  is  safe 
From  the  tremendous  beak  of  Ralph ; 
A  raven  grim,  in  black  and  blue. 
As  ardi  a  knave  as  e'er  you  knew ; 
Who  hops  about  with  broken  pinions. 
And  thinks  these  walls  his  own  dominioa 
This  wag  a  mortal  foe  to  Bill  is. 
They  fight  like  Hector  and  Achilles ; 
Bold  Billy  runs  with  all  his  might 
And  conquers,  Farthian-like,  in  tdf^ ; 
While  Ralph  his  own  importance  feeb. 
And  wages  endless  virar  with  heeb : 
Horses  and  d(^,  and  geese  and  deer. 
He  slily  pinches  in  the  rear ; 
They  start,  surprised  with  sudden  pain. 
While  honest  Ralph  sheers  off  again. 


A  melancholy  stag  appears. 
With  rueful  look  and  flagging  cars ; 
A  feeble,  lean,  consumptive  el^ 
The  very  picture  of  m^fself ! 
My  ghost-Uke  form,  and  new-moon  phii, 
Are  just  the  counterparts  of  his : 
Blasted  like  me  by  fortune's  frown ; 
Like  me,  twice  hunted,  twick  run  doira 
Like  me,  pursued  almost  to  death. 
He 's  come  to  gaol  to  rave  his  breath ! 
Still,  on  his  painful  limbs,  are  seen 
The  scan  where  wonying  dogs  have  bea 
Still  on  his  woe-imprinted  foce, 
I  weep  a  broken  heart  to  trace. 
Daily  the  mournful  wretch  I  feed 
With  crumbs  of  comfort  and  of  bread ; 
But  man,  false  man !  so  well  he  knows, 
He  deems  the  species  all  his  foes : 
In  vain  I  smile  to  soothe  his  fear. 
He  will  not  dare  to  come  too  near ; 
He  lingers— looks — and  &in  he  would — 
Then  strains  his  neck  to  reach  the  food- 
Oft  as  his  plaintive  looks  I  see, 
A  brother's  bowels  yeam  in  me. 
What  rocks  and  tempests  yet  await 
Both  him  and  me,  we  leave  to  fate ; 
We  know,  by  past  experience  taught. 
That  innocence  a\'aileth  nought : 
I  feel,  and  't  is  my  proudest  boast. 
That  conscience  is  itself  a  host : 
While  this  inspires  my  swelling  breast 
Let  all  forsake  me — I 'm  at  rest; 
Ten  thousand  deaths,  in  every  nerve, 
I  'd  rather  suffer  than  deskrvx. 


But  yonder  comes  the  victim's  wife, 
A  dappled  doe,  all  fire  and  life : 
^e  trips  along  with  gallant  pace, 
Her  limbs  alert,  her  motion  grace : 
Soft  OS  the  moon-light  feirics  bound, 
Her  footsteps  scarcely  kiss  the  ground ; 
Gently  she  lifts  hor  fhir  brown  head. 
And  licks  my  hand,  and  begs  for  bread : 
I  pat  her  forehead,  stroke  her  neck. 
She  starts,  and  gives  a  timid  squeak ; 
Then,  while  her  eye  with  brilliance  bum 
The  fewuing  animal  returns ; 
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il,  and  waves  her  ean, 
1  a  quoen  appean : 
om  fell  ambition  fireo, 
i  of  Liberty  ; 
prisoner  bred, 
inting  rack  thine  head ; 
never  pass  these  bounds 
I — and  feel  the  hounds ! 
ity,  all  her  art, 
m  her  husband's  heart; 
s,  and  lovely  chest ; 
ick,  and  ermine  br»EMt ; 
nd  spotty  hide, 
sly  pied, 

i  allurements  npteodt — 
her  spouse  is  dead, 
ling  shadows  fall 
vner  from  the  wall ; 
,  like  curfew-bell, 
captive  to  his  cell ; 
uid  I  retire. 
Iter  by  the  fire: 
mkey  with  *'Good  night,  sir!** 
or  ^ith  all  his  might,  sir : 
>  bed  I  creep, 

vake — and  sometimes  sleep. 
ITS  that  reign  in  prison, 
fy,  't  is  with  reason : 
ipect  o'er  the  rest 
Bsing  doubly  blest ; 
pleasures  will  be  vanish'd, 
hese  comforts,  banish'd ! 


C   BRAMIN. 

r  FROM  CA.NT0  I. 

tain's  balmy  lap  reclined, 
?  treasures  of  his  mind ; 
)limc  instruction  came, 
ithes  celestial  flame ; 
1  virgins  round  him  press'd, 
lot  and  the  sage  address'd. 

}  universe's  boundless  range, 
revive,  and  change : 
ctive  lies ; 
,  never  dies. 

icn  quonch'd  in  shades  of  night, 
th  all  the  charms  of  light ; 
of  the  blooming  year 
iring  blast,  and  disappear ; 
ickening  showers  of  genial  rain, 
ves,  and  purple  all  the  plain, 
night  succeeds  the  day, 
so  lives  decay : 
indulating  main, 
)  falling  swell  again ; 
lime,  inconstant,  roll 
the  living  soul, 
irod  with  breath, 
■oduce  the  seeds  of  death ; — 
hough  scatter'd  in  the  tomb, 
>r,  vegetate  and  bloom. 


**  When  wasted  down  to  dnst  the  creature  diet. 
Quick,  fiom  its  cell,  the  enfhmchised  spirit  flies ; 
Fills,  with  fresh  energy,  another  form. 
And  towers  an  elephant,  or  glides  a  worm ; 
The  awful  Uon's  royal  shape  assumes ; 
The  fox's  subtlety,  or  peacock's  plumes ; 
Swims,  like  an  eagle,  in  the  eye  of  noon. 
Or  wails,  a  screech-owl,  to  the  deaf,  cold  mooo ; 
Haunts  the  dread  brakes,  where  serpents  hiss  and  glare. 
Or  hums,  a  glittering  insect,  in  the  air. 
The  illustriooM  souls  of  great  and  virtuous  men. 
In  noble  animals  revive  again : 
But  base  and  vicious  spirits  wind  their  way 
In  scorpions,  vultures,  sharks,  and  beasts  of  prey. 
The  fair,  the  gay,  the  witty,  and  the  brave, 
The  fool,  tfie  coward,  courtier,  tyrant,  slave ; 
Each,  in  congenial  animals,  shall  find 
A  home  and  kindred  for  his  wandering  mind. 

*'  Even  the  cold  body,  when  enshrined  in  earth. 
Rises  again  in  vegetable  birth  : 
From  the  vile  ashes  of  the  bad  proceeds 
A  baneful  harvest  of  pernicious  weeds ; 
The  relics  of  the  good,  awaked  by  showers. 
Peep  from  the  lap  of  death,  and  live  in  flowers ; 
Sweet  modest  flowers,  that  blush  along  the  vale. 
Whose  fragrant  lips  embalm  the  passing  gale." 

XXTRAOT  FROM  CANTO  n. 


Now,  mark  iha  words  these  dying  lips  impart. 
And  wear  this  grand  memorial  round  your  heart : 
All  that  inhabit  ocean,  air,  or  earth. 
From  oiOB  ktkrnal  sirs  derive  their  birth, 
llie  Hand  that  built  the  palace  of  the  sky 
Form'd  the  light  wings  that  deccNrate  a  fly ; 
The  Pbwer  that  wheels  the  circling  planets  round 
Rears  every  infimt  flow*ret  on  tlie  ground ; 
That  Bounty  which  the  mightiest  beings  share 
Feeds  the  least  gnat  that  gilds  the  evening  air 
Thus  all  the  wild  inhabitants  of  woods. 
Children  of  air,  and  tenants  of  the  floods; 
All.  all  are  equal,  independent,  free. 
And  all  the  heirs  of  immortality! 
For  all  that  live  and  breathe  have  once  been  men, 
And,  in  succession,  will  be  such  again : 
Even  you,  in  turn,  that  human  shape  must  change. 
And  through  ten  thouaand  forms  of  bemg  range. 

Ah!  then,  refrain  your  brethren's  blood  to  spill. 
And,  tfll  you  can  create,  forbear  to  kill ! 
Oft  as  a  guiltless  fellow-creature  dies. 
The  blood  of  innocence  for  vengeance  cries  : 
Even  grim,  mpacioos  savages  of  prey, 
Presume  not,  save  in  self-defence,  to  slay. 
What,  though  to  Heaven  their  forfeit  lives  they  owe. 
Hath  Heaven  oommission'd  thee  to  deal  the  btow  f 
Crush  not  the  feeble,  inofllensive  worm. 
Thy  sister's  spirit  wears  that  humble  form ! 
Why  should  thy  cruel  arrow  smite  yaa  bird  f 
In  him  thy  brother's  plaintive  soog  is  heard. 
When  the  poor,  haimlem  kid,  all  trembling,  lies. 
And  begs  his  little  lift  with  in&nt  cries. 
Think,  ere  yon  take  the  throbbing  victim's  btealh. 
You  doom  a  dear,  an  only  child,  to  death. 

ao3 
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Vfbmk  at  the  ring  iha  beauteous  heifer  Hande, 
^-Slaj,  mamter!  itaj  thow  parriddal  handi; 
CaiMt  Ihira  not,  in  diat  ndU  dfijected  feoe, 
Tlie  sacred  featores  of  thy  mother  trace  ff 
When  to  the  stake  the  generous  boU  yoa  lead, 
IVemUe^— ah,  tremUer— lest  your  fether  Ueed. 
Let  noC  your  anger  on  your  dog  descend, 
"Hie  ftithliil  animal  was  onoe  your  finend ; 
Tliefii^ad  whose  courage snatch'd you fium  the  gra^e. 
When  wrapt  in  flames  or  sinking  in  the  wave. 
— ^Rash,  impious  youth!  renounce  that  horrid  knife. 
Spare  the  sweet  antekype!  ah,  spare— thy  wife ! 
In  the  meek  victim's  tearillumined  eyes. 
See  the  soft  imsge  of  thy  consort  rise ; 
Such  as  she  is,  when  by  romsntic  streams. 
Her  spirit  greets  thee  in  delightful  dreams ; 
Not  as  she  kxik*d,  when  blighted  in  her  bloom ; 
Not  as  she  lies,  all  pale  in  yonder  tomb; 
Tltat  mournful  tombk  where  all  thy  joys  repose ! 
That  hallow'd  tomb,  where  all  thy  grieft  shall  dose. 

While  jret  I  sing,  the  weary  king  of  light 
Resigns  his  sceptre  to  the  queen  of  night; 
Unnomber*d  orbs  of  living  fire  appear. 
And  roll  in  glittering  grsndeur  o'er  the  sphere. 
PeriiapB  the  soul,  released  from  earthly  ties, 
A  thousand  ages  hence  may  mount  the  skies ; 
Throu|^  suns  and  planets,  stars  and  systems  range, 
In  each  new  fonns  assume,  relinquish,  change ; 


aadk^ 


From  age  to  age,  from  worid  to  wutld 
And  climb  the  scale  of  being  hi^icr 
But  who  diese  awful  ntysteries  dare 
Pause,  O  my  soul!  and  tremble,  and  adoas. 

There  is  a  Bower,  all  other  powen  aboift 
Whose  name  is  Goodness,  and  His  natwe  Lo 
Who  call'd  the  in&nt  univene  to  fight. 
From  central  nothing  and  drcnmfloeBi  ni^ 
On  His  great  piovidenee  all  worlds  depeoi. 
As  trembling  atoms  to  their  oenlie  tend : 
In  nature's  fece  His  glory  shinss 
She  wears  His  sacred  imsge  on  imr 
His  spirit  breathes  in  eveiy  living  aonl; 
His  bounty  feeds,  his  presence  £Ua  the  wUi 
TViugh  seen,  invisible— though  felt. 
All  that  exist,  exist  in  Him  akne. 
But  wlio  the  wonders  of  His  hand  can  ti 
Throngh  the  dread  ocean  of  unfethoas'd  spec 
When  from  the  shore  we  liA  our  ^'■•'"g  eye 
Where  boundless  scenes  of  God4ike  grandci 
like  sparkling  atoms  in  the  noontide  rays. 
Worlds,  stars,  and  suns,  and  umvenes  blaas ! 
Yet  these  transcendent  monuments  that  shin 
Eternal  miracles  of  skill  divine. 
These,  and  ten  thousand  moni.  are  only  sbU 
llie  Aadow  (^  His  power,  the  tranacriptof  Hi 
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O  taboram 
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IbruL  mi  I^rcm,  Od.  XXXD.  lib.  I. 


THE  GRAVE. 

There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found. 
They  softly  lie  and  sweetly  sleep 

Low  in  the  ground. 

The  storm  that  \iTecks  the  winter  sky 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose. 
Than  summerevening*8  latest  sigh 

That  shuts  ^e  rose. 

I  long  to  lay  this  painful  head 
And  aching  heart  beneath  the  soil. 
To  slumber  in  that  dreamless  bed 

From  all  my  toil. 

For  Misery  stole  me  at  my  birth, 
And  cast  me  helpless  on  the  wild : 
I  peririi ;— O  my  Mother  Earth, 

Take  home  ihy  Child. 

On  thy  dear  lap  these  limbs  reclined, 
Shall  gently  OKMilder  into  thee ; 
Mar  leave  one  wretched  trace  behind 

Bwemblii^ 


Hark !— a  strange  soimd  affrights  mine  « 
My  pulse, — my  brain  runs  wild. — I  nve 
— ^Ah !  who  art  thou  whose  voice  I  hear 

— **  I  am  Tin  Grati 

**  The  Grave,  that  never  spoke  before. 
Hath  found  at  length  a  tongue  to  chide: 
O  listen ! — ^I  will  speak  no  more  :^ — 

Be  silent.  Pride  * 

**  Art  thou  a  Wretch  of  hope  forlorn, 
llie  victim  of  consuming  care  ? 
Is  thy  distracted  conrcience  torn 

By  fell  despair  f 

**  Do  foul  misdeeds  of  former  times 
Wring  vnih  remorse  thy  guilty  breast  f 
And  ghosts  of  unforgiven  crimes 

Murder  thy  test  ? 

"  Losh'd  by  the  furies  of  the  mind. 
From  Wrath  and  Vengeance  wouldsl  thoi 
Ah!  think  not,  hope  not,  fool,  to  find 

A  friend  in  ma. 
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«%  dl  the  temn  of  the  tomb, 
Deyood  the  power  of  tongue  to  teU ; 
Bf  the  dread  Mcreti  of  my  wombi 

By  Death  and  HeD; 

"  I  ebaige  thee  uvi  I — repent  and  pray, 
bi  doit  diiQe  infiuny  deploie ; 
TlMra  yet  ii  mercy — go  thy  way. 

And  tin  no  more. 

"ArtthiraaMouftifKEf— Haftthoa  known 
Tlie  joy  of  imoeent  deligfala, 
Endearing  dayt  for  ever  flown. 

And  tranquil  nightit 

**  O  UTB !— and  deeply  cherudi  etiU 
The  aweet  rememfaiance  of  the  pait  : 
Rely  on  Heaven's  unchanging  wUl 

For  peace  at  laat 

"  Art  thua  A  WANonuERf— Hart  thou  leen 
(Xerwhelming  tampeeti  drown  thy  bark  f 
A  diipwieck'd  sufferer,  hast  thou  been 

Misfortune*!  mark  T 

"TTioqgfa  loqg  of  vrinds  and  v?aves  die  eport, 
Coodemn'd  in  wretchedness  to  roam. 
Live!— thou  shalt  reach  a  sheltering  port, 

A  quiet  home. 

"  To  FmnDnMRir  didst  thou  trust  thy  fome, 
And  was  thy  friend  a  deadly  foe, 
Who  stole  into  thy  breast  to  aim 

A  surer  btowf 

"Livk!— and  repine  not  o*er  his  lom, 
A  loss  unworthy  to  be  told : 
Thou  hast  mistaken  sordid  dross 

For  friendship's  gold. 

**  Seek  die  true  treasure,  seldom  found. 
Of  power  the  fiercest  gricA  to  calm. 
And  soothe  the  bosom's  deepest  wound 

Widi  hcAvenly  balm. 

■■  Did  Woman's  charms  thy  youth  beguile. 
And  did  the  Fair  One  ftidJesB  provet 
Hath  ibi  betmy'd  thee  with  a  smile,. 

And  sold  thy  love  f 

<*  LivK !  T  was  a  folse  bewildering  fin : 
Top  oAsB  Love's  insidious  dart 
Thrills  die  food  soul  with  wild  deei«e. 

But  kills  die  heart. 

"  Thou  3ret  shall  know,  how  sweet,  bow  dear, 
To  gaae  on  listening  Beauty's  eye ; 
Td  aak^ — and  pause  in  hope  and  fisar 

Till  she  reply. 

"  A  DoUer  flame  diall  warm  thy  breast, 
A  brighter  maiden  foithfol  prove; 
Hiy  youdi,  thine  age,  shall  yet  be  blart 

In  woman's  love. 


••  — Whate'er  thy  lotr— whoever  liioa 
Gonftm  thy  foHy,  kisi  die  rod. 
And  in  thy  chsafffliing  soitows  eae 

The  hand  of  Goo. 

SA9 


**  A  bruised  reed  he  will  not  break ; 
Afflictions  all  his  children  feel ; 
He  wounds  them  for  his  mercy's  sake^ 

He  wounds  to  heal. 

"  Humbled  beneath  his  mighty  hand, 
Ptaslrate  his  Providence  adore : 
Tis  done!— Arise!  Hi  bids  thee  stand, 

To  fall  no  more. 

"Now,  Traveller  in  the  vale  of  tsan^ 
To  rwdmi  of  everlasting  light, 
Tliraugh  Time's  dark  wiUemsm  of 

Pursue  thy  flight 

*  There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  waep^ 
A  rest  for  weary  Pilgrims  found ; 
And  while  the  mouldering  ashes  deep 

JLnvin  thegroond, 

**  The  Soul,  of  origin  divine, 
God's  gknious  image,  fieed  fimii  t^. 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shuie 

A  star  of  day. 

^'The  Sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fiie, 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky ; 
The  Soul,  immortal  as  its  ££re, 

Shall  usTEji  91s." 


THE  ILTRE. 


Ah!  Who  would  knrelfeebml 

W.B 


Whkec  the  roving  rill  meandered 
Down  the  green  retiring  vale. 
Poor,  fbrlom  ALCiBUS  wander'd. 

Pale  with  thought,  serenely  pale: 
Timeless  sorrow  o'er  his  foce 
Breathed  a  melancholy  grace. 
And  fix'd  on  every  feature  there 
llie  mournful  resignation  of  despair. 

O'er  his  arm,  his  lyre  neglected, 

Once  his  dear  companion,  hung. 
And,  in  spirit  deep  dejected. 

Thus  the  pensive  poet  sung : 
While,  at  midnight's  solemn  noon. 
Sweetly  shone  tibe  cloudless  moan. 
And  all  the  stars,  around  his  head. 
Benignly  bright,  their  mildest  mfluenoe  died* 

"  Lyre !  O  Ljrre !  my  chosen  treasure^ 

Solace  of  my  bleeding  heart; 
I^rre!  O  Lyre !  my  only  pleasure^ 

We  most  now  for  ever  part  : 
For  in  vain  thy  poet  siqgs, 
Wooes  in  vain  thine  heavepdv  siringi ; 
The  Muse's  wretched  sons  are  Imn 
To  coM  neglect,  and  penuiy,  and  scon. 


«« TTiat  wUdi  Aiennder  sigfa'd  for, 
Tfrnl  whidi  Cnar's  soul  poBsess'd, 

That  which  heroes,  kings,  have  died 
Ghxry!— animales  my  breast: 

305 


MONTGOMERrS  POETICAL  WORK& 


Htik!  the  chugnig  tnimpeti*  thmli 

PtNir  Aetr  deft£d«iyiiig  nolM ; 
'Toanw!'  they  call:  toanmlfljr, 
like  WoUe  to  oooquer,  and  like  WoUe  to  die. 

<«8oft(— the  blood  of  omider'd  lefpam 
Sammoiii  vengeanee  fiom  theddei; 

Flamiiig  towna  and  nvaged  regkiiii. 
All  in  awful  judgment  riaed — 

0  tfam,  innocently  brave, 

1  will  wreetle  with  the  wave; 

Lo !  Commeroe  apraads  the  daring  Mil, 
And  yokee  her  naval  chariola  to  the  gale. 

**  Bkvw,  ye  breene ! — gently  blowing, 

Waft  me  to  that  happy  Bhore, 
Where  from  fcantains  ever  flowing 

Indian  leahn  dieir  treattuei  poor : 
Thence  returning,  poor  in  health. 
Rich  in  honesty  and  wealth. 
0*er  thee,  my  dear  paternal  aoil, 
1*11  itrew  the  golden  harvest  of  my  toiL 

**  Then  shall  Misery's  sons  and  daughters 

In  dieir  lowly  dwellings  sing ; 
Bounteous  as  the  Nile's  dark  wateit. 

Undiscovered  as  the  spring, 
I  will  scatter  o'er  the  land 
Bkssingi  with  a  secret  hand; — 
For  sudi  angelic  tasks  design'd, 
I  give  the  Lyre  and  sorrow  to  the  wind." 

On  an  oak,  whose  branches  hoary 
fifigh'd  to  every  pasnng  breeoe, 
Sigh'd  and  told  the  simfde  story 

Of  die  patriarch  of  trees ; 
High  in  the  air  his  harp  he  hung. 
Now  no  more  to  rapture  strung; 
Then  warm  in  hope,  no  longer  pale, 
He  blush*d  adieu,  and  rambled  down  the  dale. 

Lightly  tooch'd  by  ikixy  fingers. 

Hark  I — the  Lyre  enchants  the  wind ; 
Food  AlcBBUs  listens,  lingers, 

— lingering,  listening,  looks  behind. 
Now  the  music  mounts  on  high. 
Sweetly  swelling  through  the  sky; 
To  every  tone,  wi^  tender  heat. 
His  heartetrings  vibrate,  and  his  pulses  beat 

Now  the  strains  to  silence  stealing. 

Soft  in  ecstacies  expire ; 
Oh !  with  what  romantic  feeling 
Poor  AloBUs  graapa  die  Lyre. 
Lo !  hia  furious  hand  he  flings 
In  a  tempest  o'er  the  strings ; 
He  strikes  the  chords  so  quick,  ao  loud, 
Tia  Jove  that  acatters  li^tning  from  a  doud. 

"  Lyre !  O  Lyre !  my  choaen  treasure. 

Solace  of  my  bleeding  heart ; 
Lyre !  O  Lyre !  my  only  pleaanre. 

Wo  will  never,  never  part 
Glory,  Commerce,  now  in  vain 
Tempt  me  to  the  fieU,  the  main; 
The  Muae'a  aoda  are  Ueat,  though  bom 
To  cold  oei^ect,  and  penury,  and  aeon. 


"  What,  dMNigfa  all  the  worid  nested  Be; 

Shan  my  haughty  aonl  repine  t 
And  ahall  poverty  dcrject  me. 

While  thia  haUow'd  Lyn  m  mmef 
Heaven — that  o'er  my  helpleea  head 
Many  a  wrathful  vial  ahed^ — 
Heaven  gave  thia  Lyre,— «nd  thoa  decreed, 
Be  dioa  a  tnoarrf,  Imt  not  a  hrnkm  reed.* 


REMONOTRANCE  TO  WINTER 

Ah  !  why,  unfeeling  Winter,  why 

Still  flags  thy  tc»pid  wing  f 
Fly,  melancholy  Season,  fly. 

And  yield  the  year  to  Spring. 

Spring,^ — the  yoong  harbinger  of  love. 

An  exile  in  di^^race, — 
Flits  o'er  the  scene,  like  Noah'a  dove. 

Nor  finds  a  resting-place. 

When  on  the  mmmtain's  azure  peak 

Ahghta  her  fiiiry  form. 
Cdd  blow  the  winds,— and  dark  and  ble 

Around  her  rolls  the  storm. 

If  to  the  valley  she  repair 

For  shelter  and  defence. 
Thy  wrath  pursues  the  mourner  there. 

And  drives  her,  weeping,  thenoe. 

She  seeks  the  brook,  the  feithlesa  brook. 

Of  her  unmindful  grown. 
Feels  the  chill  magic  of  thy  look. 

And  lingers  into  stone. 

She  wooes  her  embryo  flowers  in  vain 
To  rear  their  infimt  heads ; — 

Deaf  to  her  vcHce,  her  flowers  remain 
Enchanted  in  their  beds. 

In  vain  she  bids  fhe  trees  expand 
Their  green  luxuriant  chums ; — 

Bare  in  the  wilderness  they  stand. 
And  stretch  their  witherii^  arms. 

Her  favorite  birds,  in  feeble  notes. 

Lament  thy  long  delay  ; 
And  strain  their  little  stammmng  duoats 

To  charm  thy  blasts  away. 

Ah,  Winter,  calm  thy  cruel  rage. 
Release  the  struggling  year ; 

Thy  power  is  past,  decrepit  Sage, 
Arise  and  disappear. 

The  stars  that  graced  thy  splendid  night 

Are  lost  in  warmer  rays ; 
The  Sun,  rejoicing  in  his  might. 

Unrolls  celestial  days. 

Then  why,  usurping  \^^ter,  vdiy 

SciU  flings  thy  frosen  wing? 
Fly,  unrelentiiig  tyrant,  fly — 

And  yield  the  year  to  Spring* 
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RocnfD  Love's  Elyiian  bowen 

Hie  fiureit  proepects  riie ; 
There  Moom  the  sweetest  flowers^ 
There  shine  the  purest  skies. 
And  joy  lad  lapciue  gild  awhile 
Tlie  ckwidlesB  heaven  of  Beauty's  smile. 

Round  Love's  deserted  bowers 

Tremendous  rocks  arise ; 
Cold  mildews  blight  the  flowers, 
Tornadoes  rend  the  skies : 
And  Pleasure's  waning  moon  goea  down 
Amid  the  night  of  Beauty's  irown. 

Then,  Youth,  thou  fimd  believer! 

Tlie  wily  Siren  shun  : 
Who  trusts  the  dear  Deceiver 
Win  surely  be  undone. 
When  Beauty  triumphs,  ah !  beware : 
Her  smile  is  hope— her  frown  despair. 


UNES 

WUTTKR  UKDm  A  DEAWINO  OF  TAftDLT  OAK, 
CELEBRATED  BT  COWFEB. 


8ss  Bsfhy'i  Lift  and  Lattera  of  W.  Gowpsr.  Eiq. 


Th»  nle  survivor  of  a  race 
Of  giant  oaks,  where  once  the  wood 
Rang  with  die  battle  or  the  chase, 
In  stem  and  lonely  grsndeur  stood. 

From  age  to  age,  it  slowly  spread 
lis  gradual  boughs  to  sun  and  wind; 
From  age  to  age,  its  noble  head 
As  stowly  wither'd  and  declined. 

A  tkwand  years  are  like  a  day. 
When  iled ; — no  longer  known  than  seen; 
This  tree  was  doom'd  to  pass  away, 
And  be  at  if  it  ne'er  had  been; — 

Bat  BKWiiifiil  Cowper,  wandering  nigh. 
For  rest  beneath  its  shadow  came, 
WImo*  lo !  the  voice  of  days  gone  by 
Ascended  fiom  its  hollow  fiame. 

O  that  the  Poet  had  reveal'd 
Ilia  words  of  those  prophetic  strains. 
Ere  Death  the  eternal  myttery  seal'd ! 
■Yet  in  his  song  the  Oak  remains. 

And  fiesh  in  undecaying  prime, 
T%ere  may  it  live,  beyond  the  power 
Of  storm  and  earthquake,  Man  and  Time, 
Till  Nature's  oonflagration-Jiour. 


SONG 

FOR  A  SOCIETY,   WHOSE  MOTTO  WAS 
"  FRIEinMHlP,  LOVK,  A.<f D  TRC7TB." 

WBSif  ** Friendship,  Love,  and  Truth"  abound 

Among  a  band  of  Brothers, 
Tlie  cop  of  joy  goes  gaily  round. 

Each  shaies  the  bliss  of  others : 


Sweet  roses  grace  the  tfaomy  way 

Along  this  vale  of  sorrow ; 
Tlie  ftoweis  that  shed  their  leaves  to4hy 
Shall  bkxHn  again  to-morrow : 
How  grand  in  age,  how  fair  in  youth. 
Are  holy  ** Friendship,  Love,  and  Truth !" 

On  halcyon  wings  our  moments  pass. 

Life's  cruel  cam  beguiling ; 
Old  Time  lays  down  his  sc]rthe  and  glass. 

In  gay  good-humor  smiling : 
With  ermine  beard  and  fiwelock  grey. 

His  reverend  fiont  adorning. 
He  k>oks  like  Winter  tum'd  to  May, 

Night  soften'd  into  Morning. 
How  grand  in  age,  how  &ir  in  youth. 
Are  holy  **  Friendship,  Love,  and  Truth!" 

From  these  delightful  fountains  flow 

Ambrosial  rills  of  pleasure : 
Can  man  desire,  can  Heaven  bestow, 

A  more  resplendent  treasure  T 
Adom'd  with  gems  so  ridily  bright. 

We'll  form  a  Constellation, 
Where  evexy  Star,  with  modest  light. 

Shall  gild  his  proper  station. 
How  grand  in  age,  how  &ir  in  jrouth. 
Are  holy  ** Friendship,  Love,  and  Tmdi!" 


RELIGION, 

AN  OCCASIONAL  HYMN. 

Thbouoh  shades  and  solitudes  profimnd 
The  feinting  traveller  winds  his  way; 

Bewildering  meteon  glare  around. 
And  tempt  his  wandering  feet  astray. 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  to  his  eye, 
The  sudden  moon's  inspiring  light. 

When  ferth  she  sallies  through  iko  sky. 
The  guardian  angel  of  the  night. 

Tlius  mortals,  blind  and  weak,  below 
Pursue  the  phantom  BUss,  in  vain ; 

The  world 's  a  wilderness  of  woe. 
And  life  a  pilgrimage  of 


Till  mild  Reuoion,  from  above. 
Descends,  a  sweet  engaging  form— 

The  messenger  of  heavenly  love. 
The  bow  of  promise  in  a  storm. 

Tlien  guilty  passions  wing  their  flight. 
Sorrow,  remorse,  affliction  cease ; 

Reuoion's  yoke  is  soft  and  light. 
And  all  her  paths  are  paths  of  peace. 

Ambition,  pride,  revenge  depart. 
And  folly  flies  her  diastening  rod ; 

She  makes  the  humble  contrite  heart 
A  temple  of  the  living  God. 

Beyond  the  narrow  vale  of  time. 
Where  bright  celestial  ages  roll. 

To  scenes  eternal,  scenes  suUime, 
She  points  the  way,  and  leads  the  souL 
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At  iMT  mppn&A,  tbe  Gnrre  sppnn 
The  Gate  of  PuadiM  ralond ; 

H«  iroioe  the  wetdiing  Cherab  1mbi% 
And  drape  his  doobMeadoK  ewoid. 

B^iliad  with  her  nnewnv  Ibe, 
fiiey  we  die  ciown  of  ^ofy  gein ; 

Biee  when  die  HoiAof  HeeTen  expire. 
And  rngn  with  God,  fx  ever  reign! 


"THE  JOY  OF  GRIEF." 

Obbian. 

SwilT  die  hoar  of  tribnhtioii, 

Wheo  the  heart  can  freely  Hgh; 
And  die  tear  of  rettgnation 

in  the  moumfol  eye. 


While  die  woondi  of  woe  are 
While  die  heart  ia  all  rangn 

T  ia  a  eolemn  feaat  of  fteling, 
Tbdieabbathof  die 


PeoHve  memory  then 

Soenea  of  boai  tot  orer  fledt 
lAvm  in  ftrmer  tfmea  and  phrei, 

HoUt  oomnmnkm  widi  Ifae 


Have  yon  felt  a  kind  emotion 

Tremble  through  your  troubled  breast 
Soft  aa  erening  o'er  the  ocean. 

When  the  chamii  the  wavea  to  rest? 

Hi^re  yon  kit  a  friend,  or  brotherf 
Heard  a  fidher's  patting  breatht 

Ga»d  upon  a  lifelem  mo&er, 
Ifn  abe  aeem'd  to  wake  from  deathf 


Have  yon  felt  a  ipoose  expiring 
In  your  arme,  before  your  viewT 

Watcfa'd  die  lovely  Mful  retiring 
From  her  eyei  that  broke  on  you  f 

Did  hM  grief  ibm  git>w  roiinntie, 
Ravfliig  on  ^tihifmberd  bliM  T 

Did  yott  DM,  IvIA  fervor  ftantSc, 
Sin  die  fipa  that  felt  no  kirn  f 

Yea!  but,  when  yon  had  reaignM  her, 
Life  and  yon  were  reocncued  j 

AffiffA  teftp-Udie  left  behind  her. 
One,  one  dear,  one  only  child. 

But  before  die  green  mom  peeping, 
Hie  poor  motiber^i  grave  array'd. 

In  that  grave  the  infent  sleeping 
On  the  raother'a  lap  was  laid. 

Honor  then,  your  heart  congealing, 
Chill'd  you  with  intoDBe  despair  .- 

Can  you  adl  to  mind  the  feeling  f — 
No !  diere  was  no  feeling  there. 

From  that  ^oonj  trance  of  sorrow 
When  yon  woke  to  pangs  unknown. 

How  irnvveloome  was  die  morrow. 
For  it  rose  on  tou  alonb! 

fihmk  in  sali^consuming  aognish, 
Gin  the  poor  heart  always  adie  f 

No!  die  tnrtued  nerve  wfll  langmdi, 
Or  die  sttiogB  of  life  moM  break. 

O^er  the  yieUing  brow  of  Sadness 
One  ftfait  simle  of  comfort  stole; 
One  soft  pang  of  tender  gladnem 
thrill'd  your  louL 


And  when  night's  prophetic 
Rend  the  veil  to  mortal  evasv 

From  their  tombs  the  sninten  na 
Of  our  lost  compaakms 

You  have  seen  a  friend,  a 
Heard  a  dear  dead  fether 

Proved  the  fondness  of  a 
Felt  her  tears  upon  your 

Dreams  of  love  your  giief  beguiKng, 
You  have  daspM  a  consort's 

And  received  your  infent  smiling 
From  his  moiher's  sacred 


Trembling,  pale,  and  agoniaing. 

While  you  moom'd  the 
Bright  the  moining-etar  aanmig 

Open'd  heaven,  fitan  vfhenee  it  ikm 

lliither  all  your  wishes  bMiding, 

Rose  in  ecstacy  snblime. 
Thither  all  jrour  hopes 

Triumph'd  over  death  and 


Thus  afllicted.  bruised,  and  bnfco^ 
Have  you  known  such  sweet  rriicf ! 

Yes,  my  friend ;  and  by  diia  tohen. 
You  have  felt  **  ths  jot  of  Ganr." 


THE  BATTLE  OF  ALEXANDRIA. 


AtTbebei.  m  Anciait  EKTpt,  wueraetad  m  itatMof  II 
with  a  harp  in  hit  hand,  iriiidi  k  nad  to  hare  hai 
ddicfatful  mane  the  rianc  mud,  and  ia  mrhnrhoty  t 
have  movmed  hn  dapartnre.  The  introdaeliaa  af  A 
brated  Wre,  oo  a  modem  ooeaMoo,  witt  be 
anaehrooam  bj  thoee  only  who  think  that  'Wm 
been  toadied  nnskiHuny. 


HiJLP  of  Menmon !  sweetly  strmtg 
To  the  music  of  tbe  spheres. 

While  tho  Hero's  dirge  is  song. 
Breathe  enchantment  to  our  earsL 

As  the  Sun's  descending  beams^ 
Glancing  o'er  thy  feeling  wire. 

Kindle  every  chord  that  gleams, 
Like  a  ray  of  heaveidy  lire : 

Let  thy  numbers,  soft  and  slow, 
Cer  the  plain  with  carnage  spread. 

Soothe  the  dying,  while  they  flow 
To  the  memoiy  of  the  dead. 

Bright  as  Venus,  newly  bom, 
Blishing  at  her  maiden  duurms  i 

Freeh  from  ocean  rose  the  hfom. 
When  the  trmnpet  blew  Id  anna. 
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O  &ftt  TiiM  had  tlay'd  iti  flight, 
Ek«  that  Morning  left  the 

Fetal  as  the  Egyptian  night, 
Whan  the  ddeai4xini  were  ilain. 


Laih'd  to  BMidnaM  by  the  wind, 

Am  die  Red  Sea  auzgei  roar. 
Leave  a  gkranoy  golf  behind. 

And  devour  the  nhrinking  ■bole; 

Thai,  with  overwhekning  pride, 
Gallia*!  brighter,  boldest  boMt, 

In  a  deep  and  dreadful  tide, 
RoU*d  upon  the  Britiidi  hott 

DaonSleai  theoe  their  itation  held. 
Though,  widi  unextinguiflh'd  ire, 

Gallia's  legions,  thrice  repell'd, 
Thfice  retum'd  through  blood  and  fire. 

Thus,  above  die  storms  of  time. 
Towering  to  the  sacred  spheres. 

Stand  die  pynmids  sublime^— 
Rocks  amid  the  flood  of  yearL 

Now  the  vetefun  Chief  drew  nigh, 
Conqmit  towsring  on  his  crsal, 

Valor  beaming  fiom  his  eye, 
Fi^  bleediiv  in  his  fareasl. 

Britain  saw  him  thus  advance 
In  hm  Guardian  Angel's  form ; 

But  he  lowered  on  hosile  France 
Like  the  Demon  of  the  Storm. 

Od  die  whirlwind  of  the  war 
High  he  rode,  in  vengeance  dire ; 

To  hb  friends  a  leading  star, 
Td  his  foes  consuming  fire. 

Then  the  mighty  ponr'd  their  broath, 
Siaoghter  ftasted  on  the  brave : 

Twas  the  Carnival  of  Deadi; 
nrwas  die  Vfaitage  of  die  Grave. 


Charged  with  Abercrombie's  doom, 

lightning  wing'd  a  cruel  ball : 
T  was  die  Herald  of  the  Tomb, 

And  die  Hero  felt  die  call- 
Felt — and  raised  bis  arm  on  high ; 

Victory  well  the  signal  knew, 
Durted  fiom  his  awful  eye, 

And  die  force  of  France  o'eidirew. 

Hot  the  horrors  of  diat  fight 
Were  the  weeping  Muse  to  tefl. 

Oh  'twould  cleave  die  womb  of  night. 
And  awake  the  dead  that  foil! 

Gash'd  wifli  honorable  scan. 
Low  in  Glory's  lap  diey  lie; 

Tboogh  diey  fell,  diey  foil  Uhe  stan, 
Streaming  splendor  through  tlm  tky. 

Velikaa  Bienoiy  monm  that  «ki|E, 
Whan,  with  eipeotatioD  pale. 

Of  her  aoldier  for  away 
The  peer  widow  heaia  the  trie. 


In  imagination  wild. 

She  shall  wander  o*er  this  plain. 
Raver— end  bid  her  orphan-child 

Seek  his  sire  among  die  slain. 

Gendy,  fiom  die  westsm  deep, 

O  ye  evening  fareeaes,  rise ! 
O^er  the  Lyre  of  Memnon  sweep. 

Wake  its  spirit  with  your  siglw. 

Harp  q£  Memnon !  sweedy  stmng 
1V>  the  music  o£  the  spheres. 

While  the  Hero's  dirge  is  sung 
Breathe  enchantment  to  our  ears. 

Let  thy  numbers  soft  and  slow, 
Cer  the  plain  widi  carnage  spread. 

Soothe  the  dying,  while  they  flow 
To  the  memory  of  the  dead. 

None  but  solemn,  tender  tones 
Tremble  fipom  thy  plaindve  wires : 

Haiic !  the  wounded  warrior  groans : 
Hush  thy  warbling !— he  expires. 

Hush!  while  Sorrow  wakes  and  weeps ; 

Cer  his  relics  oold  and  pale 
Night  her  sUent  vigil  keeps. 

In  a  mouniftd  moonlight  veil. 

Harp  of  Memnon!  from  afor, 
Ere  die  kok  eslnte  the  sky. 

Watch  the  rising  of  die  star 
That  proclaims  the  moraing  iqgh. 

Soon  die  Son's  aansnding  nys, 

In  a  flood  of  hallow'd  fire. 
O'er  diy  kindling  chords  shaU  Uaae, 

And  diy  magic  soul  iiis|Min. 

Ilien  thy  lonea  triumphant  poor. 
Let  them  pieiee  die  Hero's ^lave; 

life's  tumtdtooos  battle  o'ei; 
O  how  ewsedy  sleep  the  brave! 


From  the  dust  dieir  Isnirels  hfooBB, 
High  they  shoot  and  flourish  foee; 

Glory's  Temple  is  the  tomb, 
Death  is  immortality. 


THE  PILLOW. 

Thi  heed  that  oft  this  Pillow  pressVI, 
That  aching  head,  is  gone  to  rest ; 
Its  litde  pleasures  now  no  more. 
And  all  its  mighty  sorrows  o'er. 
For  ever,  in  the  worm's  dark  bed. 
For  ever  sleeps  that  humble  head ! 

hfy  Friend  was  yoong,  die  worU 
The  worid  was  folse,  my  firiend 
Lowly  his  lot,  his 
His  fortune  hard,  asy 
To  wisdom  he  had  no  paetenee, 
A  chikl  of  anflMng,  noi'of  senae; 
For  Nature  nmm  ^impart 
A  weaker  er«  wimer  heart 

309 


new; 


198 


MONTGOMERira  POETIGAL  WORKa 


Hii  ftrrant  nol,  a  ■ool  of  fluai, 
GooniiBed  iti  fiail  temitriil  fiisM; 
That  fire  fiom  HeaTen  m  fiercely  bnm'd* 
That  wfaenoe  it  caiae  it  aooo  ratnm'd: 
And  yet,  O  Pillow!  yet  to  me. 
My  gentle  Friend  marrirm  in  dMe ; 
In  thee,  the  partner  of  Ue  bed. 
In  tfae^  the  widow  of  the  dead. 

On  Helioan'a  inepiiing  brink. 
Era  yet  By  Friend  had  leam'd  to  think. 
Once  ae  he  paH*d  the  carelea  digr 
Among  the  wUapering  reeds  at  |day. 
Hie  Moae  of  Sorrow  wander'd  by ; 
Her  penave  beauty  fiz*d  hie  eye ; 
With  aweet  aatoniriiment  he  amiled ; 
The  Gipay  aaw— ehe  atole  the  child ; 
And  aoft  on  her  ambroaial  breaat 
Sang  the  deligfatod  babe  to  reat; 
Convo3r'd  him  to  her  inmoat  grove. 
And  loved  him  widi  a  Mother'a  love. 
Awaking  fiom  hie  roay  nap, 
And  gaily  aporting  on  her  lap, 
Hia  wanton  fingera  o*er  her  lyre 
Twinkled  like  electric  fire : 
Quick  and  quicker  aa  they  fiew. 
Sweet  and  aweeter  tonea  they  drew ; 
Now  a  bolder  hand  he  flinga. 
And  divea  among  the  deepeat  atringa ; 
Then  forth  the  moaio  brake  like  thunder; 
Back  he  atarted,  wild  with  wonder. 
Hie  Muee  of  Sorrow  wept  for  joy. 
And  daap'd  and  kim'd  hit  choaen  boy. 

Ah!  then  no  more  hia  nailing  home 
Were  apent  in  Chfldhood'a  EUien-bowen ; 
The  foil  fipom  InfiintJnnooence, 
The  foil  to  knowledge  drivea  ua  thence : 
O  Knowledge !  worthleaa  aa  the  price, 
Bought  with  the  loaa  of  Paradiae. 
Aa  happy  ignorance  dedinod. 
And  reaaon  roae  upon  hia  mind. 
Romantic  bopea  and  fond  deairea 
(Sparka  of  the  aonl'a  immortal  firea) 
Kindled  within  hia  breaat  the  rage 
To  fareadie  duough  every  future  age, 
To  daap  the  flitting  ahade  of  fome. 
To  build  an  everlaating  name, 
(Xerieap  the  narrow  vulgar  apan. 
And  live  beyond  the  life  of  man. 

Tlien  Nature'a  charma  hia  heart  poaaeaa'd. 
And  Nature*8  glory  fill'd  hia  breaat  : 
The  aweet  Spring-moroiog'a  in&nt  raya. 
Meridian  Summer'a  youthful  blaae, 
Maturor  Autumn'a  eveuing  mild. 
And  boaiy  Winter'a  midnight  wild, 
Awoke  hb  eye,  inapired  hia  tongue ; 
Fat  every  acene  he  loved,  he  aung. 
Rode  were  hia  aonga,  and  aimple  truth, 
Till  Boyhood  bkaMxn'd  into  Youth  ; 
Then  nobler  themea  hia  &ncy  fired. 
To  bolder  fligfala  hia  aoul  aapLred ; 
And  aa  the  new  moon'a  openii^  eye 
Broadeua  and  brigfatena  through  the  aky. 
From  the  dim  etreak  of  weatem  light 
To  the  full  orb  that  rulea  the  night  i 


Thm^  gathering  haire  in  ilB  mosb 
And  ahintng  throogh  unbomded 
From  eardi  lo  heaven  hia  Genina 
Time  and  eternity  explored, 
And  hail'd,  where'er  ila  fijoiMepa  tnd. 
In  Nature*a  temple,  Natare'a  God  : 
(^  pierced  the  human  breaat,  to  aeaa 
Hie  hidden  UHiieaty  of  Man; 
Blan'a  hidden  weakneaa  loo  deanied, 
Hia  gkMy,  grandeur,  meannw.  pride : 
PuiBued  along  their  erring  comae 
Theatreamaof  paanon  lo  their  aonee: 
Or  in  the  mind'a  creatian  aoqglit 
New  atan  of  fimcy,  worlda  of  thoa^ 
— Tet  atill  through  all  hia  atrabai  woold  I 
A  tone  of  uncomplaining  woe. 
Kind  aa  the  tear  in  Fity*a  eye. 
Soil  aa  die  alumbering  Inftnf  a  aigh. 
So  aweetly,  ezquiritely  wild. 
It  apake  the  Muae  of  Sorrow'a  child. 


O  Pillow!  then,  when  light 
To  thee  the  fond  enthuriaat  flew ; 
On  thee,  in  penaive  mood  reclined. 
He  poured  hia  contraqdative  mind. 
Till  o*er  hia  eyea  with  mild  oontral 
Sleep  like  a  aoft  enchantment  akde, 
Chaim*d  into  life  hia  airy  achemea. 
And  realiaed  hia  waking  dreama. 

Soon  from  thoae  wakiiy  dreana  he  wol 
Hie  fiuiy  apell  of  fancy  brake; 
In  vain  he  breathed  a  aoul  of  fire 
Through  every  chord  that  atrung  hia  lyre. 
No  fiiendly  echo  cheer*d  hia  tongne; 
Amidat  the  wildemeaa  he  aung; 
Louder  and  bolder  barda  were  crown*d, 
Whoae  diaaonance  hia  moaic  drown*d ; 
The  public  ear,  the  public  voice, 
Deapiaed  hia  aong,  denied  hb  choice. 
Denied  a  name, — a  life  in  death. 
Denied— a  bubble  and  a  breath. 

Stript  of  hia  fbndeat,  deareet  claim. 
And  disinherited  of  fiime. 
To  diee,  O  PiUow !  thee  alone. 
He  made  hia  ailent  anguiah  known ; 
Wm  haughty  spirit  acom'd  the  blow 
That  laid  hia  high  ambition  low ; 
But,  ah !  hia  looks  assumed  in  vain 
A  cold  ineflablo  Hi^^r^ftin, 
While  deep  he  cherish 'd  in  his  breast 
The  scorpion  that  coDsumod  his  reeL 

Yet  odier  secret  grie&  had  he, 
O  Pillow !  only  told  to  thee  : 
Say,  did  not  hopeless  love  intrude 
Od  his  poor  bosom's  sc^tude  ? 
Perhaps  on  thy  aoH  lap  reclined. 
In  dreams  the  cruel  Fair  was  kind. 
That  more  intensely  he  might  know 
The  bitterness  of  waking  woe. 

Whatever  those  pangs  from  me  conceal'd 
To  thee  in  midnight  groana  reveal'd, 
Hicy  stung  remeinbnuiro  to  despair; 
"  A  wounded  Spirit  who  can  bear  ?" 
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Afaanwhile  Disease,  with  dow  decay, 
Bioolder'd  hit  feeble  fivme  away ; 
And  aa  hia  evening  sun  declined. 
The  shadows  deepen'd  o'er  his  mind. 
What  doabts  and  terrors  then  possess'd 
The  dark  dominion  of  his  breast! 
How  did  delirous  fimcy  dwell 
Ob  Bfadneas,  Suicide,  and  Hell ! 
There  was  on  earth  no  Power  to  sarc : 
— ^Bat,  as  he  shudder'd  o'er  the  grave, 
He  saw  fiom  realms  of  light  descend 
Tlie  friend  of  him  who  has  no  fiiend, 
ReligiGn ! — Her  almighty  breath 
Reboked  die  winds  and  waves  of  deadi ; 
She  bade  the  storm  of  frensejr  cease. 
And  smiled  a  calm,  and  whuper'd  peace : 
Amidst  that  calm  of  sweet  repose, 
To  Heaven  his  gentle  Spirit  rose. 


VERSES 

t>  THE  MKMO&T  OF  THE  LATE  JOSEPH  BEOWNE,  OF  LO- 
THEB8DALE,  ONE  OF  THE  PEOPLE  CALLED  QUAKERS, 
WBO  RAD  SUFFERED  A  LONG  CONFINEMENT  IN  THE 
CASTLE  OF  TORE,  AND  LOSS  OF  ALL  HIS  WORLDLY 
FROFKBTT,  FOR  G0N8CIENCE  SAKE. 

''&iRiT,leave  thine  house  of  clay ; 
lingering  Dost,  resign  thy  breath ! 
Spirit,  caat  Ay  chains  away ; 
Dusi,  be  thoa  dissolved  in  death !" 

'Hras  diy  Guardian  Angel  spoke. 
As  he  watch'd  thy  dying  bed ; 
As  die  bonds  of  life  he  broke. 
And  the  mnaom'd  captive  fled. 

**  Priaoner,  kmg  detain'd  below ; 
Prisoiier,  now  with  fi-eedom  blest ; 
Welcome,  fiom  a  world  of  woe, 
Welcome  to  a  land  of  rest!" 

Thus  thy  Guardian  Angel  sang. 
As  he  bore  thy  soul  on  high ; 
While  with  Hallelujahs  rang 
All  the  regno  of  the  sky. 

*-Ye  that  mourn  a  Fadier's  loss, 
Te  that  weep  a  Friend  no  more. 
Can  to  mind  the  Christian  crass 
Which  your  Friend,  your  Fadier  bore. 

Grief  and  penury  and  pain 

Slil!  attended  on  his  way, 

And  Oppression's  scourge  and  chain. 

More  unmerciful  than  diey. 

Yet,  while  travelling  in  distress 
CT  was  die  eldest  curse  of  sin) 
Through  die  worid's  waste  wiUemesi, 
He  had  paradise  within. 

And  along  that  vale  of  teais, 
WUdi  his  humble  footsteps  trod, 
fllOl  a  shintng  path  appeals, 
Whfltv  the  Bffoumer  walk'd  widi  Gom 


Till  his  Master,  fiom  above. 
When  die  promised  hour  was  come. 
Sent  the  chariot  of  his  love 
To  convey  the  Wanderer  home. 

Saw  ye  not  the  wheels  of  fire. 
And  the  steeds  that  cleft  the  wind  f 
Saw  ye  not  his  soul  aspire. 
When  his  mantle  dropp'd  behind  f 

Ye  who  caught  it  as  it  fell, 
Bind  that  mantle  round  yoar  breast ; 
So  in  you  his  meekness  dwell. 
So  on  you  his  spirit  rest! 

Yet,  rtjoicing  in  his  lot. 
Still  shall  Memory  love  to  weep 
O'er  the  venemble  spot 
Where  his  dear  cold  relics  sleep. 

Grave !  the  guardian  of  his  dust. 
Grave !  the  treasury  of  the  skies. 
Every  atom  of  thy  trust 
Rests  in  hope  again  to  rise. 

Hark !  the  judgment-trumpet  call*— 
**  Soul,  rebuild  thine  house  of  clay : 
Immortality  thy  walls. 
And  Eternity  diy  day !" 


THE  THUNDERrSTORM. 

O  FOR  Evening's  brownest  shade ! 

Where  the  breezes  play  by  stealth 
In  the  forest^^inctured  glade. 

Round  the  hermitage  of  Health : 
While  the  noon-lnight  mountains  blaze 
In  the  sun's  tormenting  rays. 

O'er  the  sick  and  sultry  plains. 
Through  the  dim  delirious  air. 

Agonizing  silence  reigns. 
And  the  wanness  of  despair: 

Nature  fiunts  with  fervent  heat. 

Ah!  her  pulse  hath  ceased  to  beat 

Now,  in  deep  and  dreadful  gloom. 
Clouds  on  clouds  portentous  spread. 

Black  as  if  the  day  of  doom 

Hung  o'er  Nature's  shrinking  head : 

Lo !  the  lightning  breaks  fiom  high, 

—God  is  coming !— God  is  nigh ! 

Hear  ye  not  his  chariot^wheels. 
As  the  mighty  thunder  rolls  f 

Nature,  startled  Nature  reels. 
From  the  centre  to  the  poles ; 

Tremble !— Ocean,  Earth,  and  Sky, 

Tremble ! — God  is  passing  by ! 

Darkness,  wild  widi  horror,  forms 
His  mysterious  hiding-place ; 

Should  He,  fitxn  his  ark  of  storms. 
Rend  the  veil,  and  show  hn  fiMW, 

At  the  judgment  of  his  eye, 

AU  the  univaiae  wookl  ^ 
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Haiiaid  nmteoipnUKiaifrUi 
LDodor,  deepar  tfaonden  omh, 

Donbtioo  ftraitani  all ; 
Slrog^iiig  Nfttore  gaspi  lor  faraoh 
In  die  agony  of  dwth. 

Ckid  of  Vangaonoa^  fiom  afaata, 
Whila  dune  anpfol  bobi  are  lNiil*d» 

O  remembar  dioo  art  LoTe ! 
Spare!  O spare  a  gmlty  world ? 

Slay  Thy  diaiiiifl 

SaaTliybofwof 


Wetoome  in  dia  aaatem  doad, 

MoMQgar  of  M any  adU ; 
How,  ye  winda,  pndaim  aloiid» 

« Paaoe  oo  Earth,  to  ifan  good-wilL*' 
Nature !  Qodle  repantmg  QiUd, 
Sea  diy  Fluent  reoonciled. 

Hark!  the  m^itingale,  a&r, 
Sweedy  aingB  the  mn  lo  reet. 

And  awakee  tibe  avening^tar 
In  the  roay-tinted  weet : 

While  the  moon'a  enchanting  eye 

Opena  Paradiae  on  high. 

Cool  and  tranqofl  ia  die  night, 
Nature's  sore  affictioni  ceaae. 

For  the  atonn,  that  apent  in  might, 
Waa  a  coTcnant  of  peace ; 

Vengeance  dropa  her  harmleaa  rod : 

Mercy  ia  the  Powm  of  Gon. 


ODE  TO  THE  VOLUNTEERS  OF  BRITAIN, 
ON  THK  moapvcT  OF  nrTAjnoN. 

O  FOR  the  death  of  thoae 
Who  for  their  country  die. 
Sink  on  her  boMxn  to  repoee. 
And  triumph  where  they  lie ! 

How  beautiful  in  death 
The  Wairior*!  corpM  appean, 
Embalm*d  by  fond  Afiection*B  fareftth. 
And  badied  in  Woman'a  teaia! 

Their  loveKeet  natire  earth 
Enduinee  the  &llen  brave ; 
In  the  dear  land  that  gave  them  birth 
They  find  their  tranquil  grave. 

— ^But  the  wild  wavea  shall  sweep 
Britannia's  foea  away. 
And  the  blue  monstera  of  the  deep 
Be  surfeited  with  prey. — 


No  I — they  have  *ecaped  the  waves, 
'Scaped  the  8eft4Bonst«rB'  maws; 
They  come!  but  O,  shall  Gallic  Slaves 
Give  Engliah  Freemen  laws  f 

By  Alfrad'a  Spirit,  No! 
— Ring,  ring  the  loud  akmia; 
Ye  drums  awake,  ye  darieos  hbw, 
Te  heralds,  shant  ''Te  araat!" 


']V>afM 
And,  leading  on 
TheBridih 
The  alar  of 


fly? 

rlim 
,hidieaky. 


Tlie  kiwerii«  faatde 
Its  terrible  array; 
Like  clashing  doods  in 
lliat  dumder  on  thair 


The  rushing  armiei 
And  vdnle  they  poor  dieir  braadi. 
Tlie  strong  earth  dinddeia  nt  dieir  6et. 
Hie  day  grows  dim  with  death. 

—Cthoali  of  die  mighty  dend! 
Tour  children's  hearts  inqiire; 
And  while  they  on  yoor  aahea  tiead. 
Rekindle  all  your  fire. 


The  dead  to  life  return ; 
Our  Fathers'  spirits  rise ; 
— My  brethren,  in  your 
They  sparkle  in  your  eyes. 

Now  landi  upon  the  foe 
Hie  lightning  of  your  rage 
Strike,  strike  die  Msailiiv 
The  Titans  of  die  age. 


they  ban 


They  yiddr-^-they 
The  victory  is  won : 
Pursue! — diey  laint^— Chay 
O  stay ! — die  wotk  is  done. 


Spirit  of  Vengeance ! 

Sweet  Mercy  cries,  **  Forbear ! " 

She  clasps  the  vanquish'd  to  her  Incasi: 

Thou  wilt  not  pierce  them  there  f 

— Thus  vanidi  Britain's  Ibes 
From  her  consuming  eye ; 
But  rich  be  the  reward  of  thoae 
Who  conquer, — thoee  'who  die. 

O'ershadowing  laurels  deck 

The  living  Hero's  btoyn ; 

But  lovelier  wraths  entwine  hn  nedi, 

His  children  and  his  spouse. 

Exulting  o'er  his  lot. 

The  dangers  be  has  braved. 

He  clasps  die  dear  ones,  hails  the  col. 

Which  his  own  valor  saved. 

Daughters  of  Albion,  weep : 

On  this  triumphant  plain 

Your  fiithers,  husbands,  brethren  sleep. 

For  you  and  freedom  slain. 

O  gendy  close  die  eye 
That  loved  to  look  on  you ; 
O  sed  die  lip  whose  eariiest  sigh. 
Whose  latest  breadi  was  true : 

With  knots  of  sweetest  flowen 
Their  windh^dieet  perfume ; 
And  wash  their  woonds  with  troe^ore  4 
And  dress  diem  fiir  the  tomb. 
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For  beautiful  in  death 
The  warrior's  corpse  appears, 
Embalm'd  by  found  Afiection^s  breath. 
And  bathed  in  woman's  tears. 

— Giro  me  the  death  of  those 
Who  for  their  country  die ; 
And  O  be  mine  like  their  repose, 
When  cold  and  low  they  lie ! 

Their  loveliett  mother  Earth 
Enahrines  the  fiillen  brave ; 
hi  her  sweet  lap  who  gave  them  birth 
They  find  their  tranquil  grave. 


THE  VIGIL  OF  ST.  MARK. 

RmniifiMQ  fiom  their  evening  walk. 

On  yonder  ancient  stile, 
In  sweet,  romantic,  tender  talk. 

Two  lovers  paused  awhile : 

Edmund,  the  monarch  of  die  dale, 

All  conscious  of  his  powers ; 
Ella,  the  lily  of  the  vale. 

The  rose  of  Auburn's  bowers. 

In  airy  Love's  delightful  bands 

He  held  her  heart  in  vain ; 
Tlie  Nymph  denied  her  willing  hands 

To  Hymen's  awful  chain. 

«  Ah !  why,"  said  he,  "  our  bliss  delay  f 

Bline  EUa,  why  so  cold  f 
Tboee  who  but  love  fiom  day  to  day, 

From  day  to  day  grow  old. 

**  The  bounding  arrow  cleaves  the  sky. 

Nor  leaves  a  trace  behind ; 
And  single  lives,  like  arrows  fly, 

— ^They  vanish  through  the  wind. 

"  In  Wedlock's  sweet  endearing  lot 

Let  us  improve  the  scene. 
That  some  may  be,  when  wo  are  not. 

To  tell — that  we  have  been." 

•^  Tis  iww,"  replied  the  village  Belle, 
"  Saint  Mark's  mysterious  eve ; 

And  all  that  old  traditions  tell 
I  tremblingly  believe : — 

"  How,  when  die  midnight  signal  tolls 

Along  die  church*3rard  green, 
A  mournful  train  of  sentenced  souls 

In  winding'Sheets  are  seen. 

<'The  ghosts  of  all  whom  Death  shall  doom 

Wi£in  the  coming  year. 
In  pale  procession  walk  the  gloom* 

Amid  the  silence  drear. 

"  If  Ednrand,  bold  m  consdoos  might, 

By  love  severely  tried, 
Cto  brave  the  terrors  of  tonight, 

EUa  wiU  be  his  bride." 
40  9B 


She  spake^— and,  like  the  nimble  lawn. 
From  Edmund's  presence  fled : 

He  sought,  across  the  rural  lawn. 
The  dwelling  oi  the  dead ; 

That  silent,  solemn,  simple  spot. 
The  mouldering  realm  of  peace. 

Where  human  passions  are  forgot. 
Where  human  follies 


The  gliding  moon  through  heaven  serene 

Pursued  her  tranquil  way. 
And  shed  o'er  all  the  sleeping  scene 

A  soft  nocturnal  day. 

With  swelling  heart  and  eager  feet 
Young  Eklmund  gain'd  the  diuich. 

And  chose  his  solitary  seat 
Within  the  dreadful  pordi. 


Thick,  threatening  clouds  assembled 
Their  dragon  wings  display'd ; 

Eclipsed  the  slow  retiring  moon. 
And  quench'd  the  stars  in  shade. 


Amid  the  deep  abyss  of  gloom 

No  ray  of  beauty  smiled. 
Save,  glistening  o'er  some  haunted  tomb. 

The  glow-worm's  lustre  wild. 

The  village  watch-dogs  bay'd  around. 
The  long  grass  whistled  drear, 

llie  steeple  trembled  to  the  ground, 
Ev'n  Edmund  quaked  with  fear. 

All  on  a  sudden  died  the  blast. 

Dumb  horror  chill'd  die  air. 
While  Nature  seem'd  to  pause  agfaatf. 

In  uttermost  despair. 

— ^Twelve  times  the  midnight  herald  loll'd 

As  oft  did  EUlmund  start ; 
For  every  stroke  fell  dead  and  cold 

Upon  his  fi&inting  heart 

llien  glaring  through  the  ghastly  gloom, 
Along  die  church-yard  green. 

The  destined  victims  of  the  tomb 
In  winding-sheeti  were  seen. 

In  that  strange  moment  Eldmund  Blood, 

Sick  with  severe  surprise ; 
While  creeping  horror  drank  his  blood. 

And  fix'd  his  flinty  eyes. 

He  saw  the  secrets  of  the  grave ; 

He  saw  the  foce  of  Death  ; 
No  pitying  power  appear'd  to  save— 

He  gasp'd  away  his  breath. 

Yet  still  the  scene  his  soul  beguiled. 

And  every  spectre  cast 
A  look,  unutterably  wild. 

On  Edmund  as  they  pass'd. 


All  on  the  ground  entranced  he  lay ; 

At  length  the  viaon  broke : 
—When,  lo!— a  Ua,  as  cold  as  dij. 

The  slumbering  youdi  awoke. 
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Hat  BOBMOt  thioiigh  t  rifted  dond 

Tlw  darting  moon  dkplaj'd. 
Robed  in  a  melancholy  ehrood, 

Tlw  image  of  a  maid. 

Her  dusky  veil  aeide  die  threw. 

And  ahow'd  a  fiu)e  nvMrt  Mr; 
"—My  Lore!  my  Ella!"  Edmmicl  flew. 

And  dai p'd  die  yielding  air. 

•^Ha!  wl»artliioa7''  Hie  dieek  grow  pale 

A  well4mown  Toioe  replied, 
**  Ella,  the  lily  of  the  vale; 

EUa^-^y  deetined  bride.*' 


To  wiaUi  nedk,  her  airy 
The  pallid  phantom  apread; 

Recoiling  &om  her  Uaitod  diarma. 
The  affrighted  lover  fled. 

To  ahun  the  viaionaiy  maid 
Hit  speed  oatuript  the  wind ; 

But,! — though  unseen  to  mover— the 
Was  evennore  behind. 


shade 


So  Death's  uneiring  arrows  glide, 

Tet  seem  suspended  still ; 
Nor  panse,  nor  shrink,  nor  turn  ande. 

But  smite,  subdue,  and  kilL 

O'er  many  a  mountain,  moor,  and  vale. 

On  that  tremendous  night. 
The  ghost  of  Ella,  wild  and  pale, 

Pumied  her  lover's  flight 

But  when  the  dawn  began  to  gleam. 
Ere  yet  the  morning  slMHie, 

She  vuiirii'd  like  a  nightmare-dream. 
And  Edmund  stood  alone. 

Three  days,  bewilder'd  and  forlorn. 
He  sought  his  home  in  vain ; 

At  length  he  hail'd  the  hoary  thorn 
That  crown'd  his  native  plain. 


T  was  evening ,"— ell  the  air  was  balm. 
The  heavens  serenely  dear ; 

When  the  soft  music  of  a  psalm 
Came  pensive  o'er  his  ear. 


Then  sunk  his  heart ; — a  strange  surmise 
Made  all  his  blood  run  cold : 

He  flewf — a  ftinerd  met  his  e3res : 
He  paused^— a  death-bdl  toll'd. 

**Tisshe!  'tis  she!" — He  bunt  away; 

And  balding  o'er  the  spot 
Where  all  that  onoe  was  Ella  lay. 

He  all  beside  ibigot 

A  maniac  now,  in  dumb  despair. 

With  love-bewildered  mien. 
He  wanden,  weeps,  and  watdies  there, 

Among  the  hillodu  green. 

And  every  Eve  of  pde  8t  Mariu 

As  village  binds  relate. 
He  walks  with  Ella  in  the  daric, 
eads  the  rolls  of  Fate. 


HANNAa 

At  fimd  rizteen  my  roving  heart 
Was  pierced  by  Love's  delightlul  dart: 
Keen  transport  Ihrobb'd  throng  evciy  vri 
— I  never  felt  so  sweet  a  pain! 

Where  circling  woods  embower'd  the  glad 
I  met  the  dear  romantic  maid : 
I  side  her  hand« — it  shnmkn — but  no; 
I  wodd  not  let  my  captive  go. 

Widi  all  the  fervency  of  yooth. 
While  passion  idd  t^  tde  of  troth, 
I  mark'd  my  Hannah's  downcast  eye, 
TwBs  kind,  but  beautifully  shy. 

Not  widi  a  warmer,  purer  ray. 
The  sun,  enamour'd,  wooes  jfoong  May; 
Nor  May,  with  softer  maiden  grace. 
Turns  fiom  the  Son  her  blwhLig  fiice 

But,  swifter  than  the  frighted  dove. 
Fled  the  gay  morning  of  my  love ; 
Ah !  that  so  bright  a  mom,  so  soon. 
Should  vanish  in  so  dark  a  nooo. 

The  angel  of  AfSictioD  rose. 
And  in  his  grasp  a  t)inn«^nd  woes ; 
He  pour'd  his  vid  on  my  head. 
And  all  the  heaven  of  rapture  fled. 

Yet,  in  the  glory  of  my  pride, 

I  stood, — and  dl  his  wrath  defied ; 

I  stood, — though  whiriwinds  shook  my  fari 

And  lightnings  cleft  my  sod  in  twain. 

I  shunn'd  my  nymph ;— end  knew  not  whj 
I  durat  not  meet  her  gentle  eye ; 
I  shunn'd  her — for  I  could  not  bear 
To  marry  her  to  my  despair. 

Yet,  sick  at  heart  with  hope  delay'd. 
Oft  the  dear  image  of  Uiat  maid 
Glanced,  like  the  rainbow,  o'er  my  mind. 
And  (Momised  hapiHness  behind. 

The  storm  blew  o'er,  and  in  my  breast 
The  hdcyon  Peace  rebuilt  her  nest : 
The  storm  blew  o'er,  and  clear  and  mik! 
The  sea  of  Youth  and  Pleasure  smiled. 


T  was  on  the  merry  mom  of  May, 
T6  Hannah's  cot  I  took  ray  way : 
My  eager  hopes  were  on  the  wing. 
Like  swallows  sporting  in  the  Spring. 

Ilien  as  I  climb'd  the  mountains  o'er, 
I  lived  my  wooing  days  once  mote ; 
And  fency  sketch'd  my  married  lot. 
My  wife,  my  children,  and  my  cot 


I  saw  the  village  steeple 
My  sod  sprang,  sparkling,  in  my  eyes : 
The  runl  belb  rang  sweet  and  dear, — 
My  fond  heart  listen'd  in  mine  ear. 
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I  reach'd  the  hamlet  i-^\  wu  gay ; 
1  love  a  rustic  holiday. 
I  met  a  wedding,— «tepp'd  aaide ; 
It  paai'd — my  Hannah  was  the  bnde. 

There  ia  a  grief  that  cannot  feel ; 

It  leavea  a  wound  that  will  not  heal ; 

My  heart  grew  oold^— it  felt  not  then 
When  ahall  it  ceaae  to  feel  again  f 


A  FIELD  FLOWER 
ytiJMimg  ominfidlhloomronChrulmaMDay,  1803. 

Thxrx  if  a  flower,  a  little  flower, 
Wifli  ailver  creit  and  golden  eye. 
That  weloomea  every  changing  hour. 
And  weatfaeia  every  dcy. 

The  prouder  beauties  of  the  field 
In  gay  but  quick  succession  shine, 
Race  after  race  their  honois  yield, 
Tliey  flomiah  and  decline. 

Bat  this  small  flower,  to  Nature  dear, 
While  moons  and  stars  their  courses  run. 
Wreathes  the  whole  circle  of  the  year, 
Companinp  of  the  sun. 

it  smiles  upon  the  lap  of  May, 
To  sultry  August  spreads  its  chaims, 
lights  pale  October  on  his  way. 
And  twines  December's  arms. 

Tlie  purple  heath  and  golden  broom, 
On  BKnry  mowntains  catch  the  gale, 
CXer  lawns  the  lily  sheds  perfume, 
The  violet  in  the  vale. 


Bat  this  bold  floweret  climbs  the  hill, 
Hides  in  flie  forest,  haunts  the  glen. 
Flays  CO  the  margin  of  the  nil, 
Peepa  lotind  the  Ibi's  den. 

Within  the  garden's  cultured  round 
It  shares  the  sweet  carnation's  bed ; 
And  bkxmis  on  ooosecrated  ground 
In  honor  of  the  dead. 


ThiB  lambkin  crops  its  crimson  gem. 
The  wild-bee  murmurs  on  its  breast, 
*nie  blue^  bends  its  pensile  stem, 
light  o'er  the  sky-lark's  nest 

"Tii  Fkm's  page ; — in  every  place. 
In  every  sesaon  firesh  and  fidr, 
It  opens  vnth  perennial  grace. 
And  hkiswrns  everywhere. 


Ob  waste  and  woodland,  rock  and 
Its  humble  buds  unheeded  rise ; 
The  Rose  has  but  a  summer  feign, 
Tlie  Dnisy  never  dies. 


THE  SNOW-DROP. 

WiNTEE,  retire, 

Thy  reign  is  past ; 

Hoary  Sire, 

Yield  the  sceptre  of  thy  sway, 

Sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  blast. 

And  call  thy  storms  away. 

Winter,  retire ; 

Wherefore  do  thy  wheels  delay  ? 

Mount  the  chariot  of  thine  ire. 

And  quit  the  realms  of  day ; 

On  thy  state 

Whirlwinds  wait ; 

And  blood-shot  meteors  lend  thee  light 

Hence  to  dreaiy  arctic  regbns 

Summon  thy  terrific  legi<H)s ; 

Hence  to  caves  of  nor&em  night 

Speed  thy  flight 


From  halcyon 

And  purer  skies, 

O  southern  breeze! 

Awake,  arise : 

Breath  of  heaven,  benignly  blow, 

Melt  the  snow ; 

Breath  of  heaven,  unchain  the  floods. 

Warm  the  woods. 

And  make  the  mountains  flow. 

Auspicious  to  the  Muse's  prayer, 

The  freshening  gale 

Embalms  the  vde. 

And  breathes  enchantment  through  the  air : 

On  its  wing 

Floats  the  Spring, 

With  glowing  eye,  and  golden  hair ; 

Dark  before  her  angel-fbrm 

She  drives  the  Demon  of  the  storm, 

Like  Gladness  chasing  Care. 

Winter's  gloomy  night  withdrawn, 
Lo !  the  young  romantic  Hours 
Search  the  hill,  the  dale,  the  lawn, 
To  behold  the  Snow-drop  white 
Start  to  light. 

And  shine  in  Flora's  desert  bowers ; 
Beneath  the  vernal  dawn. 
The  Morning  Star  of  Flowers. 

O  welcome  to  our  isle, 
Thou  Messenger  of  Peace ! 
At  whose  bewitching  smile 
The  embattled  tempests  cease : 
Emblem  of  Innocence  and  Truth, 
First-born  of  Nature's  womb, 
When  strong  in  renovated  youth. 
She  bunts  from  Winter's  tomb ; 
Thy  parent's  eye  hath  shed 
A  preck>us  dew-drop  on  thine  head. 
Frail  as  a  mother's  tear 
Upon  her  infimfs  fiMse, 
When  ardent  hope  to  tender  fear. 
And  anxious  love,  gives  place. 
But,  k) !  the  dew-^lrop  flits  away. 
The  sun  salutes  thee  with  a  ray 


in 
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Wwm  as  a  mother'a  him 
Upon  her  infiuit'B  cheek. 
When  the  heart  bounds  with  bliss. 
And  joy  that  cannot  speak. 

When  I  meet  thee  by  the  way, 

like  a  pretty  sportive  child. 

On  die  winter-wasted  wild. 

With  thy  darling  breeze  at  play. 

Opening  to  the  radiant  sky 

All  the  sweetness  of  thine  eye ; 

— Or  Inrigfat  with  sun-beams,  fresh  with  showers, 

O  thou  Fairy-Queen  of  flowers ! 

Watch  thee  o'er  the  plain  advance 

At  the  head  of  Flora's  dance ; 

Simple  Snow-drop,  then  in  thee 

All  diy  sister-train  I  see : 

Every  brilliant  bud  that  blows. 

From  the  Uue-bell  to  the  rose : 

All  die  beauties  that  appear 

On  the  bosom  of  the  Year, 

All  that  wreathe  the  locks  of  Spring, 

Summer's  ardent  br»ith  perfume, 

Or  oo  the  lap  of  Autumn  bloom, 

—All  to  diee  their  tribute  bring. 

Exhale  their  incense  at  thy  shrine, 

— n&eir  hues,  their  odors,  all  are  thine. 

For  while  thy  humble  form  I  view, 

lite  Muse's  keen  prophetic  sight 

Brings  &ir  Futurity  to  light. 

And  Fancy's  magic  makes  the  visicxi  true. 

— ^There  is  a  Winter  in  my  soul, 

The  winter  of  despair ; 

O  when  shall  Spring  its  rage  conirol  ? 

When  shall  the  Snow-drop  blosaora  there? 

Cold  gleams  of  comfort  sumeUnics  dart 

A  dawn  of  glory  on  my  heart. 

But  quickly  pass  away  : 

Thus  Northem-UghUi  the  gloom  adorn, 

And  give  the  promise  nf  a  mom 

That  never  turns  to  day ! 

But,  hark !  methinks  I  hear 

A  small  still  whisper  in  mine  ear ; 

"  Rash  youth,  repent : 

Afflictions,  from  above. 

Are  angels  sent 

On  embassies  of  love. 

A  fiery  legion  at  thy  birth 

Of  chastening  woes  were  given, 

To  pluck  the  flowers  of  hope  from  earth, 

And  plant  them  high 

O'er  yonder  sky, 

Translbrm'd  to  stars^->and  fix'd  in  heaven." 


THE  OCEAN. 
Written  at  Soarhorough,  in  the  Sttmmer  of  1805. 

All  hail  to  the  ruins/  the  rocks  and  the  shores ! 

Thou  wide-rolling  Ocean,  all  hail ! 

Now  brilliant  with  sunbeams,  and  dimpled  with  oars, 

Now  dark  with  the  fresh-blowing  gale, 

While  soft  o'er  thy  bosom  the  cloud-shadows  sail. 


And  the  ailver»wing*d  sea-fbwl  on  high. 
Like  meteors  bespai^e  the  sky, 
Or  dive  in  the  gulC  or  triumphantly  ride. 
Like  fimm  on  the  surges,  the  swana  of  th& 


From  the  tumult  and  smoke  of  the  dty  aet  file. 

With  eager  and  awfiil  delight, 

FnHn  the  crest  of  the  mountain  I  gaae  npoa  fbsci 

I  gaze, — and  am  changed  at  the  sight ; 

For  mine  eye  is  illumined,  my  Genios  take*  i^, 

My  soul,  like  the  sun,  with  a  glance 

Embraces  the  boundless  expanse. 

And  moves  on  thy  wateis,  wherever  tfaey  loO. 

From  the  day-dardng  zone  to  the  night-shadow'd  pd» 


1  Scarboroofh  CasUe. 


My  spirit  descends  where  the 

^^ere  the  billows  are  rubies  on  fiie. 

And  the  breezes  that  rock  the  light  crftdle  of 

Are  sweet  as  the  Phoenix's  pyre : 

O  regions  of  beau^,  of  love,  and  desire ! 

O  gardens  of  Eden !  in  vain 

Placed  far  on  the  fathomless  main. 

Where  Nature  with  Innocence  dwelt  in  her  yoaA. 

When  pure  was  her  heart,  and  unbroken  her  traik 

But  now  the  fiur  rivers  of  Parwiise  vmid 
Through  countries  and  kingdoms  o'erthiown; 
Where  the  giant  of  tyranny  crushes  wMmHtwlj 
Where  he  reigns, — and  will  soon  reign  alone ; 
For  wide  and  more  wide,  o'er  the  aunbeamii^  nr 
He  stretches  his  hundred-fold  arms. 
Despoiling,  destroying  its  charms ; 
Beneath  his  broad  footstep  the  Ganges  is  diy. 
And  the  mountains  recoil  fnHn  the  flash  of  his  eyr. 

Thus  the  pestilent  Upas,  the  Demon  of  trees. 

Its  boughs  o'er  the  wilderness  spreads. 

And  with  livid  contagion  polluting  the  breev. 

Its  mildewing  influence  sheds ; 

The  birds  on  the  wing,  and  the  flowers  in  their  betk. 

Are  slain  by  its  venomous  breath. 

That  darkens  the  noonday  with  death. 

And  pale  ghosts  of  travellers  wander  aroand. 

While  their  mouldering  skeletons  whiton  the  grooDd- 

Ah !  why  hath  Jehovah,  in  forming  the  world. 

With  the  waters  divided  the  land. 

His  ramparts  of  rocks  round  the  continent  hmfd. 

And  cradled  the  Deep  in  his  hand. 

If  man  may  transgress  his  eternal  oommaDd. 

And  leap  o'er  the  bounds  of  his  birth. 

To  ravage  the  uttermost  earth. 

And  violate  nations  and  realms  that  should  be 

Distinct  as  the  billows,  yet  one  as  the  sea? 


There  are,  gloomy  Ocean,  a  brotherleas  clan. 

Who  traverse  thy  banishing  waves. 

The  poor  disinherited  outcasts  of  man. 

Whom  Avarice  coins  into  slaves. 

From  the  homes  of  their  kindred,  their  fiirefrtheis' 

gmves, 
Love,  friendship,  and  conjugal  bliss. 
They  are  dragg'd  on  the  hoary  abyss ; 
llie  shark  hears  their  shrieks,  and  ascending  to-day. 
Demands  of  the  spoiler  his  share  of  the  prey. 
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0  the  tempest  that  whelms  them  beneath, 

1  their  destructioD  its  sport ; 

» the  winds  that  propitiously  breathe, 

ihem  in  safety  to  port, 

vultures  and  vampires  of  Mammon  lesoft; 

rope  exultingly  drains 

cxjid  firom  Africa's  veins ; 

a  rules  o'er  man  with  a  merciless  rod, 

8  at  his  footstool  the  image  of  God. 

is  approaching,—*  terrible  hour ! 

eance  is  bending  her  bow ; 

e  clouds  of  the  hurricane  lower, 

xJt-rending  whirlwinds  blow : 

the  huge  Ocean,  Hell  opens  below : 

return  headlong^ — they  sweep 

cultured  lands  to  the  deep, 

•nt  entomb'd  in  the  horrible  void, 

[aker  Himself  in  his  anger  destroy'd. 

be  die  &te  of  the  cane-planted  isles, 

[y  than  clouds  in  the  west, 

sun  o'er  the  ocean  descending  in  smiles, 

Y  and  sweetly  to  rest  ? 

ather  of  mercy !  befriend  the  opprest; 

ce  of  thy  Gospel  of  peace 

nrowB  of  Africa  cease ; 

and  his  master  devoutly  unite 

1  thy  freedom,  and  dwell  in  thy  light  !"i 

ard  my  weary-wing'd  Fancy  extends 
ghted  course  through  the  skies, 
the  mighty  Atlantic  ascends, 
upon  Europe  her  eyes : 
vhat  new  prospects,  new  horrors  arise  f 
var>tempested  flood 
tg,  and  panting  with  blooti ; 
•struck  Ocean  in  agony  roars, 
from  die  battle,  and  flies  to  his  shores. 

nia  is  wielding  the  trident  to^ay, 

I  her  foes  in  her  ire, 

ig  her  thunder  with  absolute  sway 

wave>niling  chariots  of  fire : 

mphs ; — the  winds  and  the  waters  ooDspire, 

her  invincible  name ; 

verse  rings  with  her  fome; 

cries  of  the  fatherlcw  mix  with  her  praise, 

lars  of  the  widow  are  shed  on  her  bays. 

dear  Britain !  the  land  of  my  birth ; 
Bt  enchantingly  fiiir ! 

rl  of  the  Ocean !  thou  Gem  of  the  Earth ! 
her !  my  Mother !  beware ; 
1  is  a  phantom,  and  empire  a  snare : 
by  birth-right  be  sold 
late  gloiy  and  gold : 
It  dominions  like  wild  graftings  shoot, 
fh  down  thy  trunk, — they  will  tear  up  thy 

it: — 

rf  thine  Oak,  O  my  country!  that  stands 
ted,  and  flourishing  free ; 
es  are  stretch'd  o'er  the  uttermost  lands, 
adow  eclipses  the  sea : 
of  our  ancestors  nourish'd  the  tne ; 


I  to  the  gloriovH  moeaiof  the  MoiariaB 
the  Necroei  in  the  West  Indist. 

3  B<« 


From  their  tombs,  from  their  ashes  it  spnmg ; 
Its  boughs  with  their  trophies  are  hung : 
Their  spirit  dwells  in  it: — and,  hark!  for  it  spoke; 
The  voice  of  our  fitthers  ascends  fimn  their  Oak. 

"  Ye  Britons,  who  dwell  where  we  conquered  of  old. 

Who  inherit  our  battlo-fleld  graves ; 

Though  poor  were  your  fitthers, — gigantic  and  bold, 

We  were  not,  we  could  not  be,  slaves ; 

But  firm  as  our  rocks,  and  as  free  as  our  waves. 

The  spears  of  the  Romans  we  broke. 

We  never  stoop'd  under  their  yoke : 

In  the  shipwreck  of  nations  we  stood  up  alone^ — 

TbB  world  was  great  Ciesar's— but  Britain  our  own. 

*'  For  ages  and  ages,  widi  barbarous  foes. 

The  Saxon,  Norwegian,  and  Gaul, 

We  wrestled,  were  foil'd,  were  cast  down,  but  we  rose 

With  new  vigor,  new  life,  from  each  fidl : 

By  all  we  were  conquered — ^We  oonquu'o  thzh  all. 

— ^The  cruel,  the  cannibal  mind, 

We  soflen'd,  subdued,  and  refined ; 

Bears,  wolves,  and  sea-monsters,  they  rash'd  from 

their  den ; 
We  taught  them,  we  tamed  them,  we  turned  them 

to  men. 

"  Love  led  the  wild  hordes  in  his  flower-woven  bends. 

The  tende^est,  strongest  of  chains : 

Love  married  our  hearts,  he  united  our  hands. 

And  mingled  the  blood  in  our  veins ; 

One  race  we  became:— on  the  mountains  and  plains. 

Where  the  wounds  of  our  country  were  closed. 

The  Ark  of  ReligioD  reposed. 

The  unquenchable  Altar  of  Liberty  biased. 

And  the  Temple  of  Justice  in  Mercy  was  raised. 

''Ark,  Altar,  and  Temple,  we  left  with  our  breath! 

To  our  children,  a  sacred  bequest ; 

O  guard  them,  O  keep  them,  in  life  and  in  death! 

So  the  shades  of  your  fothers  shall  rest. 

And  your  spirits  with  ours  be  in  Paradise  blesl : 

•^Let  Ambttkm,  the  sin  of  the  breve, 

And  Avarice,  the  soul  of  a  sUve, 

No  l<mger  seduce  y<mr  affections  to  roam 

From  Uberty,  Justice.  Religion,  at  home." 


THE  CX)MMON  LOT. 

Once  in  the  flight  of  ages  past. 
There  lived  a  Man . — and  who  was  he  f 
— ^Mortal !  howe'er  thy  lot  be  cast. 
That  Man  resembled  diee. 

Unknown  die  region  of  his  birth. 
The  land  in  which  he  died  unknown : 
His  name  has  perish'd  from  the  earth. 
This  truth  survives  alone : — 

That  joy  and  grief,  and  hope  and  fear, 
Alternate  triumph'd  in  his  breast : 
His  bliss  and  woe,n-«  smile,  a  tear ! 
— Oblivion  hides  the  rest 

The  bounding  pulse,  the  languid  limb. 
The  changing  spirits'  rise  and  foil ; 
Wo  know  that  these  were  felt  by  him. 
For  diese  are  felt  by  all. 
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Bi  MfiafMr— bm  ha  ptogi  am  o'ir; 
Eqioy'dr-bimiii  delict  MB  lied; 


Eb  lofsd^— but  wboB  he  lof0d«  tSbt$  gww 
Hftdi  kit  in  hi  QOOODKioiH  woadi: 
O  riw  WW  ftii^-bat  noQgbl  oooU  mn 
HflT  bMn^  fiomllM  tomb. 


Ha  «w  wfafltovw  dioa  bMt .«» , 
fiHounlH^d  all  diat  lioaUei  dMe : 
Ha  ma— wbataver  diDa  liMt  been ; 
Ha  ii— what  dMia  Aah  ba. 

TV  wMing  iBMOM,  dby  anJ  right, 
SoDto  anon,  and  alaia»  Iha  aaith  and 
EiawfaUa  hk  pottkai,  lifii  aod  lights 
To  him  anrt  in  Tain. 


Hbe  ckmda  and  winlwaiai,  o*ir  hk  ajra 
Thai  onoa  their  ihadn  and  i^ory  thiaw. 
Have  left  in  yonder  nlent  tij 
No  vartiga  where  thejr  flew. 

Theannaliof  the  hnman  race, 
llMir  nnn^,  anoe  the  world  began. 
Of  mM  afibid  no  other  trace 
Than  thii^— Thuub  itied  ▲  Bfiii! 


THE  HARP  OP  SORROW. 

1  QkTE  mf  Harp  to  Sofvow'i  hand. 
And  ahe  hao  ruled  the  chords  so  loog« 

They  will  not  speak  at  my  command ; — 
"Hiey  warble  only  to  her  song. 

Of  dear,  departed  honn, 

Too  fondly  loved  lo  latt» 
The  dew,  the  breadi,  the  bloom  of  flowan^ 

Snapt  in  their  flerimem  by  the  blaati 


Tm  an  Iba  afar  arooBd 
hJ^merioae  aninania  flll, 

A  BCnnga  bewihiering  drMB  of 
Moet  heavenly  awaet^    jpat 


O!  aiatch  the  Hup  fiom 
Hope!  whohiatbMQi 

O!  Btrika  il  with  nUiBe 
And  be  Ibe  Foef  e  lifo  % 

Of  vanirii'd  tnmbloa  ang^ 
Of  foam  for  ever  iM. 

Of  flowaiB  diat  hear  fta 
And  buBtand 


Of 


of 

Aa 


deliafataL 

And  waaiy  lift's  triumphant  chiaa 
In  sooM  cabn  smieet  hour  of 

Of  blim  duU  reigns  above, 
Cdestial  May  of  Tooth, 

Uadangnig  as  Jehovah's  love. 
And  everlasting  as  Us  truth : 


Sing,  heavenly  Hope! — and  dait  thine  b 
OTer  my  fi^  Haip^  nntoned  ao  long ; 

That  Harp  shall  breathe,  at  thy 
famorlal  sweetnem  throiE^  thy 

Ah !  then,  tfiis  gkxmi  ooDtnl, 

And  at  diy  voice  shall  start 
A  new  creation  in  my  soul, 

A  native  Eden  in  my  heart. 


Of  kog,  kng  yean  of  ftitore  care. 
Till  lingering  Nature  yields  her  breath. 

And  enrtlem  ages  of  despair. 
Beyond  the  judgmentday  of  death : — 

T\Mb  weeping  Minstrel  singi. 
And,  while  her  numbers  flow. 

My  spirit  trembles  with  the  stringi. 
Responsive  to  the  notes  of  woe. 

Would  gladness  move  a  sprighilier  strain, 
And  wake  this  wild  Harp's  clearest 

T\Mb  choids,  impatient  to  complain, 
Are  dumbb  or  only  utter  moans. 

And  yet,  to  aooihe  Iba  nind 

Whh  Unary  of  grieC 
The  aool  lo  suflbring  all  verign'd 
In  sonow's  mnric  foek  reliaC 

Thna  o'er  the  light  Ailian  lyre 
The  winds  of  dark  November  stray, 

TMKh  the  quick  nerve  of  every  wire. 
And  on  itiinagic  pokes  pliy; 


POPE'S  WILLOW. 


▼otsii  wriHan  for  an  Ura,  made  oaloTUw 
ing  WiDofir,  iapoiled  fiom  the  fisit.  sad 
in  hm  pooadi  at  Twiekaohaia,  wbara  it 
i  bal,ftOk<  into  decay,  it  was  latolf 


oftkt 


Emm  Por  rssign'd  hk  tuneful  breath. 
And  made  the  turf  hk  pillow. 

The  minstrel  hung  hk  harp  in  death 
Upon  the  drooping  Willow ; 

"Hut  Willow  fiom  Euphrates'  strand. 

Had  sprung  beneath  hk  training  hand. 


Long  as  revolving  seasons  flew. 
From  youdi  to  age  it  flouiiah'd ; 

By  vernal  winds  and  stuligfat  dew. 
By  showeia  and  sunbeams  nourish'd; 

And  iH^Ie  in  dust  the  Poet  depc. 

The  Willow  o'er  hk  ariies  wept 

Old  Time  bdield  hk  silvery  bead 
U^th  graceful  grandeur  kna-ering. 

Its  pensile  boughs  profusely  spread. 
The  breeijr  lawn  embowering. 

Till  arch'd  around,  there  scem'd  to  shoot 

A  grove  of  scions  fimn  one  root 

Hdther,  at  summer  noon,  he  view'd 

The  kively  Nine  retreating, 
Bnealh  its  twilight  solitode 

With  songs  their  Pbet  greeting, 
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Wliote  ■pint  in  die  Willow  ipoke, 
yjlM  Jove'i  from  daik  Dodona'i  oak. 


Bjr  iMnrwt  moooligfat  there  he 

The  &iiy  bands  advancing ; 
Bright  Ariel'i  troop,  on  Thames's  ade, 

Aroond  the  Willow  dancing ; 
Gay  qrlp^  among  the  foliage  play'd, 
And  ^w-wonna  glitter*d  in  the  ihade. 

One  mom,  while  Time  diua  mark'd  the  tree 

In  beauty  green  and  gloriooa, 
••Tlie  hand,"  he  cried,  **  that  planted  thee 

O'er  mine  was  oft  yictorious ; 
Be  Yengeanoe  now  my  calm  employr— 
One  work  of  PoPB'a  I  loiS  destroy. 


t» 


He  spake,  and  struck  a  sflent  blow 
With  that  dread  arm  whose  motion 

Lays  cedars,  thrones,  and  temples  low, 
And  wields  o'er  land  and  ocean 

The  unremitting  ax  of  doom. 

That  leUs  the  forest  of  the  tomb. 

Deep  to  the  WiUow's  root  it  went. 

And  deft  die  core  asunder, 
like  sadden  secret  lightning,  sent 

Without  reoording  thunder : 
— ^Fram  duU  sad  moment,  slow  away 
Began  the  Willow  to  decay. 

In  vain  did  Spring  those  bowers  restore, 
Where  loves  and  graces  revell'd, 

Autumn's  wild  gales  the  branches  tore, 
The  thin  grey  leaves  dishevell'd. 

And  every  wasting  Winter  found 

The  Willow  nearer  to  the  ground. 

Hoary,  and  weak,  and  bent  with  age. 
At  length  the  ax  ansail'd  it; 

It  how'd  before  the  woodman's  rage ; 
— ^The  swans  of  Thames  bewail'd  it 

With  softer  tanes,  with  sweeter  breath, 

Than  ever  charm'd  the  ear  of  death. 

O  Port!  hadst  thou,  whose  l3rre  so  long 
Hie  wondering  world  enchanted, 

Amidst  thy  paradise  of  song 
This  Weeping  Willow  planted  ; 

Among  thy  loftiest  laurels  seen, 

la  deathlem  verse  for  ever  green-^ 

TV  chosen  Tree  had  stood  subUme. 

The  storm  of  ages  braving, 
'nrimnphant  o'er  di»  wrecks  of  Time 

Its  verdant  banner  waving. 
While  regal  pyramids  decajr'd. 
And  erapiiea  perish'd  in  its  shades 


An  humbler  h>t,  O  Tree !  was  thine, 
~-Gone  down  in  all  thy  glory; 

Tie  sweet,  the  mournful  Uuk  he  wtan, 
To  six^  thy  simple  story ; 

Though  veise  like  mine  in  vain  wovld 

Tlie  &me  of  thy  departed  d^fi. 


Yet,  follen  Wilbw !  if  to  me 
Such  power  of  song  were  given. 

My  lips  ihould  breathe  a  soul  throu^  thee. 
And  call  down  fire  from  heaven. 

To  kindle  in  this  halkm'd  Urn 

A  flame  that  would  for  ever  bum. 


A  WALK  IN  SPRING. 

I  wander'd  in  a  lonely  glade. 
Where,  issuing  from  the  forest  shade, 

A  little  mountain  stream 
Along  the  winding  valley  play'd. 

Beneath  the  morning  beam. 

Light  o'er  die  woods  of  dark  brown  oak 
The  west-wind  wreathed  tl^e  hovering  smoke 

From  cottage  roofr  conceal'd. 
Below  a  rock  abrupdy  broke, 

In  rosy  light  reveal'd. 

Twas  in  die  infoncy  of  May, — 
The  uplands  glow'd  in  green  array, 

While  from  the  ranging  eye. 
The  lessening  landscape  stretoh'd  away. 

To  meet  the  bending  sky. 

Tis  sweet  in  solitude  to  hear 
The  earliest  music  of  the  year. 

The  Blackbird's  loud  wild  note. 
Or,  from  the  wintry  thicket  drear, 

The  Thrush's  stammering  throat 

In  rustic  solitude  't  is  sweet 

The  earliest  flowers  of  Spring  to  greets 

The  violet  from  its  tomb, 
The  strawberry,  creeping  at  our  foet, 

The  sorrel's  simple  Uoom. 

Wherefore  I  love  the  walks  of  Springs- 
While  still  I  hear  new  warblers  sing. 

Fresh-opening  bells  I  see ; 
Joy  flits  on  every  roving  wing, 

Hope  buds  on  every  tree. 

That  mom  I  look'd  and  listen'd  long. 
Some  cheering  sight,  some  woodland  song. 

As  yet  unheard,  unseen. 
To  welcome,  with  remembrance  strong 

Of  days  that  once  had  been ; — 

When  gathering  flowers,  an  eager  child, 
I  ran  abroad  widi  mpture  wild ; 

(k,  on  more  curious  quest 
Peep'd  breathless  through  the  copse,  and  smiled 

TV)  see  the  linnet's  nest 

Already  had  I  watch'd  die  flight 

Of  swallows  darting  through  the  U|^ 

And  mock'd  die  cuckoo's  call ; 
Already  view'd,  o'er  meadows  farighl; 

The  evening  rainbow  foU. 

Now  in  my  walk,  with  sweet  surprise, 
I  saw  the  first  Spring  cowslip  rise. 

The  plant  whose  psoaQe  flowers 
Bend  to  the  earth  disir  beauteous  eyes^ 

In  SBnshina  as  in  showers. 
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Lone  on  a  moHy  bank  it  grew. 
Where  lidieni,  purple,  white,  and  blna, 

Among  the  venlare  crept ; 
Iti  yellow  ringletB,  dropping  dew, 

The  breezes  lightly  iwepL 

A  bee  had  needed  on  iti  blooms. 
He  Aook  abroad  their  rich  peifimieB, 

Then  fled  in  airy  rings ; 
His  place  a  butterfly  assumes. 

Glancing  hb  glorious  wings. 

O,  welcome,  as  a  fiiend !  I  cried, 

A  fiiend  through  many  a  season  tried, 

Nor  oyer  sought  in  vain. 
When  May,  wi^  Flora  at  her  side, 
,    U  dancing  on  the  plaiik 

Sore  as  the  Pleiades  adorn 
The  glittering  coronet  of  mom. 

In  calm  delicious  houri. 
Beneath  their  beams  thy  bods  are  bom, 

'Midst  love-awakening  showers. 

Scatter*d  by  Nature's  graceful  hand. 
In  briery  glens,  o'er  pasture-land. 

Thy  fiury  tribes  we  meet ; 
Gay  in  the  milk-maid's  path  they  stand, 

They  kiss  her  tripping  feet 

FrcHU  winter's  fkrm«3rard  bondage  fireod, 
The  cattle  bounding  o'er  the  mead. 

Where  green  the  herbage  grows, 
Among  thy  fragrant  blossoms  feed, 

Upon  thy  toils  repose. 

Tossing  his  forelock  o'er  his  mane, 
The  ibal,  at  rest  upon  the  plain. 

Sports  with  thy  flexile  stalk. 
But  stoops  his  little  neck  in  vain. 

To  crop  it  in  his  walk. 

Where  thick  thy  primrose  blossoms  play, 
Lovely  and  innocent  as  they. 

O'er  coppice  lawns  and  dells. 
In  bands  the  rural  children  stray. 

To  [duck  thy  nectar'd  bells ; 

Whose  simple  sweets,  i^ith  curious  skill, 
The  frugal  cottage-dames  distil. 

Nor  envy  France  the  vine. 
While  many  a  festal  cup  they  fill 

With  Britain's  homely  wine. 

Unchanging  still  from  year  to  year, 
like  Stan  returning  in  their  sphere. 

With  undiminish'd  rays. 
Thy  vernal  constellations  cheer 

'The  dawn  of  lengthening  days. 

Perhaps  from  Nature's  earliest  May, 
Imperishable  'midst  decay. 

Thy  self-reneiA'iiig  race 
Have  breathed  their  bahny  lives  away 

In  this  neglected  place. 

And  O,  till  Nature's  final  doom. 
Here  unmolested  may  they  bloom. 

From  scythe  and  plow  secure. 
This  bank  their  cradle  and  their  tomb. 

While  earth  and  skias  endure! 


Yet,  fefdy  Cowslip,  while  in  thee 
An  old  onalter'd  friend  I  see. 

Fresh  in  perennial  prime. 
From  Spring  to  Spring  behold  in  Be 

The  woes  and  waste  of  Time. 

This  frding  eye  and  withering  nnesi 
Tell  what  a  sufierer  I  have  been. 

Since  more  and  more  estranged, 
FrcHU  hope  to  hope,  from  scene  to 

Through  Folly's  wilds  I  ranged. 

Then  fields  and  woods  I  proodly  opnni'd  j 
From  Nature's  maiden  love  I  tnm'd. 

And  woo'd  the  oichantreas  Art ; 
Yet  while  for  her  my  iancy  bora'd. 

Cold  was  my  wretched 


"nil,  distanced  in  Ambition's  race. 
Weary  of  Pleasu)«'s  joyless  chaae. 

My  peace  untimely  slain, 
Sick  of  the  world, — ^I  tum'd  my  face 

To  fields  and  woods  again. 

T  was  Spring ; — my  former  haunts  I  foor 
My  favorite  flowers  adom*d  the  ground. 

My  darling  minstrels  play'd ; 
The  mountains  were  widi  aun-aet  crown'* 

The  valleys  dun  with  shade. 

With  lorn  delight  the  scene  I  view'd, 
P&st  joys  and  sorro\%'s  were  renew'd ; 

My  in&nt  hopes  and  fears 
Look'd  lovely,  through  the  solitude 

Of  retrospective  years. 

And  still,  in  Memory's  twilight  bowers. 
The  spirits  of  deported  hours. 

With  mello^^ing  tints,  portray 
The  blossoms  of  life's  vernal  flowers 

For  ever  fall'n  away. 

Till  3routh's  delirious  dream  is  o'er. 
Sanguine  with  hope,  we  look  before. 

The  future  good  to  find  ,- 
In  age,  when  error  charms  no  more. 

For  bliss  we  look  behind. 


A  DEED  OF  DARKNES& 


The  body  of  tbo  Miatonary.  John  Smith,  (who  died  Fi 
6, 1834,  in  prison,  under  wnteoce  of  death  by  a  couit-i 
in  Dmnerars),  waa  ordered  to  be  buried  secretly  ax  an 
DO  penoa,  not  even  his  widow,  was  allowed  to  lol 
corpse.  Mra.  Smith,  however,  and  her  friend  Mra.  El 
companied  bf  a  freo  Nefro,  carryinx  a  lantern,  repai 
forehand  to  the  spot  where  a  grave  had  been  doc.  as 
tbej  awaited  the  interment,  which  took  place  accot 
His  Mi^iesty's  pardon,  annuIHng  the  condemnatkto.  ia 
have  arrived  on  the  day  of  the  unfortunate  Misn 
death,  from  the  rigors  of  confinement,  in  a  troptcai  < 
and  under  the  slow  pains  of  an  inveterate  malady,  pn 
aflElicting  him. 


CoMK  down  in  thy  profoundest  gloom. 

^thout  one  vagrant  fire-fly's  light, 
Beneath  thine  ebon  arch  entomb 

Earth,  from  the  gaze  of  Heaven,  O  N^ 
A  deed  of  darkness  must  be  done. 
Put  out  the  moon,  hold  back  the  son. 
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Are  th6M  the  criminals,  that  flee 

Like  deeper  shadows  through  the  shade  f 

A  flickering  lamp,  frran  tree  to  tree. 
Betrays  their  paih  along  the  glade. 

Led  by  a  Negro , — now  they  stand. 

Two  tremUing  women,  hanid  in  hand. 

A  grave,  an  open  grave,  appean ; 

O'er  thb  in  agony  they  bend, 
Wet  the  fresh  turf  with  bitter  tears ; 

Sighs  following  sighs  their  bosoms  rend : 
These  are  not  murderers ! — these  have  known 
Grief  more  bereaving  than  their  own. 

Oft  through  die  gloom  their  straining  eyes 
hock  forth,  for  what  they  fear  to  meet : 

It  oomes ;  fliey  catch  a  glimpse ;  it  flies : 
Quick-glancing  lights,  slow-trampling  feet. 

Amidst  the  cane-crops,^ — seen,  heard,  gone, — 

Retum^— and  in  dead-march  move  on. 

A  stem  procession ! — gleaming  arms. 

And  spectral  countenances,  dart. 
By  the  red  torch-flame,  wild  alarms. 

And  widiering  pangs  through  either  heart ; 
A  corpse  amidst  the  group  is  borne, 
A  prisoner's  ocnrpse,  who  died  last  mom. 

Not  by  the  slave-lord's  justice  slain. 
Who  doom'd  him  to  a  traitor's  death ; 

While  royal  mercy  sped  in  vain 

O'er  luid  and  sea  to  save  his  br«ith : 

No ;  the  frail  life  that  warm'd  this  clay, 

Man  could  not  give  nor  take  away. 

I^  vengeance  and  his  grace,  alike, 

Were  impotent  to  spare  or  kill ; 
— He  may  not  lift  the  sword  to  strike. 

Nor  torn  its  edge  aside,  at  will : 
Here,  by  one  sovereign  act  and  deed, 
God  canoell'd  all  that  man  decreed. 

Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust. 

That  corpse  is  to  the  greve  consign'd ; 
The  scene  departs : — this  buried  trust. 

The  Judge  of  quick  and  dead  shall  And, 
When  things  which  Time  and  Death  have  seal'd 
Shall  be  in  flaming  fire  reveal'd. 

The  fire  shall  try  Thee,  then,  like  gold, 
PrisoDer  of  hope ! — await  the  test ; 

And  O,  when  troth  alone  is  told. 
Be  Ay  dear  innocence  confess'd ! 

The  fire  shall  try  thy  foes ; — may  they 

clnd  mercy  in  that  dreadful  day. 


THE  SWISS  CX)WH£RD'S  SONG, 
IN  A  FOREIGN  LAND. 


O,  when  shall  I  dance  on  the  daisy-white  mead, 
In  the  shade  of  an  elm,  to  the  sound  of  die  reed  f 

When  shall  I  return  to  that  lowly  retreat, 
Where  all  my  fond  objects  of  tendemess  meet,r— • 
llie  lambs  and  the  heifers  that  follow  my  call. 

My  fiither,  my  mother. 

My  sister,  my  brother. 
And  dear  Isabella,  the  joy  of  them  all  f 
O,  when  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birth ! 
— T  is  the  loveliest  land  on  the  fkce  of  the  aarflL 


THE  OAK. 


Imitated  from  the  Praneb. 


O,  WHKN  shall  I  visit  the  hmd  of  my  birth, 
Ttie  knreliest  land  on  the  face  of  the  eardi  f 
When  shall  I  those  scenes  of  affection  ezplar6» 

Oor  forests,  our  fountains. 

Our  hamlets,  our  moimtains, 
Widi  die  pride  of  our  nomitains^  the  maid  I  adore  f 
41 


Imitated  from  the  Italian  of  Metaitado. 


Thk  tall  Oak,  towering  to  die  skies, 
The  fury  of  the  wind  defies, 
From  age  to  age,  in  virtue  strongs 
Inured  to  stand,  and  suffer  wrong. 

O'erwhelm'd  at  length  upon  the  plain. 
It  puts  forth  wings,  and  sweeps  Uie  main ; 
The  self-same  foe  undaunted  braves. 
And  fights  the  wind  upon  the  waves. 


THE  DIAL. 

This  shadow  on  the  Dial's  &ce. 

That  steals  from  day  to  day. 
With  slow,  unseen,  unceasing  pace. 

Moments,  and  months,  and  years  away ; 
This  shadow,  which,  in  every  clime. 

Since  light  and  motion  first  began. 
Hath  held  its  course  sublime^ 

What  is  it  ?— Mortal  Man ! 
It  is  the  scythe  of  Time : 
— A  shadow  only  to  the  eye ; 

Yet,  in  its  calm  career, 
It  levels  all  beneath  the  sky ; 

And  still,  through  each  succeeding  ymr. 
Right  onward,  with  resistless  power, 
Its  stroke  shall  darken  every  hour. 
Till  Nature's  race  be  run. 
And  Time's  last  shadow  shall  eclipse  die  san 

Nor  only  o'er  the  Dial's  face. 

This  silent  phantom,  day  by  day. 
With  slow,  unseen,  unceasing  pace. 

Steals  moments,  months,  and  yearn  eway; 
From  hoary  rock  and  aged  tree, 

From  proud  Pdmjrra's  mouldering  walls^ 
From  Tenerifife,  towering  o'er  the  sea. 

From  every  blade  of  grass  it  fells. 
For  still,  where'er  a  shadow  sweeps, 

The  scythe  of  Time  destroys. 
And  man  at  every  footstep  weeps 

O'er  evanescent  jc^ ; 
Like  flow'rets  glittering  with  the  dewa  of  mot 
Fair  for  a  moment,  then  for  ever  shorn. 
— Ah !  soon,  beneath  the  inevitable  blow, 
I  too  shall  lie  in  dust  and  darkness  hiw. 

Then  Time,  the  Conqueror,  will  suspend 
His  sc3rthe,  a  trophy,  o'er  my  tomb. 

Whose  moving  shadow  shall  portiod 
Eadi  firail  beholder's  doom. 
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O'er  the  wide  earth's  illumined  space. 

Though  Time's  trinmphnnt  flight  be  shown. 

The  truest  index  on  its  &ce 

PaaHs  fifom  the  church-yard  stone. 


TH£  ROSES. 
Addrcaed  to  a  Friead  on  Um  Birth  of  his  fint  CbM. 

Two  Roses  on  one  slender  spray. 

In  sweet  communion  grew, 
Together  hail'd  the  morning  ray. 

And  drank  the  evening  dew ; 
While,  sweetly  wreathed  in  mossy  green. 
There  sprang  a  litde  bod  between. 

Through  clouds  and  sunshine,  storms  and  showers. 

They  open'd  into  bloom, 
Blingluig  their  foliage  and  their  flowers. 

Their  beauty  and  perfume ; 
While,  foster'd  on  its  rising  stem, 
The  bud  became  a  purple  gem. 

But  soon  their  summer  splendor  pess'd. 

They  fiuled  in  the  wind, 
Yet  were  dieee  roses  to  the  last 

The  loveliest  of  their  kind. 
Whose  crimson  leaves,  in  falling  round, 
Adom'd  and  sanctified  the  ground. 

When  thus  were  all  their  honors  shcnT), 

The  bud  unfolding  ruse. 
And  blush'd  and  bnghten'd,  as  the  mbm 

From  dawn  to  sun-rise  glows, 
Till  o'er  each  parent's  drooping  head, 
The  daughter's  crowning  glory  spread. 

My  Friends !  in  youth's  romantic  prime. 

The  golden  age  of  man, 
Like  these  twin  roses  spend  your  time, 

— Life's  little,  lessening  span ; 
Then  be  your  breasts  as  iVee  from  cares, 
Yom  hours  as  innocent  as  theirs. 

And  in  the  infant  bud  that  blows 

In  your  encircling  arms. 
Mark  the  dear  promise  of  a  rose, 

The  pledge  of  future  charms. 
That  o'er  your  withering  hours  shall  shine. 
Fair,  and  more  foir,  as  you  decline; 

Till,  planted  in  that  realm  of  rest 

Where  Roses  never  die, 
Amidst  the  gardens  of  the  blest, 

BeneaUi  a  stormleas  sky. 
You  flower  afVesh,  like  Aaron's  rod. 
That  bloasom'd  at  die  sight  of  God. 


TO  AGNES. 


Bsplf  to  some  Lioes,  becuuiing. "  Arrest,  O  Time,  tbj  flectint 

course." 


Tun  will  not  check  his  eager  flight. 
Though  gentle  Agnee  scold. 

For  'tis  the  Sage's  dear  delight 
To  make  young  ladies  old. 


Thai  listen,  Agnea, 

Seise  fost  his  forelock  grey. 
And  pluck  firom  hb  careering  winga 

A  feather  every  day. 

Adom'd  with  these,  defy  his  rage. 
And  bid  him  plow  your  foce. 

For  every  furrow  of  old  age 
Shall  be  a  line  of  grace. 


Start  not :  old  age  is  virtue's 
Most  lovely  she  appears. 

Clad  in  the  spoils  of  vanqnish'd 
Down  in  the  vale  of  years. 


Beyond  that  vale,  in  boundlesB  bloooi. 
The  eternal  mountaioa  rise ; 

Virtue  descends  not  to  the  tomb, 
Her  rest  is  in  the  skies. 


AN  EPITAPH. 

Art  thou  a  man  of  honest  mould. 
With  fervent  heart,  and  soul  sincere  f 

A  husband,  father,  friend  ? — Bdiold, 
Thy  brother  slumbers  here. 

The  sun  that  ^-akes  yon  violet's  fakxan. 
Once  cheer'd  his  eye,  now  dark  in  de 

The  wind  that  wanders  o'er  his  lorob 
Was  once  his  vital  breath. 

The  roving  wind  shall  pass  avray. 
The  wanning  sun  forsake  the  sky ; 

Thy  brother,  in  that  dreadful  day. 
Shall  live  and  never  die. 


THE  OLD  MAN'S  SONG. 

Shall  man  of  frail  fruition  boast  f 

Shall  life  he  counted  dear. 
Oft  but  a  moment,  and,  at  most, 

A  momentary  year/ 

There  was  a  time, — that  time  is  past. 
When,  youth !  I  bloom'd  like  thee ! 

A  time  will  come, — 't  is  coming  fost. 
When  thou  shalt  fade  like  me : — 

like  me  through  varying  seasons  range. 

And  past  enjoyments  mourn  ; — 
The  fairest,  sweetest  spring  shall  chai^< 

To  winter  in  its  turn. 

In  infancy,  my  vernal  prime. 

When  life  itself  i^-as  new. 
Amusement  pluck'd  the  ^ings  cf  time. 

Yet  swiAer  still  he  flew. 

Summer  my  youth  succeeded  soon. 

My  sun  ascended  high. 
And  pleasure  held  the  reins  till  iKxm, 

But  grief  drove  do\Mi  the  sky. 

Like  autumn,  rich  in  ripening  com. 
Came  manhood's  sober  reign ; 

My  harvest-moon  scarce  fill'd  her  horn, 
When  she  began  to  wane. 
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Close  ibllow'd  age,  infirm  old  age. 

The  winter  of  my  year ; 
When  ahall  I  fall  before  hia  rage, 

To  rise  beyond  the  sphere  ? 

I  long  to  cast  the  chaina  away, 
That  hold  my  aool  a  alave. 

To  bunt  theae  dungeon  walls  of  clay. 
Enfranchised  from  the  grave. 

life  liea  in  embryo, — never  fiee 
Till  Nature  yields  her  breath ; 

Till  Tine  becomes  Eternity, 
And  Man  is  bom  in  Death. 


THE  GLOW-WORM. 


"be  msle  of  this  insect  is  said  to  be  a  flj*  which  the  female 
cataqiiHar  attracts  in  the  nifht  by  the  lustre  of  her  train. 

WHKf  Evening  doses  Nature*s  eye, 
Tlie  Glow-worm  lights  her  little  spark. 

To  captivate  her  fiivorite  Ay, 
And  tempt  the  rover  through  the  dark. 

Conducted  by  a  sweeter  star 
Ulan  aB  that  deck  the  fields  above. 

He  fondly  hastens  from  afar. 
To  soothe  her  solitude  with  love. 

This  in  thia  wilderness  of  tears, 
Amidst  the  world's  perplexing  gloom. 

The  tnnaient  tordi  of  Hymen  cheers 
The  pOgiim  journeying  to  the  tomb. 

Unhappy  he  whose  hopeless  eye 
Torna  to  the  light  of  love  in  vain ; 

Whoae  cynosure  is  in  the  sky, 
He  oo  the  dark  and  lonely  main. 


BOmOLL  TREES 


phntation.  encompassing  a  sehool-hoose  and 
pIsjr-fnNiad,  on  a  bleak  eminence,  at  Bariow,  in  Derbjshire; 
on  tfas  one  band  htbag  the  hif  h  moon,  on  the  other,  over- 
a  ikhlr-caltivated,  well-wooded,  and  mountainous 
,  sear  the  seat  of  a  gentleman  wiiere  the  writer  has 
haKqrboon. 


Tow  peace  to  his  ashes  who  planted  3raD  treea 

Hiai  welcome  my  wandering  eye ! 
I  kjAy  Inxmiance  they  wave  with  the  breeze. 

And  leaemble  a  gpove  in  the  sky ; 
n  the  brow  of  die  moimtain,  uncultured  and  Ueak, 

They  flomish  in  grandeur  sublime, 
doming  its  baU  and  migestical  peak, 

like  die  fock  on  the  foehead  of  Time. 

.  kmd-maik  they  rise ;— to  the  stranger  tof^mm, 

AU  light  oo  the  wiU  heath  dehqrU 
Tie  rapture  to  apf  the  young  beautieB  of  mom 

Unveiling  behind  their  dark  shade : 
"he  kaaMfwafMound  husbandman  joys  to  behold. 

On  the  line  ef  the  grey  evening  scene, 
heir  biauchaa  ye%  gleaming  with  purple  and  gold. 

And  the  aim-aat  eipiring  between. 


The  maklena  that  gather  the  fruits  of  the  moor,* 

While  weary  and  fidnting  they  roam, 
Through  the  blue  dazzling  distance  of  noon-light 
explore 

The  trees  that  remind  them  of  home : 
The  children  that  range  in  the  valley  suspend 

Their  sports,  and  in  ecstacy  gaze, 
When  they  see  the  broad  moon  from  its  summit  aB> 
cend. 

And  their  school-house  and  grove  in  a  hlaai> 

O !  sweet  to  my  soul  is  that  beautiful  grove. 

Awakening  remembrance  roost  dear;— 
When  lonely  in  anguish  and  exile  I  rove, 

Wherever  its  glories  appear, 
It  gladdens  my  8|Arit,  it  soothes  from  afiur 

With  tranquil  and  tender  delight 
It  shines  through  my  heart,  like  a  hope-beaming  star 

Alone  in  the  deeert  of  night 

It  tells  me  of  moments  of  innocent  bliss. 

For  ever  and  ever  gone  o'er ; 
Like  the  light  of  a  smile,  hke  the  balm  of  a  Uas, 

They  were. — but  they  will  be  no  more. 
Yet  wherefore  of  pleasures  departed  complain^ 

That  leave  such  endearment  behind  ? 
Though  the  sun  of  their  sweetness  be  sunk  inllwmain, 

Their  twilight  still  rests  on  the  mind 


Then  p^ce  to  his  ashes  who  planted  theae 

Supreme  o*er  the  landscape  they  rise. 
With  simple  and  lovely  magnificence  pleaae 

All  boeoms,  and  ravish  all  eyea ; 
Nor  marble,  nor  brass,  could  embhuDon  his  fime 

like  hia  own  sylvan  trop|iies,  that  wave 
In  graceful  memorial,  and  whisper  hia  name* 

And  scatter  their  leaves  on  his  grave. 

Ah !  thus,  when  I  sleep  in  the  deaolale  Umb, 

May  the  laurels  I  planted  endure, 
On  the  mountain  of  high  imnortahty  bloon, 

'Midst  lightning  and  tempest  aecnre! 
Then  ages  imbom  shall  their  verdure  adnir^ 

And  nations  sit  under  their  shade. 
While  my  spirit,  in  secret  shall  move  o'er  my  lyre, 

Aloft  in  dieir  branches  display'd. 

Hence,  dream  of  vain-glory ! — the  light  diop  of  dew 

That  glows  in  the  violet's  eye, 
In  the  splendor  of  mom,  to  a  fugitive  view. 

May  rival  a  star  of  the  sky. 
But  the  violet  is  phick'd,  and  the  dew<dfop  m  ftown. 

The  star  unextinguish'd  shall  shine : 
Then  mine  be  the  laurels  of  virtue  ahme^ 

And  the  glories  of  Paradise  mine. 


THE  MOLE-HILL. 

Tell  me,  thou  dust  beneath  my  foet,' 
Thou  dust  that  once  hadst  breath ! 

Tell  me  how  many  mortals  meet 
In  this  sma»  hfl}  of  deaA  t 

The  mole  that  sooopa  widi  curioua  toil 

Her  suhteiTanean  bed» 
Thinks  not  she  plowa  a  hnman  aoil, 

AiHi  minea  among  the  dead. 

/  

1  BtlberrMs,  ctaslei^benios,  and  crano-bsnieB. 
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But,  Oh !  where'er  ahe  tomi  the  gvouod. 

My  kindred  eaidi  I  tee ; 
Odce,  every  etom  of  thb  moond 

Lived,  breethed,  end  felt,  like  me. 

Like  me,  dieie  elder-bom  of  clay 

Eqjoy'd  the  cheerful  light. 
Bore  the  brief  borthen  of  a  day. 

And  went  to  rest  at  night 

fWinlhe  regioneof  the  mom 

The  liang  aim  aurveya 
Fidmyra*8  palacea  Ibrlom 

Empurpled  with  hit  rayi. 

Tlie  apirila  of  the  deaert  dwell 
Where  eastern  grandeur  ahone. 

And  volturea  acream,  hjrenaa  ydl 
Round  Beauty'a  mouldeiing  throne. 

Tliere  the  pale  pilgrim,  aa  he  atanda, 

Seea,  from  the  fciroken  wall, 
Tlie  ahadow  tottering  on  the  aanda. 

Ere  the  looae  fragment  fidl. 

Daatraction  joya,  amid  thoae  acenea. 

To  watch  the  aport  of  Fate, 
While  Time  between  the  pillara  leana. 

And  bowa  them  with  hia  weight 

But  towera  and  tomplea  cmah'd  by  Time, 

Stapendoua  wrecka !  appear 
To  me  leaa  mournfully  auUime 

Than  the  poor  Mole-hill  here. 

Through  all  thia  hiUock'a  crumbling  mould 
Once  the  warm  life-blood  ran ; 

— ^Here  thine  original  behold, 
And  here  thy  ruina,  Man ! 

Methinka  thia  duat  yet  heavee  with  breath ; 

Ten  thouaand  pulaea  beat : 
Tell  me,^ — ^in  thia  amall  hill  of  death. 

How  many  mortala  meet  ? 

By  wafting  winda  and  flooding  raina, 

From  ocean,  earth,  and  aky, 
Collected  here,  the  (rail  remaina 

Of  alumbering  milliona  lie. 

What  acene  of  terror  and  amaie 
Breaka  through  the  twilight  gloom? 

What  hand  inviaible  diaplaya 
The  aecreta  of  the  tomb? 

All  agea  and  all  nationa  riae. 

And  every  grain  of  earth 
Beneath  my  feet,  before  mine  eyea, 

b  atartled  into  birth. 

like  gliding  miata  the  diadowy  forma 
Tluoagh  die  deep  vallev  apread. 

And  like  descending  clooda  in  atorma 
Lower  round  the  mountain'a  head. 

O'er  the  wide  champaign  while  diey  paaa, 
Tlieir  fooCatepa  yiekl  no  aound. 

Nor  ahake  from  the  light  trembling  graaa 
A  deW'drop  to  the  ground. 


Among  the  midiatingniah'd  hoata 
My  wondering  eyea  explore 

Awful,  sublime,  terrific  gfaoslB, 
Heroea  and  kinga  of  yore : 

Tyrants,  the  oometa  of  their  kind, 
Whoae  withering  influence  ran 

Through  all  the  proroiae  of  the  miod. 
And  amote  and  mildew'd 


Sagea,  the  Pieiadea  of  earth, 
Whoae  genial  aapeela  amiled. 

And  flowera  and  fitniage  qiraag  to  birth 
O'er  all  the  human  wild. 

Yon  gloomy  ruffian,  gash'd  and  gorad. 

Waa  he,  whoae  fetal  akiil 
First  beat  the  plowdiare  to  a  awoid^ 

And  taught  the  art  to  kilL 

Behind  him  akulka  a  ahade,  bereA 

Of  fondly-worshipp'd  fame ; 
He  built  the  Pyramida,  but  1^ 

No  atone  to  tell  hia  name. 

Who  ia  the  diief,  with  viaage  dark 
Aa  tempeati  when  they  roar  ? 

—The  firat  who  poshed  hia  dariag  baifc 
Beyond  the  tiinid  ahore. 

Through  atorma  of  death  and  aeaa  of  gir 
He  ateer'd  H-ith  ated&at  eye; 

Hia  path  waa  on  the  desert  waves, 
B^  compaaa  in  the  aky. 

The  youth  who  lifta  hia  graceful  hand. 

Struck  the  unshapen  block. 
And  beauty  leap'd,  at  his  command, 

A  Venus  from  the  rock. 

Trembling  with  ecalacy  of  thought 

Behold  the  Grecian  maid. 
Whom  love's  enchanting  impolae  taught 

To  trace  a  slumberer's  ahade. 

Sweet  are  the  thefls  of  love ;— die  stole 

Hia  image  while  he  lay. 
Kindled  the  shadow  to  a  aoul. 

And  Iweathed  that  aoul  through  day. 

Yon  listening  nymph,  who  looks  behind 

With  countenance  of  fire. 
Heard  midnight  music  in  the  wind. — 

And  framed  the  iEolian  tyre. 

All  hail ! — ^The  Sire  of  Song  appears. 

The  Muse 'a  eldeet-boro ; 
The  aky-lark  in  the  dawn  of  yeaia, 

The  poet  of  the  mom. 

He  from  the  depth  of  cavero'd  woods. 

That  echoed  to  his  voice. 
Bade  mountains,  valleya,  winda,  and  Ihxxl 

And  earth  and  heaven  rejoice. 

Though  charm'd  to  meekneaa  while  he  aa 
The  wild  beasts  round  him  ran; 

Thia  waa  the  triumph  of  hia  tongue, — 
It  tamed  the  heart  of  man. 
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Dim  through  the  mist  of  twilight  timet 

The  ghmt  of  Cjrrus  I'vallu ; 
Bdund  him,  red  with  glorious  crimee, 

The  ton  of  Ammon  italka. 

Relentleai  Hamiibal,  in  pride 
Of  ■worn,  fix'd  hatred,  lowers ; 

Cesar, — 't  is  Brutus  at  his  side^ — 
In  peerless  grandeur  towers. 

With  moonlight  softness  Helen's  charms 

Dissolve  i£e  spectred  gloom, 
The  leading  star  of  Greece  in  arms, 

PorteiMling  Dion's  doom. 

But  Homer ;  see  the  bard  arise ! 

And  haric !  he  strikes  the  lyre ; 
The  Daidan  warriors  lift  their  eyes, 

The  Aigive  Chieft  respire. 

And  while  his  music  rolls  along, 
Tlie  towers  of  Troy  sublime, 

Raised  by  the  magic  breath  of  song, 
hSxxk  the  destroyer.  Time. 

For  still  around  the  eternal  walls 

Tlie  storms  of  battle  rage ; 
And  Hector  oooquers,  Hector  fidls, 

Bewept  in  every  age. 

Genius  of  Homer !  were  it  mine 

To  track  thy  fiery  car. 
And  in  thy  sun-set  course  to  shine 

A  radiant  evening  star^ — 

What  theme,  what  laurel  might  the  Muse 

Reclaim  from  ages  fled  ? 
What  realm-restoring  hero  choose 

To  summon  from  the  d«id  7 

Yonder  his  shadow  flits  away : 
— lliou  shalt  not  thus  depart; 

Stay,  thou  transcendent  spirit,  stay. 
And  tell  me  who  thou  art! 

*Tis  Alfred !— In  the  rolls  of  Fame, 

And  CO  a  midnight  pege, 
Blaaes  his  broad  refulgent  name. 

The  watch-light  of  his  age. 

A  Danish  winter,  from  the  north, 
Howl'd  o'er  the  British  wild, 

Bat  Alfred,  like  the  spring,  brake  forth. 
And  all  the  desert  smiled. 

Back  to  the  deep  he  roll'd  the  waves, 

By  mad  invasion  hurl'd ; 
His  voice  was  liberty  to  slaves. 

Defiance  to  the  world. 


And  still  that  voice  o'er  land  and 
Shall  Albiofli's  foes  appal ; 

Hie  race  of  Alfred  wiU  be  free;- 
Hear  it,  and  tremble,  Gaul ! 


Bat  lo !  the  phantoms  fade  in  fli|^t, 

like  ftars  that  cross  the  mind. 
Like  meteon  gleaming  throligfa  the  nUht, 
tfaondeis  oo  the  wind. 

9C 


The  vision  of  the  tomb  is  past ; 

Beyond  it  who  can  tell 
In  what  mysterious  region  cast 

Immortal  spirits  dwell  ? 

I  know  not,  but  I  soon  diall  know. 
When  life's  sore  conflicts  cease. 

When  this  despcmding  heart  lies  low, 
And  I  shall  rest  in  peace. 

For  see,  on  Death's  bewildering  wavf, 

The  rainbow  Hope  arise, 
A  bridge  of  glory  o'er  the  grave. 

That  bends  beyond  the  skies. 

From  earth  to  heaven  it  swells  and  shtnas. 

The  pledge  of  bliss  to  Man ; 
Time  with  Etemi^  combines, 

And  grasps  them  in  a  span. 


THE  CAOT-AWAY  SHIP. 


The  ■nfcjeots  of  the  two  feflowiog  poems  wets  sufisHsdbFtbs 
km  of  the  Blenbani,  eommsiKled  bj  Sr  Thomss  TVow- 
bridffe,  which  wu  npsratsd  horn  the  vewali  under  Us  eoo- 
TOf .  duriaff  a  itorni  in  the  Indian  Ooesn.— Hie  Admiral'e 
•on  aflerwaidi  made  a  Tojrai e,  without  loeeew,  in  leeveh  oT 
hia  father.— Trowbridge  waa  one  of  Nebon'i  cspCsiss  at  the 
Battle  of  the  Nile,  but  hb  ship  unfortunately  raa  Sfrouod 
as  he  waa  bearinc  down  on  the  eneour. 


A  VESSEL  sail'd  from  Albion's  shore. 

To  utmost  India  bound, 
Its  crest  a  hero's  pendant  bore, 

l^th  broad  sesplaurels  crown'd 
In  many  a  fierce  and  noble  fight, 
Though  fbil'd  on  that  Egyptian  night 

When  Gallia's  host  was  drown'd. 
And  Nelson,  o'er  his  country's  ibes. 
Like  the  destroying  angel  rose. 

A  gay  and  gallant  company, 

With  shouts  that  rend  the  air, 
For  warrior-virreaths  upcm  the  sea. 

Their  jojrful  brows  prepare  : 
But  many  a  maiden's  sigh  was  sent. 
And  many  a  mother's  blessing  went. 

And  many  a  father's  prayer. 
With  that  exulting  ship  to  sea. 
With  that  undaunted  company. 

The  deep  that,  like  a  cradled  child. 

In  farcAthing  slumber  lay. 
More  warmly  Uush'd,  more  sweedy 

As  rase  the  kindling  day : 
Through  ocean's  mirror,  dark  and  dear. 
Reflected  doods  and  skies  appear 

In  moniing's  rich  amy: 
Tie  land  is  kst,  the  wataia  glow, 
'TIS  heaven  above,  anrand,  behiw. 

Bl^jestic  o'er  the  sparkling  tide, 

See  the  tall  vessel  sail. 
With  swelling  vrings  and  shadowy  pride, 

A  swan  before  the  gale ; 
Deep-laden  merchants  rode  behind : 
•—But,  feaiiul  of  the  fickle  wind, 

Britamua's  dioek  grew  pale. 
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Wbfeo,  lawening  through  the  flood  of  lii^ 
Hieir  leader  ▼ukish^d  firem  her  nghL 

Oft  had  she  haU*d  iia  trophied  prow, 

VictoriouB  from  the  war, 
And  baaBflr'd  nailB,  that  ffoaU  not  how, 

Though  riven  with  many  a  scar; 
Oft  had  her  oaks  their  trihute  brought. 
To  lib  its  flanks,  with  thunder  fraught ; 

But  late  her  evil  star 
Had  eufsed  it  on  its  homeward  way, 
— **  The  spoiler  shall  become  the  pcey**' 

Thus  wam*d,  Britannia's  anxious  heart 
Throhb*d  with  prophetic  woe. 

When  she  beheld  that  ship  depart, 
A  fiur  illHMnen'd  show ! 

So  views  the  mother,  through  her  teaia. 

The  daughter  of  her  hopes  and  fears. 
When  hectic  beauties  glow 

On  the  frail  cheek,  where  sweetly  bloom 

The  roses  of  an  early  tomb. 

No  lean  the  brave  adventurefB  knew. 
Peril  and  death  they  spum'd : 

Like  full-fledged  eoglsa  forth  they  flew ; 
Jove*s  birds,  that  [woodly  bum'd. 

In  battle-hurricanes  to  i^-ield 

His  lightnings  on  the  billowy  field ; 
And  many  a  look  diey  tura'd 

O'er  the  blue  waste  of  waves,  to  spy 

A  Gallic  ensign  in  the  sky. 

But  not  to  crush  the  vaunting  foe. 

In  combat  on  the  main. 
Nor  perish  by  a  glorious  blow. 

In  mortal  triumph  slain. 
Was  their  unutterable  &te : 
— ^Tfaat  slory  would  the  Muse  relate. 

The  song  might  rise  in  vain ; 
In  ocean's  deepest,  darkest  bed. 
The  secret  slumbers  with  the  dead. 

On  India's  Imig-expecting  strand 

Their  sails  were  never  furl'd— 
Never  on  known  or  firiendly  land 

By  storms  their  keel  was  hurl'd ; 
Their  native  soil  no  more  they  trod. 
They  rest  beneath  no  hallow'd  sod ; 

Throughout  the  living  world 
This  sole  memorial  of  their  lot 
Remains, — they  were,  and  they  are  not 

The  spirit  of  the  Cape  *  pursued 
T^eir  long  and  toilsome  way ; 
At  length,  in  oceen-solitude. 
He  sprang  upon  his  prey : 
*  Havoc ! '  the  riiipwreck-demon  cried. 
Loosed  all  his  tempests  on  the  tide, 

Gave  all  his  lightnings  play ; 
file  abyss  recoird  before  the  blast, 
Fiiia  stood  the  seamen  to  the  last 


Like  shnoiing  sian,  athwut  th» 
The  merchanteails  were  sped ; 

Yet  oft.  beforo  its  mklnight 
They  mark*d  the  high 

Of  that  devoted  vessel,  tost 

By  winds  and  floo^  now  seen,  mwl 
While  every  gun-fire  spiead 

A  dimmer  flairii,  a  fointer  roar : 

— ^At  length  they  saw,  they  heard  mo 


There  are  to  whom  that  dup  was  dear. 

For  love  and  kindred's  ssike; 
When  these  the  voice  of  Ronnr  hear. 

Their  inmost  heart  shall  qa^», 
Shall  doubt,  and  foar,  and  wishb  9pd  gris' 
Believe,  and  long  to  unbelieveb 

But  never  cease  to  adie ; 
Still  doom'd,  in  sad  suspenee,  to  bear 
The  Hope  that  keeps  alive  Despair. 


THE  SEQLXL. 

Hk  sought  his  sire  ftom  abon  to 

He  sought  him  day  by  day ; 
The  i»ow  he  track'd  was  seen  no 

Breasting  the  ocean-spray : 
Yet,  as  the  winds  bis  voyage  sped. 
He  sail'd  above  his  Other's  bead. 

Unconscious  where  it  lay. 
Deep,  deep  beneath  the  rolling 
— ^He  sought  his  sire ;  he  sou^  in 


Son  of  the  bn\e I  no  longer  weep ; 

Still  with  aflfection  true, 
Al(Hig  the  wild  disastrous  deep, 

Thy  father's  courae  pursue ; 
Full  in  his  wake  of  glory  steer. 
His  spirit  prompts  thy  bold  career. 

His  compass  guides  thee  through ; 
So,  while  thy  thunders  awe  the 
Britain  shall  find  thy  sire  in  thee. 


M.  & 


To  the  Memory  of  "A  Female  whom  Kcknen  bad  re 
to  the  Notea  of  Sorrow,' '  who  correspooded  iriili  tb 
under  this  ncnature,  on  Uie  first  imbbcatioo  of  kit  p 
1806,  but  died  K>on  aAer ;  wbes  ber  real  aaBie  ■■ 
were  discloeed  to  him  by  one  of  ber  surririnc  friaHJ 


1  His  Gspe  oi  Good  Hope,  ronnaly  called  ths  CTtps  of 
OssMiw' ZMnsrf,  Book  V. 


My  Song  of  Sorrow  reach'd  her  ear ; 
She  rained  her  languid  head  to  hear. 
And,  smiling  in  the  arms  of  Death, 
Consoled  me  with  her  latest  breath. 

What  is  the  Poet's  highest  aim. 
His  richest  heritage  of  fame  f 
— ^To  track  the  warrior's  fiery  road. 
With  havoc,  spcul,  destruction  strow'd. 
While  nations  bleed  along  the  plains, 
Dragg'd  at  liis  chariot^whecls  in  chains 
— VVith  fawning  hand  lo  woo  the  lyre. 
Profanely  steal  celestial  fire. 
And  bid  an  idols  altar  blaze 
With  incrnso  of  ujiliailow'd  praise? 
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— ^With  tfran  streini,  Ciicean  art, 
To  win  ttte  ear,  beguile  the  heart. 
Wake  the  wild  panioM  into  rage, 
And  please  and  pioetitute  the  age  ? 

No  I — to  the  generom  Bard  belong 
Diviner  themea  and  purer  aong : 
— To  hail  Religion  fiom  above, 
Deacending  in  the  Ibrm  of  Love, 
And  pointing  throngh  a  world  of  itrife 
ThB  narrow  way  that  leads  to  life : 
—To  poor  the  balm  of  heavenly  rest 
Throngh  Sorrow's  agonizing  breast; 
With  Fity^  tender  arms  embrace 
The  orphans  of  a  kindred  race ; 
And  in  one  none  of  ooneord  bind 
The  lawless  spoilers  of  mankind : 
—To  sing  in  nombers  boldly  free 
The  wars  and  woes  of  liberty ; 
The  gknry  erf"  her  triumphs  tell. 
Her  nobler  soflering  when  she  fell,* 
Girt  widi  the  phalanx  of  the  brave. 
Or  widow*d  on  the  patriot's  grave. 
Which  tyrants  tremble  to  pass  by, 
Ev'n  an  Mm  ear  of  Victory. 

Tlieae  are  the  Bard's  sublimest  views, 
The  ang^visions  of  the  Muse, 
That  o*er  his  morning  slumbers  shine; 
Tlieae  aro  his  themes^ — and  theae  were  mine. 
But  pale  Despondency,  that  stole 
Hie  hg^l  of  gMness  from  my  soul. 
While  youth  and  fbUy  blind&Id  ran 
The  giddy  drcle  up  to  Man, 
Breached  a  dark  spirit  through  my  lyre, 
Diram'd  the  noon  radiance  of  my  /ire. 
And  cast  a  mournful  evening  hue 
(Xer  every  scene  my  fancy  drew. 
Then  though  the  proud  despised  my  strain, 
It  flow'd  not  fiom  my  heart  in  vain ; 
The  lay  of  fieedom,  fervor,  truth. 
Was  dear  to  nndissembling  youth. 
From  manly  breasts  drew  generous  sighs. 
And  Virtue's  tears  from  Beauty's  eyes. 

My  Song  of  Sorrow  reach'd  Her  ear; 
She  raised  her  languid  head  to  hear. 
And,  smiling  in  the  arms  of  Death, 
She  Ueas'd  me  with  her  latest  breath. 

A  secret  hand  to  me  convey'd 
The  thoughts  of  that  inspiring  Maid ; 
They  came  like  voices  on  the  wind. 
Heard  in  the  stillness  of  the  mind, 
When  round  the  Poet's  twilight  walk 
Aerial  beings  seem  to  talk. 
Not  the  twin^tars  of  Leda  shine 
Widi  vernal  influence  more  benign* 
Nor  sweeter,  in  the  sylvan  vale. 
Sings  the  lone-warbling  nightingale, 
Thui  through  my  shades  her  lustra  brake* 
Than  to  my  griefii  her  spirit  spoke. 

My  ftncy  Ibrm'd  her  young  and  fior* 
Pnre  as  hi^  sister-lilies  were, 

1  Pin  vsl  d'offm  vtttoria  on  bel  iofiire. 

OsfCsiis  PofSsrM. 


Adom'd  with  meekest  maiden  glace. 
With  every  charm  of  soul  and  fkce 
That  Virtue's  awful  eye  approves. 
And  fond  Aflfection  dearly  lovea: 
Heaven  in  her  open  aspect  seen. 
Her  Maker's  image  in  her  mien. 

Such  was  the  picture  ftncy  drew. 
In  lineaments  divinely  true ; 
'Hie  muse,  by  her  mysterious  art» 
Had  shown  her  Ukeness  to  my  heart, 
And  every  fiuthful  feature  brought 
O'er  the  clear  mirror  of  my  thought 
— ^Bat  she  was  waning  to  the  tomb ; 
The  worm  of  death  was  in  her  bloom ; 
Yet  as  Uie  mwtal  frame  declined. 
Strong  through  the  ruins  rase  the  mind ; 
As  the  dim  moon,  when  night  ascends, 
Sbw  in  the  east  the  darkness  rends. 
Through  melting  ctouds,  by  gradual  gleans. 
Pours  the  mild  splendor  of  her  beams. 
Then  bursts  in  triumph  o'er  the  pole, 
Froe  as  a  disembodied  soul ! 
Thus,  while  the  veil  of  flesh  decay'd. 
Her  beauties  brighten'd  through  the  shade; 
Charms  which  her  lowly  heart  conoeal'd 
In  nature's  weakness  were  reveal'd : 
And  still  the  unrobing  spirit  cast 
Diviner  glories  to  the  last. 
Dissolved  its  bonds,  and  clear'd  its  flight* 
Emerging  into  perfect  light. 

Yet  shall  the  friends  who  loved  her  weep. 
Though  shrined  in  peace  the  sufierer  sleep, 
Though  rapt  to  heaven  the  saint  aspire. 
With  seraph  guards,  on  wings  of  fire ; 
Yet  shall  they  w^eep ; — for  oil  and  well 
Remembrance  shall  her  story  tell, 
Aflfection  of  her  virtues  speak, 
With  beaming  eye  and  burning  cheek. 
Each  action,  word,  and  look  recall. 
The  last,  the  loveliest  of  all. 
When  on  the  lap  of  death  she  lay. 
Serenely  smiled  her  soul  away, 
And  left  surviving  Friendship's  breast 
Warm  with  the  sun-set  of  her  rest 

O  thou,  who  wert  on  earth  unknown, 
Companion  of  my  thought  alone, 
Unchanged  in  heaven  to  me  thou  art. 
Still  hold  communion  with  my  heart ; 
Cheer  thou  my  hopes,  exalt  my  views. 
Be  the  good  angel  of  my  Muse; 
— And  if  to  thine  apfooving  ear 
My  plaintive  numbers  once  were  dear; 
If,  fcilling  round  thy  dying  hours 
like  evening  dews  on  closing  flowe^^ 
They  soothed  thy  pains,  and  through  thy  soul 
With  melancholy  sweemess  stole, 
Hkar  Ms : — When  slumber  fhnn  mine  eyei^ 
That  roll  in  irksome  darkness,  flies ; 
When  the  lorn  spectre  of  unrest 
At  conscious  midnight  haunts  my  breast  | 
When  former  joys  and  present  woes, 
And  future  fears,  are  all  my  foes ; 
Spirit  of  my  departed  friend. 
Calm  through  the  troubled  gloom  descends 
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With  ttnim  erf"  triumph  od  thy  toogne^ 
Such  M  to  dying  ninti  are  sung ; 
Such  aa  in  Paradin  the  ear 
Of  God  himaelf  delighta  to  hear ; 
-^]!ome,  all  uneeen ;  he  only  known 
By  Zion'i  harp  of  higher  tone, 
WarUing  to  diy  mysterioua  voice ; 
Bid  my  desponding  powen  rc^joioe ; 
And  I  will  liaten  to  thy  lay, 
Till  night  ahd  wrow  flee  away. 
Till  gladnea  o'er  my  boacnn  riae, 
And  morning  kindle  round  the  akiae. 

If  thna  to  me.  aweet  aaint,  be  given 
To  learn  flom  thee  the  hymni  of  Heaven, 
Thine  inapiration  will  impart 
Seraphic  ardors  to  my  heart ; 
My  voice  thy  music  shall  prolong. 
And  echo  thy  entrancing  song ; 
My  lyre,  with  sympathy  divine. 
Shall  answer  every  chord  of  thine, 
mil  their  consenting  tones  give  birth 
To  hannonies  unkxMwn  on  eardi. 
Then  shall  my  thoughts,  in  living  fire 
Sent  down  fiom  heaven,  to  heaven  aspire, 
My  verse  through  lofty  measures  rise, 
A  scale  of  gloiy  to  the  skies, 
Resembling,  on  each  hallow'd  theme. 
The  ladder  of  the  Patriarch's  dream, 
(Xer  which  descending  angels  shone. 
On  earthly  missions  from  the  throne. 
Returning  by  the  steps  they  trod, 
Up|to  the  Paradise  of  God. 


THE  PEAK  MOUNTAINS, 

WRITTKN  AT  BUXTON,  IN  AUGUST,  1812. 


It  mar  be  tweTal  to  remark,  that  the  loenery  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  Boxtoo,  wheo  ranreycd  from  any  of  the  lorrounding 
flouneDcea,  consiiti  chiefly  of  nomeroua  and  naked  hilk,  of 
which  many  are  yet  untncloeed,  and  the  rat  poorly  culti- 
vated ;  the  whole  diatrict,  except  in  the  immediate  precincti 
of  the  Bathsand  the  Tiilace  of  Fairfield,  being  tni«.»yi^r  ban 
of  both  treea  and  honws. 


PART  I. 

Health  on  these  open  hills  I  seek. 

By  these  delicious  springs  in  vain ; 

The  rose  on  this  deserted  cheek 

Shall  never  bloom  again ; 

For  youth  is  fled ; — and  less  by  time 

Than  sorrow  torn  away, 

The  pride,  the  strength  of  manhood's  prime. 

Falls  to  decay. 

Restless  and  fluttering  to  expire, 

Life's  vapor  sheds  a  cold  dim  light. 

Frail  as  Uie  evanescent  fire 

Amidst  the  murky  night. 

That  tempts  the  traveller  fiom  a&r 

To  follow,  o'er  the  heath. 

Its  baleful  and  bewildering  star 

To  snares  of  death. 


A  dreary  torpor  numbs  my  bvam ; 

Now  shivering  pale^ — now  flush'd  with  b 

Hurried,  then  slow,  fiom  vein  to  vod 

Unequal  pulses  beat; 

Quick  palpitaticms  heave  my  heart. 

Anon  it  seems  to  sink; 

Alarm'd  at  sudden  soimds  I  start, 

Fnun  shadows  shrink. 

Bear  me,  my  failing  limba!  O!  bear 

A  melancholy  sufierer  fiNrth, 

To  breathe  abroad  the  nKMmlain  air 

Freeh  fiom  the  vigoroua  north ; 

To  view  the  proapeet,  waste  and  vriU. 

Tempestuous  or  serene, 

Still  dear  to  me,  aa  to  the  ciiild 

Tlia  mother's  mien. 

Ah !  who  can  look  oo  Natoia'a  6eev 

And  feel  unhcdy  pawjona  move  f 

Her  forma  of  nuyies^  and  grace 

I  cannot  choose  but  love : 

Her  fiowns  or  smilea  my  woea  diaani. 

Care  and  repining  ceaae ; 

Her  terrors  awe,  her  bwiitim  dbum 

My  thoughts  to  peace. 

Already  throng  mine  inmoat  aoidf 

A  deep  tranquillity  I  leeU 

O'er  every  nerve,  with  vM  eoatnl. 

Her  oonsolationB  steal ; 

Hiis  fever'd  frame  and  fietfU 

Jarring  'midst  doubts  and  lean^ 

Are  soothed  to  harmoiqr  s— I  find 

Delight  in  tears. 

I  quit  the  path,  and  track  with  toil 
The  moimtain's  unfrequented  Dmae ; 
Deep  moss  and  heather  clothe  the  aoiL 
And  many  a  springlet  playa. 
That  welling  from  its  secret  source 
Down  rugged  dells  is  tost. 
Or  spreads  through  rushy  fens  iia  ooone. 
Silently  lost. 

The  flocks  and  herda»  that  freely  iwy 
These  moorlands,  turn  a  jealous  eye. 
As  if  the  form  of  man  were  strange. 
To  watch  mo  stealing  by; 
The  heifer  stands  aloof  to  gaae. 
The  colt  comes  boldly  on  .* — 
I  pause, — he  shakes  his  forelock,  neiglM. 
Starts,  and  is  gone. 

I  seek  the  valley  .* — all  alone 
I  se«n  in  this  sequester'd  place ; 
Not  so ;  I  meet,  unseen,  yet  known, 
My  Maker  face  to  face ; 
My  heart  perceives  his  presence  nigh. 
And  hears  his  vmce  {soclaim. 
While  bright  his  glory  passes  by. 
His  noblest  name. 

Lovx  is  that  name, — for  God  is  Lovi; 
— ^Here,  where,  unbuilt  by  mortal  hands, 
Moimtains  below  and  heavm  above. 
His  awful  tomple  stands, 
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I  worriiip: — ^Lord!  though  I  am  dart 
And  Mhw  in  thy  nght. 
Be  thoQ  my  itrength ;  in  thee  I  tnut. 
Be  thou  my  light" 

PART  II. 

KmcBaiNO  fiom  the  cavem'd  glen, 

From  iteep  to  iteep  I  slowly  climb, 

And  far  above  the  haunts  of  mea 

I  tread  in  air  auUime! 

Beneath  my  path  the  awallowi  aweep ; 

Yet  higher  cngi  impend. 

And  idld  flowers  fiom  the  fianuea  peep^ 

And  rilla  descend. 

Now  on  tht  ridgea  bare  and  bleak* 
Cool  round  my  templea  sighs  the  gale ; 
Ye  wnids,  that  wander  o'er  the  IMt ; 
Ye  mountain-spiriti,  hail ! 
Ai^b  of  health!  to  roan  below 
Ye  bring  oakaiial  airs ; 
Bear  bai^  to  Hin,  fiom  whom  jre  blow, 
Ow  praise  and  prayers. 


Hen,  like  tiM  eag^  fi«n  his  nest, 
I  lake  my  pnod  and  disy  stand ; 
Hate,  finn  die  cliff's  suMimest  crert, 
Look  down  upon  the  land: 
O  fiir  Ike  eag^*s  eye,  to  gaae 
Undated  through  this  Ught! 
O  6r  tiie  mffie^a  wings,  to  raise 
OTcranaqrflq^i! 

Tbm  mm  m  ^ory  walks  die  sky, 
WUle  fceey  doads  are  floating  round, 
WlMNa  shapaa  aloog  the  landscape  fly, 
—•Herat  diequering  o*er  the  ground ; 
Tliara.  down  Ike  ^bns  die  shadows  sweep. 
Widi  daaqgiag li^ts  between; 
Yonder  di^  cliinb  die  upland  steep, 
Shiftiqg  die  Boene. 

Above,  beneadi,  immensely  spread, 
VaHeys  and  hoaiy  rocks  I  view, 
Heif^  over  heighti  exalt  their  head. 
Of  many  a  sombre  hoe ; 
No  waving  woods  their  flanks  adorn. 
No  hedge-iowB,  gay  with  trees. 
Encircle  fields,  where  floods  of  corn 
RoU  to  the  breeie. 

My  soul  this  vast  horiion  fills. 
Within  whose  undnlaled  line 
Thick  stand  the  multitude  of  hills. 
And  clear  the  waters  shine ; 
Grey  mossy  walls  the  slope  ascend ; 
While  roads  that  tire  the  eye. 
Upward  their  winding  oourw  extend. 
And  touch  the  sky. 

With  rude  diversity  of  form. 

The  insulated  mountains  tower : 

— OA  o*er  these  cliflii  the  transient  storm 

And  partial  darknfss  lower, 
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While  }'ondrr  summits  far  away 
Shine  sweetly  through  the  gloom, 
Like  glimpses  of  eternal  day 
Beyond  the  tomb. 

Hither,  of  old,  the  Almighty  came; 

Clouds  were  his  car,  his  steeds  the  wind ; 

Before  Him  went  devouring  flame, 

And  thunder  roll'd  behind ; 

At  His  approach  the  mountains  reel'd 

Like  vessels  to  and  fro : 

Earth,  heaving  like  a  sea,  reveal'd 

The  gulft  below. 

Brnrne  through  the  wilderness  in  wrath, 

He  seem'd  in  power  alone  a  God ; 

But  blessings  follow'd  in  his  path. 

For  Mercy  seized  his  rod ; 

She  smote  the  rock,^ — and  as  he  passM 

Forth  gush'd  a  li\'ing  stream ; 

The  fire,  the  earthquake,  and  the  blast 

Fled  as  a  dream. 

Behold  the  everlasting  hills, 

In  that  convulsion  scattcr*d  round ; 

Hark !  from  their  caves  tlie  issuing  rills 

With  sweetest  music  sound. 

Ye  lame  and  impotent !  draw  near ; 

With  healing  on  her  wing. 

The  cherub  Mercy  watches  here 

Her  ancient  spring. 


TO  ANN  AND  JANE, 

WHITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  IN  THE  SMALL  VOLUXI 
OF  HYMNS  FOR  INFANT  MINOB. 

Whf.n  the  shades  of  night  retire 
From  the  mom's  advancing  beams. 
Ere  the  hills  are  tip!  with  fire. 
And  the  radiance  lights  the  streams, 
Lo,  the  lark  begins  her  song. 
Early  on  the  wing  and  long. 

Summon'd  l^  the  signal  notes, 
Soon  her  sisters  quit  the  lawn. 
With  their  wildly  warbling  throats. 
Soaring  in  the  dappled  dawn ; 
Brighter,  warmer  spread  the  reys. 
Louder,  sweeter  swell  their  lays. 

Nestlings,  in  their  grassy  beds. 
Hearkening  to  the  joyful  sound, 
HeavenwsLrd  point  their  little  heads* 
Lowly  twittering  from  the  ground. 
Ere  their  wings  are  fledged  to  fly. 
To  the  chorus  in  the  nky. 

Thus,  fair  Minstreln,  while  ye  sing. 
Teaching  infant  minds  to  mise 
To  the  universal  King 
Humble  hsonns  of  prayer  and  praise. 
O  may  all  who  hear  your  voice 
Look,  and  listen,  and  rejoice ! 

Faltering  like  the  skyhirk's  young, 
While  your  numbers  they  record. 
Soon  may  every  heart  and  tongue 
lieam  lo  magnify  the  Lord  ; 
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And  your  itnuns,  divinely  sweet. 
Unborn  nuUions  thus  repeat 

Minstrels!  what  reward  is  due 
For  this  labor  of  your  love  f 
— Through  eternity  may  Yoo, 
In  the  Paradise  above. 
Round  the  deer  Redeemer's  feet, 
All  your  infant  readers  meet. 


OCCASIONAL  ODE. 

FOa  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OP  THE  ROYAL  BRITISH  SYSTEM 
OF  EDOCATION,  HELD  AT  FREEMASONS'  HALL, 
MAY  16,  1812. 

The  lion,  o'er  his  wild  domains. 

Rules  with  the  terror  of  his  eye ; 

The  eagle  of  the  rock  maintains 

By  finrce  his  empire  in  the  sky ; 

The  shark,  the  tyrant  of  the  flood. 

Reigns  through  the  deep  with  quenchless  rage ; 

Parent  and  young,  unwean'd  fiom  blood, 

Are  still  the  same  from  age  to  age. 

Of  all  that  live,  and  move,  and  breathe, 
Man  only  rises  o'er  his  birth ; 
He  looks  above,  around,  beneath, 
At  once  the  heir  of  heaven  and  earth : 
Force,  cuiming,  speed,  which  Nature  gave 
The  various  tribes  throughout  her  plan. 
Life  to  enjoy,  frotn  death  to  save, — 
These  are  the  lowest  powers  of  Man. 

From  strength  to  strength  he  travels  on : 
He  leaves  the  lingering  brute  behind : 
And  when  a  few  short  years  ore  gone, 
He  soars,  a  disembodied  mind : 
Beyond  the  grave,  his  course  sublime 
Destined  through  nobler  paths  to  run. 
In  his  career  the  end  of  Time 
Is  but  Eternity  begun. 

What  guides  him  in  his  high  pursuit. 

Opens,  illumines,  cheers  his  way. 

Discerns  the  immortal  from  the  brute, 

God's  image  from  the  mould  of  clay  ? 

'T  is  Knowledge : — Knowledge  to  the  soul 

Is  power,  and  liberty,  and  peace ; 

And  while  celetitial  ages  roll. 

The  joy's  of  Knowledge  shall  increase. 

Hail !  to  the  glorious  plan,  that  spread 
IThe  light  with  universal  beams. 
And  throuG;h  the  human  desert  led 
Truth's  living,  pure,  perpetual  streams. 
— Behold  a  new  creation  rise. 
New  spirit  breathed  into  the  clod. 
Where'er  the  voice  of  Wisdom  cries, 
"  Man,  know  thyself,  and  fear  thy  God." 


A  DAUGHTER  TO  HER  MOTHER, 
ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY,  NOVEMBER  25,  181L 

This  the  day  to  me  most  dear 
In  the  changes  of  the  year ; 
Spring,  the  fields  and  woods  adorning. 
Spring  may  boast  a  gayer  morning ; 


Summer  noon,  with  bri^ter 
Gild  the  mountains  and  the 
Autumn,  through  the  twilight  vale. 
Breathe  a  more  delicious  gale : 
Tet  though  stem  November  reigns. 
Wild  and  wintry  o'er  the  plains. 
Never  does  the  momii^  rise 
Half  80  welcome  to  mine  eyes; 
Noontide  glories  never  shed 
Rays  so  beauteous  round  m}'  head ; 
Never  looks  the  evening-scene 
So  enchantingly  serene 
As  on  this  returning  day* 
When,  in  s|Hrit  npt  away. 
Joys  and  sorrows  I  have  known. 
In  the  years  fbr  ever  flown. 
Wake  at  every  sound  and  sight, 
Reminiscenoe  of  delight. 
All  around  me,  all  above. 
Witnessing  a  Mother's  lore. 

Love,  that  watch'd  my  eaiiy  jmn 
With  conflicting  hopes  mod  kin; 
Love,  that  through  life's  flowwy  Mqr 
Led  my  childhood,  prone  to  stny; 
Love,  that  still  directs  my  youth 
With  the  constancy  of  TViufa, 
Heightens  every  bliss  it  aharei^ 
Softens  and  divides  the  cares. 
Smiles  away  my  light  distress. 
Weeps  for  joy.  or  tenderness : 
— May  that  love,  to  latest  age. 
Cheer  my  earthly  pilgrimage; 
May  that  love,  or  death  victorious. 
Rise  beyond  the  grave  more  gkirioas; 
Souls,  united  here,  would  be 
One  to  all  eternity. 

When  these  eyes,  from  native  night. 
First  uniblded  to  the  light. 
On  what  object,  iair  and  new. 
Did  they  fu  their  fondest  \*iew  f 
On  my  Mother's  smiling  mien ; 
All  the  mother  there  was  seen. 
When  their  weary  lids  would  ckMV. 
And  she  sung  me  to  repuse. 
Found  I  not  the  sweetest  rest 
On  my  Mother's  peaceful  breast  ? 
When  my  tongue  from  hers  had  caught 
Sounds  to  utter  infant  thought. 
Readiest  then  what  accents  came  ? 
Those  that  meant  my  Mother's  name. 
When  my  timid  ft'ot  begun 
Strangely  pleased,  to  stand  or  run, 
*T  was  my  Mother's  voice  and  eye 
Most  encouraged  me  to  try. 
Safe  to  run,  and  strong  to  !>tand. 
Holding  by  her  gentle  hand. 

Time  since  then  hath  deeper  made 
Lines,  where  youthful  dimples  play'd ; 
Yet  to  me  my  Mother's  face 
Wears  a  more  angelic  grace  : 
And  her  tresses  thin  and  hooiy. 
Are  they  not  a  crouTi  of  glory  f 
— Cruel  griefs  have  wrung  that  hreesC. 
Once  my  Paradise  of  rest; 
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While  in  theae  I  bear  a  part. 
Wanner  grows  my  Mother's  heart. 
Closer  our  affections  twine, 
Mine  with  hers,  and  hers  with  mine. 
— Many  a  name,  since  hers  I  knew, 
Have  I  loved  with  honor  due. 
But  no  name  shall  be  more  dear 
Than  my  Mother's  to  mine  ear. 
— Many  a  hand  that  Friendship  pli^ted 
Have  1  clasp'd,  with  all  delighted, 
But  more  fiuthful  none  can  be 
Than  my  Mother's  hand  to  me. 

Thus  by  every  tie  endear'd, 
Thus  with  filial  reverence  fear'd, 
Mother !  on  this  day,  'tis  meet 
That,  with  salutation  sweet, 
I  should  wish  you  years  of  health. 
Worldly  happiness  and  wealth. 
And  when  good  old  age  is  pest. 
Heaven's  eternal  peace  at  last ! 
But  with  these  I  frame  a  vow 
For  a  double  blessing  now ; 
One,  that  richly  shall  combine 
Your  felid^  with  mine ; 
One,  in  wfaidi,  with  soul  and  voice. 
Both  together  may  rejoice ; 
O  what  tkaU  that  blessing  be  7 
— ^Dearest  Mother!  may  you  see 
All  jfour  prayers  fulfill'd /or  me  ! 


STANZAS, 

31  BXAIMBia  THE  VBR8X8  ENTITLED  **  RESIGNATION," 
WRITTEN  BT  CHATTERTON,  A  FEW  DAYS  BEFORE 
HIS  MBLANCHOLT  END. 

A  DTiNO  swan  of  Pindus  sings 

In  wUdly-moimifbl  strains ; 

As  Death's  oold  fingers  snap  the  strings, 

His  suflering  lyre  complains. 

Soft  as  the  mist  of  evening  wends 
Along  die  shadowy  vale ; 
Sad  as  in  storms  the  moon  ascends, 
And  tmns  the  darkness  pale : 

So  soft  the  melting  numbers  flow 
From  his  harmonious  lips ; 
So  sad  his  woe-wan  leatures  show. 
Just  fiMiing  ih  eclipse. 

The  Bard,  to  dark  despair  reaign'd, 
With  his  expiring  art. 
Sings,  'midst  the  tempest  of  his  mind, 
The  shipwreck  of  his  heart 

If  Hope  still  seem  to  linger  nigh, 
And  hover  o'er  his  head, 
Her  pinions  are  too  weak  to  fly, 
Or  Hope  ere  now  had  fled. 

Rash  Minstrel !  who  can  hear  thy  songs. 
Nor  long  to  share  thy  fire  7 
Who  read  thine  errors  and  thy  wrongs. 
Nor  eiecrate  the  lyre  7 


The  lyre  that  sunk  thee  to  the  grave, 
When  bursting  into  bloom. 
That  lyre  the  power  to  Genius  gave 
To  blossom  in  the  tomb. 

Yes ; — till  his  memory  fiiil  with  jrears. 
Shall  Time  thy  strains  recite ; 
And  while  thy  story  swells  his  tears. 
Thy  song  shall  charm  his  flight. 


THE  WILD  ROSE. 

ON  PLUCKING  ONE  LATfc  IN  THE  MONTH  OF  0C7T0BBR. 

Tuou  lost  pale  promise  of  the  waning  year. 

Poor  sickly  Rose!  what  dost  thou  here? 

Why,  frail  flower!  so  late  a  comer, 

Hast  thou  slept  away  the  summer  7 

Since  now,  in  Autumn's  sullen  reign, 

When  ev'ry  breexe 

Unrobes  the  trees. 

And  strews  their  annual  garments  on  tlie  plain, 

Awaking  from  repose, 

Thy  Faiiy  Uds  unclose. 

Feeble,  evanescent  flower, 
Smile  away  thy  sunless  hour ; 
Every  daisy,  in  my  walk. 
Scorns  thee  from  its  humbler  stalk 
Nothing  but  thy  form  discloses 
Thy  descent  from  rojral  roses ; 
How  thine  ancestors  would  blush 
To  behold  thee  on  their  bush, 
Drooping  thy  dejected  head 
Where  their  bolder  blossoms  spread. 
Withering  in  the  frosty  gale. 
Where  their  fragrance  fill'd  the  vale ! 

Last  and  meanest  of  thy  race. 

Void  of  beauty,' color,  grace ! 

No  bee  delighted  sips 

Ambrosia  from  thy  lips ; 

No  spangling  dew-drops  gem 

Thy  fine  elaitic  stem ; 

No  living  lustre  glistens  o'er  thy  bloom. 

Thy  sprigs  no  verdant  leaves  adorn. 

Thy  bosom  breathes  no  exquisite  perfume; 

But  pale  thy  countenance  as  snow. 

While,  nnconceal'd  below, 

All  naked  glares  the  threatening  thorn. 

Around  thy  bell,  o'er  mildew'd  leaves, 
EGs  ample  web  a  spider  weaves ; 
A  wily  ruflkn,  gaunt  and  grim, 
EQs  labsrrinlhine  toils  he  spreads 
Pensile  and  light  ^->his  gk)ssy  threads 
Bestrew'd  with  many  a  wing  and  limb; 
Even  in  thy  chalice  he  prepares 
His  deadly  poison  and  delusive  snares. 

While  I  pause,  a  vagrant  fly 
Giddily  comes  buxzing  Jby ; 
Round  and  round,  on  viewless  wings, 
Lo !  the  insect  wheels  and  sings ; 
Closely  oouch'd,  the  fiend  discovers, 
Sets  him  with  his  sevenfeld  eyes. 
And  while  o'er  the  verge  he  hovers, 
Seems  lo  fasrinate  his  prixe, 
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A>  the  iJiBtr-n  nugwuc  glafc 
Cfavna  thf  Oinaig  irilwa  of  air. 

DoBinod  victim.  It  hi.  JB** 

Heavn'i  thimder  nuw  Dm  gol^  ba! 

Til]  »'lniry  »lndB,m>d  &miiulknr. 
Av«iig«  Ih;  oud  dradi! 

Mow  -laidM  kmdHd  <»»«  nugtad, 
Onlii.lMialight>theayi 

Ah    he  feok  hiiwir  EuumBled. 
Unrk    ho  puun  s.-plleuiu  dry, 
Swift  sa  bea-h'i  own  uniw*  ikn. 

Bui  ever;  itiMbntrf  thjF  wing 
Be  qBicken'd  wtien  it  lie*. 
And  at  the  ecia  Mum  of  ipring. 
AftegtvaoetnlipriM! 

On  hi(  prey  llie  ipider  iprin^ 

Windi  {he  wob  about  his  wliig* ; 
^uick  u  he  came,  reaiiling  then, 
"ITie  liUain  vaniihei  inw  lji>  den. 

Few  mce  Ihy  dsj^^  ihy  ploMnn.  fc.. 

Simple  mid  uiKioiiGuKl^ 

On  ■unbconiB  -every  mooiem  flew. 

Nor  leA  ■  cue  behind. 

Th.  doptno  %  pewdve.  tea  It. 

Tbe  hmlmam  cK>i>  of  hU  GKe; 

Dinalcr  crowdi  upon  ilinuler. 

And  every  Kniggle  to  gel  free 

Sna[a  the  hopes  of  lihenv. 

And  dra«.  llie  luiot  of  liiiiJriEe  l*Mer. 

In^nngtebuiUtfarcorin-iM. 
And  woo  Ihy  merry  bride, 
Cuol  and  fly.  and  •port  and  km. 
Waa  aU  Ihy  humble  pride. 

»>lii.-  awhile  m  lig)ii  und  iiir 
Thy  fme  'i  i»  eiwy  to  furchnw 

Ptpserved^ lo  perish  i"  b  rafer  Due  I 

Spider,  ihy  HorthlvH  lifp  I  «pnre 
Advice  on  Ihee  'I  were  vain  lo  ipend. 
Thy  nicked  ways  lliuu  will  DM  mend. — 
Thni  hule  Ihee.  apcnler.  mend  thy  net : 
WinrUuinl 
Moat  be  yon  tfy, 
If  he  Hcajio  Qiy  trammeb  yet ; 
MfHt  Hi^rly  Ihe  trap  ii  ■eu^t 


Thine  sxpwi,  nqiinlid  and  forlom, 
Inaurea  thy  praFefid,  dull  decay; 
Hadm  Ihou  mth  hluthve  hid  ihy  tbom, 
Giown  "Bvifpi  lu  pciiM*  nnd  lovely  to  Ihe 
1  might  have  pluck'd  ihy  flower. 
Worn  il  an  hour, 
"  ITien  MM  il  li 


ON  FINDING  THE  FEATHEBS  OF  A  L 


Tmm  biile  relio.liai-lesul^rdr 
That  itrew  the  looely  vale, 
Widi  silsnt  eloqnenoe  recoid 
Thy  mclnntholy  mle, 

like  autumn'*  Isuvu.  Ibat  nslle  lonnd 
From  every  wiiheruig  tree, 
Thaea  plntno.  -diihovell'd  o'ei  the  fpoimd, 
Alone  remain  of  ihee. 


Halh  bean  Ihy  limelea*  grave  j 
No  pitying  eye  diy  murder  law, 
No  friefil  amieared  lo  aave. 


Uapiiy  bryood  the  kM  of  kinga. 

Tdl  tbe  liitl  lang.  Ibnl  ton  tbe  (UiP) 
Pram  [by  disever'd  keeit. 

When  lata  to  Mcrel  griaA  a  ftrj, 

I  nander'd  aknvly  befe, 

Wild  fn>ni  tJi<^  ru|w  an  nnleii  1^, 


And  hariDoniaed  ray  so 
Now.  bhthe  muiidan ! 


The  houndi,  ihai  Ihnugh  Itw  ecfaoiDg  «in 
The  [anting  bore  punue : 
The  druma.  (bat  wake  the  ay  of  blood. 
—The  voicv  of  Glory  loo '. 


Poiaaken  where  they  die. 

Yel  couM  ihe  Muse,  whose  stiaina 
Thine  unregarded  doom, 
Enshiine  thee  in  immoruil  verse. 


Though  brief  at  Ihine  my  tmMAd  dale. 
When  wai  ■  -         ■  ■ 

llie  sad  m 


'  lingering  pwip  to  fed 
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SONNET. 
TO  ABRlDE. 

Imitated  firocn  the  Italian  of  P.Salandii. 


more  divinely  beautiful  thou  ait» 

!  of  Love's  inconstancy  beware ; 

h  o'er  thy  charms,  and  with  an  angel's  care 

ird  thy  maiden  purity  of  heart : 

'ery  whisper  of  temptation,  start ; 

lightest  breathings  of  unhallow'd  air 

's  tender,  trembling  lustre  will  impair, 

tU  the  light  of  innocence  depart. 

.  fhm  the  bosom  of  an  Alpine  hill, 
1  the  coy  fcuntain  sparkles  into  day, 
lunbeams  bathe  and  brighten  in  its  rill, 
re  a  plant  and  there  a  flower,  in  play, 
ing  to  np,  the  little  channel  fill, 
M,  and  languiihee,  and  dies  away. 


SONNET. 


Imitstsii  from  the  Italian  of  Petnuch. 


KELT  and  thoughtful  o'er  deserted  plains, 
I  with  melancholy  steps  and  slow, 
eyes  intent  to  shun,  where'er  I  go, 
track  of  man : — from  him  to  hide  my  pains, 
tfiige  save  the  wilderness  remains : 
curious  multitude  would  quickly  know, 
bt  affected  smiles,  the  cherish'd  woe 
wrings  my  bosom,  and  consumes  my  veins. 

that  the  rocks  and  streams  of  solitude, 
vales  and  woods  alone,  my  grieft  might  see ! 
laths,  however  secret,  wild  and  rude, 
t  not  from  tormenting  pnraion  free; 
re*er  I  wander,  still  by  Love  pursued. 
Him  I  hold  communion,  He  with  Me. 


SONNET. 

IX  BXBOK  OF  OElf  OA  BT  TITE  FRENCH  ARMY  IN  16^ 


Imitated  from  the  ItaTian  of  Gaetana  TtmenaL 


UBKETY  SPEAKS. 


iCt  native  Genoa !  if  with  tearlea  eye, 
e  in  the  dust  thy  beauteous  form  I  see, 
k  not  thy  daughter's  heart  is  d«id  to  thee ; 
ere  treason,  O,  my  mother !  here  to  ngh, 
lere.  majestic,  though  in  ashsa,  lie 
hies  of  vabr,  skill,  and  constancy ; 
at  each  glance,  each  footstep,  I  descry 
proud  memorials  of  diy  love  to  me. 

I^Miqiiest  to  ix>ble  suffering  lost  the  day, 
glorious  was  thy  vengeance  on  the  foe, 
B  saw  thee  perish,  yet  not  feel  the  blow.*' 
I  liberty,  exulting  on  her  way, 
d  the  dear  relics,  mouldering  as  they  lay, 
cried  ■  — **  In  ruins  f  YeM* — In  slavery  f  No." 


SONNET. 

ON  THE  81EOE   OF  FAMAGUeTA,  IN  THE  ISLAND  OF 
CTPaVS,   BY  THE   TURKS,   IN  1571. 


Imitated  from  Ihs  Italian  of  Benedetto  dalTUva. 


Thus  saith  the  Lord: — ^In  whom  shall  Cypms  tnist. 
With  all  her  crimes,  her  luxury,  and  pride  f 
In  her  voluptuous  loves  will  she  confide. 
Her  harIot<]aughteri,  and  her  queen  of  lustt 
My  day  is  come  when  o'er  her  neck  in  dust 
Vengeance  and  fuiy  shall  triumphant  ride. 
Death  and  captivity  the  spoil  divide. 
And  Cjrprus  perish  .* — I  the  Lord  am  just 

**  Then  he  that  bought,  and  he  that  sold  in  thee. 
Thy  princely  merchants,  shall  their  loss  deplore, 
Brothers  in  ruin  as  in  fraud  before ; 
And  thou,  who  madest  thy  rampart  of  the  sea. 
Less  by  thy  foes  cast  down  than  crush'd  by  ftfo ! 
Thou.  Famagusta !  foil,  and  rise  no  more." 


DEPARTED  DATS; 

A  RHAPSODY, 

WRITTEN  ON   VI8ITINO  FULNECK,  IN   YORKSHIRE, 

WHERE  THE  AI7TU0R  WAS  EDUCATED^ 

IN  THE  SPRING  OF  1806. 

Days  of  my  childhood,  hail ! 
Whose  gentle  spirits,  wandering  here, 
Down  in  the  visionary  vale. 
Before  mine  eyes  appear. 
Benignly  pensive,  beautifully  pale ; 
O  days  for  ever  fled,  for  ever  dear. 
Days  of  my  childhood,  hail ! 

Joys  of  my  early  hours : 

The  swallows  on  the  wing. 

The  bees  among  the  flowers. 

The  butterflies  of  spring, 

light  as  their  lovely  moments  flew. 
Were  not  more  gay,  more  innocent  than  you : 

And  fugitive  as  they. 

Like  butterflies  in  spring. 

Like  bees  among  the  flowers. 

Like  swallows  on  the  wing. 
How  swifl,  how  soon  ye  passed  away, 

Joys  of  my  early  hojirs ! 

The  loud  Atlantic  ocean. 

On  Scotland's  rugged  breast, 

Rocks,  with  harmonious  motion. 

His  weary  waves  to  rest, 

And  gleaming  round  her  emerald  isles. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  sun-set  smiles. 

On  that  romantic  shore 

My  parents  hail'd  their  fusUbom  boy : 

A  mother's  pangs  my  mother  bore. 

My  frither  felt  a  fiither's  joy : 

My  father,  mother^ — parents  now  no  more ! 

Beneath  the  LioD-Star  they  sleeps 

Beyond  the  western  deep. 
And  when  the  stm's  noon-glory  crests  the  wavias. 
He  shines  without  a  shadow  on  their  graves.' 


llo 


of  Bsrbadoesaad  Tobsfo. 
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Sweet  aeM,  and  flmling  ■boret ! 

When  no  tomado^einan  rout. 

Resembling  that  celestial  clime 

Where,  with  die  spirit!  of  the  Uest, 

Beyond  the  hurricanes  of  Time, 

From  all  their  toik  my  parents  rest : 

There  skies,  eternally  serene. 

Diffuse  ambrosial  babn 

Through  sylvan  isles  for  ever  green, 

O'er  seas  for  ever  calm ; 
While  saints  and  angels,  kindling  in  his  rays. 
On  the  full  gbry  of  the  Godhead  gaze. 
And  taste  and  prove,  in  that  transporting  sig^t, 
Joy  without  sorrow,  without  darkness  light 

Light  without  darkness,  without  sorrow  joy, 
On  earth  are  all  unknown  to  man ; 
Here,  while  I  roved,  a  heedless  Ix^, 
Here,  while  through  paths  of  peace  I  ran. 
My  feet  were  vex'd  with  puny  snares. 
My  bueom  stung  with  insect-cares : 
But  ah !  what  light  and  little  things 
Are  childhood's  vmen  I — they  break  no  rest ; 
like  dew-drops  on  the  skylark's  wings. 
While  slumbering  in  his  grassy  nest. 
Gone  in  a  moment,  when  he  springs 
To  meet  the  mom  with  open  breast. 
As  o*er  the  eastern  hills  her  bannen  glow. 
And  veird  in  mist  the  valley  sleeps  bebw. 

Like  him,  on  these  delightful  plains, 
I  laoght,  with  fearless  voice. 
The  echoing  woods  to  sound  my  strains. 
The  mountains  to  rejdce. 
HaU !  to  the  trees  beneath  whose  shade, 
Rtipt  into  worlds  unseen,  I  stray'd ; 
Hail !  to  the  stream  that  purl'd  along 
In  hoarse  accordance  to  my  song ; 
My  song,  that  pour'd  uncensurcd  lays, 
Tuned  to  a  dying  Sa\nor*8  praise. 
In  numbers  simple,  wild  and  sweet. 
As  were  the  flowers  beneath  my  feet ; — 
Those  flowers  are  dead. 
Those  numbers  fled, 
Yet  o'er  my  secret  thought. 
From  cold  Oblivion's  silent  gloom. 
Their  music  to  mine  ear  is  brought, 
like  voices  from  the  tomb. 

As  yet  in  this  untainted  breast 
No  baneful  passion  bum'd. 
Ambition  haid  not  banish'd  rest, 
Nor  Hope  had  earthward  tum'd ; 
Proud  Reason  still  in  shadow  lay. 
And  in  my  firmament  alone. 
Forerunner  of  the  day. 
The  dazzling  star  of  wonder  shone. 
By  whose  enchanting  ray 
Creation  open'd  on  my  earliest  view, 
And  all  was  beautiful,  for  all  was  new. 

Too  soon  my  mind's  awakening  powers 

Made  the  light  slumbers  flee, 

Then  vanish'd  with  the  golden  hours. 

The  morning  dreams  of  Infancy; 
Sweet  were  those  slumbers,  dear  those  dreams  to  me ; 
And  yet  to  mournful  Memory  lingering  here. 
Sweet  are  those  slumbers,  and  thow  dreams  are  dear; 


For  hither,  from  my  native  clime. 
The  hand  that  leads  Orioo  forth. 
And  wheels  Arcturns  round  the  North. 
Brought  me,  in  life's  exulting  prime : 
— ^Blest  be  that  hand ! — ^Whether  it  shed 
Mercies  or  judgments  on  my  head. 
Extend  the  sceptre  or  exalt  the  rod, — 
Blest  be  that  hand ! — ^It  is  the  hand  of  Gon. 


HOPE. 


Imitated  firom  the  Italisn  of  SeraBoo  Asmhsn 


Hope,  unyielding  to  Despair, 
Springs  for  ever  fresh  and  foir ; 
fiarth's  serenest  prospects  fly, 
Hope's  enchantments  never  die. 

At  Fortune's  frovim,  in  evil  hour. 
Though  honor,  wealth,  and  friends  depsr 
She  cannot  drive,  vrith  all  her  power. 
This  lonely  solace  froiu  the  heart : 

And  while  thU  the  soul  sustains. 

Fortune  still  unchanged  remain ; 

Wheresoe'er  her  wheel  she  guide*. 

Hope  upon  the  circle  rides. 

The  Sjrrens,  deep  in  ocean's  cstco. 
Sing  while  abroad  the  tempests  roar. 
Expecting  soon  the  frantic  waves 
To  ripple  on  a  smiling  shore : 

In  the  whiriwind,  o'er  the  spny. 
They  behold  the  halcyon  play ; 
And  through  midnight  clouds  a&r, 
Hope  lights  up  the  morning  star. 

This  pledge  of  bliss  in  future  years 

Makes  smooth  and  easy  every  foil ; 

The  swain,  who  sows  the  waste  with  te 

In  fimcy  reaps  a  teeming  soil : 

What  though  mildew  blight  his  joy, 
Frost  or  flood  his  crops  destroy. 
War  compel  his  feet  to  roam, 
Hope  still  carols  Harveet-Uome ! 

The  monareh  exiled  from  his  realm. 
The  slave  in  fetters  at  the  oar, 
The  seaman  sinking  by  the  helm. 
The  captive  on  his  dungcon-floor ; 

All  through  peril,  pain,  and  death. 

Fondly  cling  to  parting  breath ; 

Glory,  freedom,  power,  are  past. 

But  the  dream  of  Hope  will  last 


Weary  and  foint,  with  sickness  worn, 
Blind,  lame,  and  deaf,  and  bent  with  age 
By  man  the  load  of  life  is  borne 
To  his  last  step  of  pilgrimage : 

Though  the  branch  no  longer  shool. 
Vigor  lingers  at  the  root. 
And  in  Winter's  dreariest  day, 
Hope  foretells  returning  May. 

When,  wrung  with  guilt,  the  wretch  wou 
His  gloomy  days  in  sudden  night, 
Hope  comes,  an  unexpected  friend. 
To  win  him  back  to  hated  light : 
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**  Hold ! "  the  cries ;  and  Irom  his  hand 
Flacki  the  suicidal  brand ; 
*'  Now  await  a  happier  doom, 
Hope  will  cheer  thee  to  the  tomb.* 


. »» 


When  virtue  droops,  as  comforts  fiiil, 
And  sore  afflictions  press  the  mind, 
Sweet  Hope  prolongs  her  pleasing  tale, 
Till  all  the  world  again  looks  kind  : 
Round  the  good  man's  dying  bed, 
Where  the  wreck  of  Nature  spread, 
Hope  would  set  his  spirit  free, 
Crymg — **  Immortali^ ! " 


A  MOTHER'S  LOVE. 

A  Mothik's  Love, — ^how  sweet  the  name! 

What  if  a  Mother's  love  7 
— ^A  noble,  pore,  and  tender  flame» 

Enkindled  fiom  above. 
To  bless  a  heart  of  earthly  mould; 
The  warmest  k>ve  that  can  grow  cold ; 

This  is  a  Mother's  Love. 

To  bring  a  helplea  babe  to  light, 

Thein,  while  it  bee  forlorn, 
To  gaae  upon  that  dearest  sight, 

And  feel  herwlf  new-bom. 
In  its  existence  lose  her  own. 
And  live  and  breathe  in  it  akme ; 

This  is  a  Mother's  Love. 

Its  weakness  in  her  arms  to  bear ; 

T6  cherish  on  her  breast. 
Feed  it  from  Love's  own  fountain  there, 

And  lull  it  there  to  rest ; 
Then  while  it  slumbers  watch  its  breath. 
As  if  to  guard  from  instant  death; 

Thb  is  a  Mother's  Love. 

To  mark  its  growth  from  day  to  day. 

Its  opening  charms  admire. 
Catch  from  its  eye  the  earliest  ray 

Of  intellectual  fire ; 
To  smile  and  listen  while  it  talks. 
And  lend  a  finger  when  it  walks ; 

This  is  a  Mother's  Love. 

And  can  a  Mother's  love  grow  cold  ? 

Can  she  fiiiget  her  boy  ? 
His  {heading  innocence  behold. 

Nor  weep  for  grief— for  joy  t 
A  Mother  may  forget  her  child. 
While  wolves  devour  it  on  the  wild ; 

— Is  tku  a  Mother's  Love  ? 

Ten  thousand  voices  answer  "No!** 

Te  clasp  your  babes  and  kiss ; 
Your  boeoixw  yearn,  your  eyes  o'erflow ; 

Yet,  ah !  remember  this ; 
The  in&nt,  rear'd  alone  for  earth. 
May  live,  may  die, — to  curse  his  birth ; 

— Is  this  a  Mother's  Love  f 

A  parent's  heart  may  prove  a  snare ; 

Tie  child  she  loves  so  well. 
Her  hand  may  lead,  with  gendest  care, 

Down  the  smooth  road  to  hell ; 


Nourish  its  frame,— destroy  its  mind : 
Thus  do  the  blind  mislead  the  blind. 
Even  with  a  Mother's  Love. 

Blest  infant !  whom  his  mother  taught 

Early  to  seek  the  Lord, 
And  pour'd  upon  his  dawning  thought 

The  day-spring  of  the  word ; 
This  was  the  lesson  to  her  son, 
— ^Time  is  Eternity  begun : 

Behold  that  Mother's  love.* 

Blest  Mother !  who,  in  wisdom**  path. 

By  her  own  parent  trod. 
Thus  taught  her  son  to  flee  the  wrath, 

And  know  the  fear  of  God : 
Ah !  youth,  like  him  enjoy  your  prime. 
Begin  Eternity  in  time. 

Taught  by  that  Mother's  Love. 

That  Mother's  Love ! — how  sweet  the  name ! 

What  was  that  Mother's  Love'f 
— ^The  noblest,  purest,  tenderest  flame. 

That  kindles  from  above 
Within  a  heart  of  earthly  mould. 
As  much  of  heaven  as  heart  can  1m^, 
Nor  through  eternity  grows  cold  : 

This  was  that  Mother's  love. 


THE  TIME-PIECE. 

Who  is  He,  so  swiflly  flying. 
His  career  no  eye  can  see? 
Who  are  They^  so  early  dying. 
From  their  birth  they  cease  to  be  ? 
Time : — behold  his  pictured  &ce ! 
Moments  .-—can  you  count  their  race  f 

Though,  with  aspect  deep-dissembling. 
Here  he  feigns  unconscioun  sleep, 
Round  and  round  this  circle  trembling, 
Day  and  night  his  sjrmbols  creep. 
While  unseen,  through  earth  and  sky, 
His  unwearying  pinions  ply. 

Hark !  what  petty  pulses,  beating, 
Spring  new  moments  into  light ; 
Every  pulse,  its  stroke  repeating. 
Sends  its  moment  back  to  night ; 
Yet  not  one  of  all  the  train 
Comes  uncall'd,  or  flits  in  vain. 

In  the  highest  realms  of  glory. 
Spirits  trace,  before  the  throne, 
(^  eternal  scrolls,  the  story 
Of  each  little  moment  flown ; 
Every  deed,  and  word,  and  thought. 
Through  the  whole  creation  wrought 

Were  the  volume  of  a  minute 
Thus  to  mortal  sight  unroll'd, 
More  of  sin  and  sorrow  in  it. 
More  of  man,  might  we  behold, 
Than  on  History's  broadest  page 
In  the  relics  of  an  age. 


*  9Tim  e.  i.  V.  5.  sad  c  iii,  V.  14.15. 
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Who  oonld  bear  the  reveUukm  f 
Who  abide  the  ndden  test? 
— ^With  instinctive  oomtemation 
Hands  woold  cover  every  breast, 
Loodest  tongues  at  once  be  hush'd, 
Pride  in  all  its  writhings  criMhU 

Who,  with  leer  malign  ezpIoring» 
On  his  neis^bor'a  shame  durst  look? 
Would  not  each,  intensely  poring 
On  that  record  in  the  book. 
Which  his  inmost  soul  reveal'd. 
Wish  its  leaves  lor  ever  seal'd? 

Seal*d  they  are  for  yean,  and  ages, 
Till« — the  earth's  last  drcoit  run. 
Empire  changed  through  dl  its  stages, 
Risen  and  set  the  latest  suuk — 
On  the  sea  and  on  the  land 
^laU  a  midnight  Angel  stand : 

Stand— and,  while  the  abysses  tremble, 
Swear  that  Time  shall  be  no  more : 
Quick  and  Dead  shall  then  aawmUe, 
Men  and  Demons  range  before 
Thai  tremendous  judgment-seat. 
Where  both  worids  at  issue  meet 

Time  himself,  with  all  his  legions. 

Days,  Montha,  Yeara,  since  Mature's  birth, 

Shall  revive, — and  from  all  regions, 

Singling  out  the  sons  of  earth, 

With  their  gbry  or  disgrace, 

Chaige  their  spenders  &ce  to  foce- 

Every  moment  of  my  being 
Then  shall  pass  before  mine  eyes : 
— God,  all-searching !  God,  all-eeeir^ ! 
Oh !  appease  them,  ere  they  rise ; 
Wam'd  I  fly,  I  fly  to  Thee ; 
God  be  merciful  to  me ! 


I^ANZAS 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  REV.  THOMAS  SPENCER,  OF! 
LIVERPOOL,  WHO  WAS  DROWNED,  WHILE  BATHING  | 
IN   THE  TIDE,  ON   THE  5tH   OF   AUGUST,  1811.  IN 

HIS  2  1st  year. 


Thy  war  i*  in  the  na,  and  thy  path  in  the  gnai  waten ;  and 
thj  footBtt*pt  are  not  known. — Paalm  IxxTii.  19. 


I  WILL  not  sing  a  mortars  praise ; 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  lays, 

To  whom  my  powers  belong! 
These  gifls  upon  thine  altar  strown, 
O  God !  accept — accept  thine  own ; 
My  gifls  are  Thine, — be  Thine  alone 

The  glory  of  my  song. 

In  earth  and  ocean,  sky  and  air, 
All  that  is  excellent  and  fair. 

Seen,  felt,  or  understood. 
From  one  eternal  cause  desceiub. 
To  one  eternal  centre  tends. 
With  God  begins,  continues,  ends, 

The  source  and  stream  of  good. 


I  wonhip  not  the  Son  at  noon. 

The  wandering  Stars,  the  changing  Moo 

The  Wind,  the  Flood,  the  Fhme; 
I  will  not  bow  the  votive  knee 
To  Wisdom,  Virtue,  Liberty; 
*'  There  ia  no  God  but  God,*'  for  roe, 

Jehovah  is  his  name. 

Him  through  all  nature  I  explore. 
Him  in  his  creatures  I  adore. 

Around,  beneath,  above ; 
But  clearest  in  the  human  mind. 
His  bright  resemUanoe  when  I  find, 
Grandeur  with  purity  oombiiied, 

I  most  admire  and  love. 

Oh !  there  was  One<— on  earth  awhile 
He  dwelt ; — but  transient  as  a  smile 

That  turns  into  a  tear. 
His  beauteous  image  pas8*d  us  by ; 
He  came,  like  lightning,  from  the  sky. 
He  seem'd  as  dazzling  to  the  eye. 

As  prompt  to  disappear. 

Mild,  in  his  undissembling  mien. 
Were  genius,  candor,  meeknesa  seen ; 

The  lips,  that  loved  the  truth; 
The  single  eye,  whose  glance  sublime 
Look'd  to  eternity  through  time ; 
The  soul,  whose  hopes  were  wxMit  to  di 

Above  the  joys  of  ymith. 

Of  Old,  before  the  lunp  grew  dark. 
Reposing  near  the  curtain'd  ark. 

The  child  of  Hannah's  prayer 
Heard,  through  the  temple's  silent  round 
A  living  voice,  nor  knew  the  sound 
That  thrice  alarra'd  him,  ere  he  found 

The  Lord,  who  chose  him  there.* 

Thus  early  call'd,  and  strongly  moved, 
A  prophet  from  a  child,  approved, 

Spencer  his  course  began ; 
From  strength  to  strength,  from  grace  tu 
Swiftest  and  foremost  in  the  race. 
He  carried  victory  in  his  &ce ; 

He  triiuuph'd  as  he  ran. 

How  short  his  day ! — the  glorious  priae. 
To  our  slow  hearts  and  failing  eyes. 

Appeared  too  quickly  won: 
— ^The  warrior  nish'd  into  the  Geld 
With  arm  invincible  to  wield 
IThe  Spirit's  sword,  the  Spirit's  shield, 

When,  lo !  the  fight  was  done. 

TThe  loveliest  star  of  evening's  train 
Sets  early  in  the  western  main. 

And  leaves  the  world  in  night ; 
The  brightest  star  of  morning's  host. 
Scarce  risen,  in  brighter  beams  is  lost ; 
Thus  sunk  his  form  on  ocean's  coast. 

Thus  sprang  his  soul  to  light. 


1  1  Sam.  chap.  iii. 
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Who  ihiill  forbid  the  eye  to  weep^ 
That  nw  him,  from  the  nveniog  deep* 

nock'd  like  the  lion'i  prey  f 
For  ever  bow*d  his  honor'd  head. 
The  spirit  in  a  moment  fled, 
The  heart  of  friendship  cold  and  dead. 

The  limbs  a  wreath  of  clay ! 

Revolving  his  mjrsterious  lot, 

I  moom  him,  but  I  praise  him  not ; 

Glory  to  God  be  given, 
Who  sent  him,  like  the  radiant  bow. 
His  covenant  of  peace  to  show, 
Athwart  the  brealung  storm  to  glow, 

Then  vanish  into  heaven. 

O  Church !  to  whom  that  youth  is  dear. 
The  Angel  of  thy  merdes  here. 

Behold  the  path  he  trod, 
**  A  milky  way"  through  midnight  skies  * 
—Behold  the  grave  in  which  he  lies. 
Even  from  this  dust  thy  prophet  cries, 
"Prepare  to  meet  thy  God." 


HUMAN  LIFE. 


Job,  chap.  xhr. 


How  few  and  evil  are  thy  days, 
Man,  of  a  woman  bom ! 
Trouble  and  peril  haunt  thy  ways : 
—Forth  like  a  flower  at  mom. 
The  tender  infimt  springs  to  light, 
Touth  bkMsoms  with  the  breexe. 
Age,  withering  age,  is  cropt  ere  night ; 
— ^Blan  like  a  shadow  flees. 

And  dost  Thou  look  on  such  a  one  f 

WiU  God  to  judgment  call 

A  worm,  for  what  a  worm  hath  done 

Against  the  Lord  of  all  r 

As  £ul  the  waters  from  the  deep. 

As  summer  brooks  run  dry, 

Man  lieth  down  in  dreamless  sleep ; 

—Our  life  is  vanity. 

Man  lietib  down,  no  more  to  wake, 

'nil  yonder  arching  sphere 

Shall  with  a  roll  of  thunder  break, 

And  nature  disappear. 

— Oh!  hide  me,  till  thy  wrath  be  past. 

Thou,  who  canst  kill  or  save ; 

Hide  me,  where  hope  may  anchor  fast 

In  my  Redeemer's  grave. 


THE  VISIBLE  CREATION. 

Thk  God  of  Nature  and  of  Grace 
In  all  his  worics  appears ; 
His  goodness  through  the  earth  we  trace, 
His  grandeur  in  the  spheres. 

Behold  this  fair  and  fertile  globe, 
By  Him  in  wisdom  plann'd ; 
Twas  He,  who  girded  like  a  robe, 
The  ocean  round  the  land. 

4S  3D 


Lift  to  the  firmament  your  eye ; 
Thither  his  path  pursue ; 
His  gloiy,  boundless  as  the  sky, 
O'erwhdms  the  wondering  view. 

He  bows  the  heavens — the  mountaiiM 
A  high-way  for  their  God ; 
He  walks  amidst  the  de^rt-land, 
— Tis  Eden  where  He  trod. 

The  forests  in  his  strength  rejoice ; 
Hark !  on  the  evening  breese. 
As  once  of  old,  the  Lord  God's  voice 
Is  heard  among  the  trees. 

Here  on  the  hills  He  feeds  his  herds, 
His  flocks  on  yonder  plains ; 
His  praise  is  warbled  by  the  birds; 
could  we  catch  their  strains ! 


Mount  with  the  lark,  and  bear  our  »mg 
Up  to  the  gates  of  light. 
Or  with  the  nightingale  prolong 
Our  numbers  through  the  night ! 

In  every  stream  his  bounty  flows. 
Diffusing  joy  and  wealth  ; 
In  every  breeze  his  spirit  blows, 
—The  breath  of  life  and  health. 

His  blessings  fall  in  plenteous  showen 
Upon  the  lap  of  earth. 
That  teems  with  foliage,  fruit,  and  flowen. 
And  rings  with  infant  mirth. 

If  God  hath  made  this  world  so  fair, 
Where  sin  and  death  abound ; 
How  beautiful  beyond  compare 
Will  Paradise  be  found ! 


SONNET. 


Imitatsd  firoin  the  Italian  of  GaaCsns 

If  in  the  field  I  meet  a  smiling  flower, 
Methinks  it  whiapen,  "  God  created  me, 
And  I  to  Him  devote  my  little  hour. 
In  lonely  sweetness  and  humility.'* 
If,  where  the  (brost's  darkeat  shadows  lower, 
A  serpent  quick  and  venomous  I  see. 
It  seems  to  say, — "  I,  too,  extol  the  power 
Of  Him,  who  caused  me,  at  his  will,  to  be." 

The  fountain  purling,  and  the  river  strong. 
The  rocks,  the  tre^,  the  mountains,  raise  one  song; 
**  Glory  to  God ! "  re.echoes  in  mine  ear : — 
Faithless  were  I,  in  wilful  error  blind. 
Did  I  not  Him  in  all  his  creatures  find. 
His  voice  through  heaven,  and  earth,  and  ocean  bear. 


SONNET. 


Iflutsled  frosi  Iha  IiaKan  of  OiambsttMa  Gbtta. 

I  SAW  the  eternal  God,  in  robes  of  light, 
Rise  fjpom  his  throne/— to  judgment  forth  Ha  . 
His  presence  ^ua'd  Vwlfan  tm^Yi^  ^Oba  ^auoA 
That  fiiet  ihA  SoitiitlVii^SbA  ^«\ii^^  xai^ 
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Wbtriwind  and  lionii,  amMemeot  and  affitght, 
CompaM'd  his  path,  aiid  thook  all  Natare's  frame, 
Whi0Q  from  the  heayen  of  heavens,  with  knid  acrhum, 
TV>  eaith  he  wing'd  hi*  instantaneous  flighL 

Aa  some  triumphal  oak,  whose  boughs  have  spread 
Their  changing  ibliage  through  a  thousand  yean, 
Bows  to  the  rushing  wind  its  glorious  head. 
The  uniTersal  arch  o^  yonder  spheres 
Sank  with  the  pressure  of  its  Maker's  tread, 
And  eardi's  femidations  quaked  with  mortal  ftais. 


SONNET. 

THE  CKUCIFIXION. 


Imitaled  ftom  the  Italian  of  CrasoonbiaL 


I  ask'd  the  Heavens — **  What  fee  to  God  hath  done 
This  unexampled  deed?" — ^The  Heavens  exclaim, 
**  'T  was  Man ; — and  we  in  horrw  snatdi'd  the  sun 
From  sudi  a  spectacle  of  guilt  and  shame." 

I  ask*d  the  Sea  ^— the  Sea  in  fury  boil'd, 
A  nd  answered  with  his  voice  of  storms, — **  Twas  Man; 
My  waves  in  panic  at  his  crime  reooil'd, 
Dncksed  the  abyss,  and  from  the  centre  ran." 

I  ask*d  the  Earth ; — the  Earth  replied  aghast, 
""Twas  man; — and  such  strange  pangs  my  bosom  rent, 
That  still  I  groan  and  shudder  at  the  past" 
—To  Man,  gay,  smiling,  thoughtless  Man,  1  went. 
And  ask'd  him  next : — He  tum*d  a  scornful  eye, 
Shook  his  proud  head,  and  deign*d  me  no  reply. 


THE  BIBLE. 

What  is  the  world  ? — A  wildering  maze. 
Where  Sin  hath  track'd  ten  thousand  ways. 

Her  victims  to  ensnare ; 
All  broad,  and  winding,  and  aslope, 
All  tempting  with  perBdious  hope. 

All  ending  in  despair. 

BGllioos  of  pilgrims  throng  those  roads. 
Bearing  their  baubles,  or  their  loads, 

Down  to  eternal  night : 
— One  humble  path,  that  never  bends. 
Narrow,  and  rough,  and  steep,  ascends 

From  darkness  into  light. 

Is  there  a  Guide  to  show  that  path  f 
Tlie  Bible : — ^He  alone,  who  hath 

The  Bible,  need  not  stray : 
Yet  he  who  hath,  and  will  not  give 
Hiat  heavenly  Guide  to  all  that  live, 

Himself  shall  lose  the  way. 


INOTRUCTION. 

Faom  heaven  descend  the  drops  of  dew, 
From  heaven  the  gracious  showers. 
Earth's  winteraspect  to  renew, 
And  cbthe  the  spring  vrith  flowers ; 


From  heaven  the  beams  of 
That  melt  the  gloom  of  Di|^ ; 
From  heaven  the  evening 
Health,  fragrsnce,  and  delight 


btaw. 


like  genial  dew,  like  fertile  showen. 
The  words  of  wisdom  ftll. 
Awaken  man's  unconsciou  powers. 
Strength  out  of  weakness  call : 
like  morning  beams  they  strike  the 
Its  loveliness  reveal ; 
And  softer  than  the  evening  wind. 
The  wounded  spirit  heaL 


As  dew  and  rain,  as  light  and  air. 

From  heaven  Instruction  came ; 

The  waste  o£  Nature  to  repair. 

Kindle  a  sacred  flame ; 

A  flame  to  purify  the  earth. 

Exalt  her  sons  on  high. 

And  train  them  fer  their  second  hirdi. 

— ^Their  birth  beycHid  the  sky. 


Albion  !  on  every  human  soul. 
By  thee  be  knowledge  shed. 
Far  ss  the  ocean-waters  roll. 
Wide  as  the  shores  are  spread  : 
Truth  makes  thy  children  free  at 
Oh !  that  thy  flag,  unfrirrd. 
Might  shine,  where'er  thy  children 
Truth's  banner,  round  the  worM. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOUMER 


Ocesriooed  by  the  Sudden  Death  of  the  Rev.  TIkm^Ti 
after  haTinc  declared,  in  his  last  Seraoo,  on  a  prw 
eTenins,  that  hehopedtodieasanoldaoldierorjeaat 
with  hia  aword  in  hk  band. 


**  Serva.vt  of  God !  well  done ; 

Rest  from  ihy  loved  employ ; 

The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

Enter  thy  Master's  joy." 

— ^The  voice  at  midnight  came ; 

He  started  up  to  hear, 

A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame : 

He  fell,— but  felt  no  fear. 

Tranquil  amidst  alarms. 
It  fouiid  him  in  the  field, 
A  veteran  slumbering  on  his  aims. 
Beneath  his  red-cross  shield : 
His  sword  was  in  his  hand. 
Still  warm  wiUi  recent  fight ; 
Ready  that  moment,  at  command, 
Throtigh  rock  and  steel  to  smite. 

It  was  a  two-edged  Made, 

Of  heavenly  temper  keen ; 

And  double  were  the  wounds  it  made, 

Where'er  it  smote  between  : 

'T  was  deadi  to  sin ; — 't  was  life 

To  all  that  moum'd  for  sin ; 

It  kindled  and  it  silenced  strife. 

Made  virar  and  peace  within. 
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Oft  with  itM  fiery  force 
His  arm  had  quell'd  the  foe. 
And  laid,  resistless  in  his  cooiae, 
The  alien-armies  low. 
Bent  on  such  glorious  toils. 
The  world  to  him  was  loai ; 
Yet  all  his  trophies,  all  his  spoils, 
He  hung  upon  the  cross. 

At  midnight  came  the  cry, 

** To  meet  thy  God  prepare !*' 

He  woke^— cmd  caught  his  Captain*s  eye; 

Then,  strong  in  fiuth  and  prayer, 

His  spirit,  with  a  bound. 

Bum  its  encumbering  clay ; 

His  tent,  at  sun-rise,  on  the  ground, 

A  darken*d  ruin  lay. 

The  pains  of  death  are  pest. 
Labor  and  sorrow  cease, 
And  life's  long  war&re  closed  at  last, 
His  son]  is  found  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Christ!  well  done; 
Praise  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And,  while  eternal  ages  run, 
Rest  m  thy  Savior's  joy. 


ON  THE  ROYAL  INFANT, 

■TILIyBOaN,  NOV.  5, 1817. 

A  TH&ONE  on  earth  awaited  thee ; 

A  nation  long'd  to  see  thy  face. 

Heir  to  a  glorious  ancestjy. 

And  fiidier  of  a  mightier  race. 

Vain  hope!  that  throne  thou  must  not  fill; 

Thee  may  that  nation  ne'er  behold ; 

Tliine  ancient  house  is  heiriess  still, 

Thy  line  shall  never  be  unroll'd. 

Yet  whfle  we  moom  thy  flight  fixim  earth, 
Tliiiie  was  a  destiny  sublime ; 
Caught  up  to  Paradise  in  birth, 
Pluck'd  by  Eternity  from  Time. 

The  Biocher  knew  her  oflbpring  dead : 
Oh !  was  it  grieC  or  was  it  love. 
That  broke  her  heart  ^— The  spirit  fled 
To  seek  her  nameless  child  above. 

Led  by  his  natal  star,  she  trod 
The  path  to  heaven: — the  meeting  there. 
And  how  they  stood  before  their  God, 
The  day  of  judgment  shall  declare. 


A  BIIDNIGHT  THOUGHT. 

In  a  land  of  strange  delight. 
My  transported  spirit  stray'd, 
I  awake  where  all  is  night, 
— SUence,  solitude,  and  shade. 

Is  the  dream  of  Nature  flown  ? 
Is  the  universe  destrosr'd, 
Bfan  extinct,  and  I  alone 
ftpaathing  through  the  formlesi  voidf 


No:— my  soul,  in  God  ngoice; 
Through  the  gloom  his  light  I 
In  the  silence  hear  his  vmce. 
And  his  hand  is  over  me. 


When  I  slumber  in  the  tomb^ 
He  will  guard  my  resting-place ; 
Fearless  in  the  day  of  doom. 
May  I  stand  before  his  face ! 


A  NIGHT  IN  A  STAGE<X)ACH, 

BlUfO  A  MEDITATION  ON  THE  WAT  BKTWXXH  LONDON 
AND  BKISTOL,  BXrT.  33,  1815. 

I  TRAVEL  all  the  irksome  night. 

By  ways  to  me  unknown ; 
I  travel,  like  a  bird  in  flight. 

Onward,  and  all  alone. 

In  vain  I  close  my  weary  eyea, 

They  will  not,  cannot  sleep. 
But.  like  the  watchers  of  the  skiea, 

Their  twinkling  vigils  keep. 

My  thoughts  are  wandering  wild  and  hi; 

From  earth  to  heaven  they  dart; 
Now  wing  their  flight  flrom  star  to  star. 

Now  dive  into  my  heart. 

Backward  they  roll  the  tide  of  time, 
And  live  through  vanish'd  yean ; 

Or  hold  their  **  colloquy  sublime** 
With  future  hopes  and  foars ; — 

Then  passing  joys  and  present  woes 
Chase  through  my  troubled  nmid; 

Repose  still  seeking^ — ^but  repoae 
Not  for  a  mcnnent  find. 

So  yonder  lone  and  lovely  moon 

Gleams  oo  the  clouds  gone  by. 
Illumines  those  around  her  noon. 

Yet  westward  points  her  eye. 

Nor  wind  nor  flood  her  course  delay. 
Through  heaven  I  see  her  glide ; 

She  never  pauses  on  her  way, 
She  never  turns  aside. 

With  anxious  heart  and  throbbing  brain. 
Strength,  patience,  spirits  gone. 

Pulses  of  fire  in  every  vein. 
Thus,  thus  I  journey  oo. 


But  soft! — in  Nature's  foiling  hour. 
Up  springs  a  breeaeK — I  fi^l 

Its  balmy  Iveath,  its  cordial  power, 
—A  power  to  soothe  and  heal. 

Lo !  grey,  and  gold,  and  crioaon  sCraaki 

The  gorgeous  east  adom, 
While  o'er  the  empurpled  mrMintain 

The  glory  of  the  mom. 

Insensibly  the  stars  retire, 
Exhaled  like  drops  of  dew ; 

Now  through  an  arch  of  living  fire, 
The  son  comes  forth  to  view. 
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The  hilla,  die  Take,  die  woten  bom 

Wrtfa  h«  enkindlmg  leye, 
No  aoooer  ttroch*d  dwi  they  reCtun 

A  tributary  Uaae. 

His  quickening  light  on  me  deecendt. 

His  cheering  warmth  I  own; 
Upward  to  him  my  apirit  tends, 

Bat  wondiipa  God  akme. 

0  that  on  me*  with  beams  benign. 
His  countenance  would  turn ! 

1  loo  should  then  arwe  and  riiine, 
— Arise,  and  shine,  and  burn. 

Slowly  I  raise  my  languid  head ; 

Pain  and  soul-eickneBs  cease, 
The  phantoms  of  dismay  are  fled. 

And  health  returns,  and  peace. 

Where  is  the  beauty  of  the  scene. 

Which  silent  night  disj^ay'd  ? 
The  clouds,  the  stars,  the  blue  serene. 

The  moving  light  and  shade  i 

All  gone ! — the  moon,  ere  while  so  bright, 

Veil'd  with  a  dusky  shroud. 
Seems,  in  the  sun's  o'erpowering  light. 

The  firagment  of  a  cloud. 

At  length,  I  reach  my  journey's  end ; 

— Welcome  that  well-known  face ! 
I  meet  a  brother  and  a  friend ; 

I  find  a  resting-place. 

Just  such  a  fulgrimage  is  life ; 

Hurried  from  stage  to  stage, 
Our  wishes  with  our  lot  at  strife. 

Through  childhood  to  old  age. 

The  world  is  seldom  what  it  seems ; — 

To  man,  who  dimly  sees. 
Realities  appear  as  dreams. 

And  dreams,  realities. 

The  Christian's  years,  though  slow  their  flight. 

When  he  is  csll'd  away ; 
Are  but  the  watches  of  a  night. 

And  death  the  dawn  of  day. 


THE  REIGN  OF  SPRING. 

Who  loves  not  Spring's  voluptuous  hours. 
The  carnival  of  birds  and  flowers  ? 
Tet  who  would  choose,  however  dear. 
That  Spring  should  revel  all  the  year  ? 
— ^Who  loves  not  Sununer's  spl^idid  reign. 
The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  main  ? 
Yet  who  would  choose,  however  bright, 
A  dog-day  noon  without  a  night  ? 
— Who  loves  not  Autumn's  joyous  round, 
When  com,  and  wine,  and  oil  abound ! 
Yet  who  would  choose,  however  gay, 
A  year  of  unrenew'd  decay  T 
— ^Who  loves  not  Winter's  awful  form  ? 
The  sphere-bom  music  of  the  storm  ? 


Tet  who  would  choose,  how  giBDd  neiv; 
The  shortest  day  to  last  lor  ever? 

"T  was  in  that  age  renown'd,  renioce. 
When  all  was  true  that  Eaop  wrote ; 
And  in  that  land  of  &ir  Ideal, 
Where  all  that  poets  dream  is  real ; 
Upon  a  day  of  annual  state. 
The  Seasons  met  in  high  debate. 
There  blush'd  young  Spring  in  maiden-ph 
Blithe  Summer  kwk'd  a  gorgeous  bride. 
Staid  Autumn  moved  with  matroo-grsce. 
And  beldame  Winter  pursed  her  fi^e. 
Dispute  grew  wild;  all  talk'd  together; 
The  four  at  once  made  wondrous  weather 
Nor  one  (whate'er  the  rest  had  ahown). 
Heard  any  reason  but  her  own. 
While  each  (for  nothing  olse  was  dear). 
Claim'd  the  whole  circle  of  the  year. 

Spring,  in  possession  of  the  field, 
CompeU'd  her  sisters  socm  to  yield ; 
They  part, — ^resolved  elsewhere  to  try 
A  twelvemonth's  empre  of  the  diy ; 
And  calling  off  their  airy  l^ons. 
Alighted  in  adjacent  regions. 
Spring  o'er  the  eastern  champaign  snuled. 
Fell  Winter  ruled  the  northern  wild ; 
Summer  pursued  the  sun's  red  car. 
But  Autumn  loved  the  twilight  star. 

As  Spring  parades  her  new  domain. 
Love,  Beauty,  Pleasure,  hold  her  train ; 
Her  footsteps  wake  the  flowers  beneath. 
That  start,  and  blush,  and  sweetly  breatht 
Her  gales  on  nimble  pinions  rove. 
And  shake  to  foliage  every  grove ; 
Her  voice,  in  dell  and  thicket  heard. 
Cheers  on  the  nest  the  mother-bird  ; 
The  ice-lock'd  streams,  as  if  they  felt 
Her  touch,  to  liquid  diamond  melt ; 
The  lambs  around  her  bleat  and  play ; 
The  serpent  flings  his  slough  away. 
And  shines  in  orient  colors  dight, 
A  flexile  ray  of  living  light 
Nature  unbinds  her  wintry  shroud, 
(As  the  soA  sunshine  melts  the  rlood). 
With  infant  gambols  sports  along. 
Bounds  into  youth,  and  soars  in  song. 
The  mom  impearls  her  locks  with  dew ; 
No(m  spreads  a  sky  of  boundlen  bine  ; 
The  rainbow  spans  the  evening  scene. 
The  night  is  silent  and  serene. 
Save  when  her  lonely  minstrel  wrings 
The  heart  uilh  sweemess,  while  he  singsp 
— Who  would  not  wish,  unrivall'd  here. 
That  Spring  might  frolic  all  the  year  f 

Three  months  are  fled,  and  still  she  rei] 
Exulting  queen  o'er  hills  and  plains ; 
The  birds  renew  their  nuptial  vow. 
Nestlings  themselves  are  lovers  now ; 
Fresh  broods  each  bending  bough  receive 
Till  feathers  far  outnumber  leaves ; 
But  kites  in  circles  swim  the  air. 
And  sadden  music  to  despair. 
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ITie  fligiuuit  pooli,  the  quaking  bogB, 
Teem,  croak,  and  crawl  with  hordea  of  frogB; 
The  matted  woods,  the  infected  earth, 
Are  TenomoQB  with  reptile  birth ; 
Armiea  of  ioctuita  cloud  the  ekiet ; 
With  beetles,  hornets,  gnats  with  flies. 
Interminable  warfiire  wage. 
And  madden  heaven  with  insect-rage. 

The  flowers  are  wither'd — sun  nor  dew 
Their  &Uen  glories  shall  renew ; 
The  flowers  are  wither'd — germ  nor  seed 
RipoQ  in  garden,  wild,  or  mead : 
The  oom-fields  shoot ; — their  blades,  alas ! 
Run  fiot  in  lozuriant  grass. 
The  tainted  flocks,  the  drcwping  kine, 
In  &mine  of  abundance  pine, 
Where  vegetation,  sour,  unsound. 
And  loathsome,  rots  and  rankles  round : 
Nature  wiUi  nature  seems  at  strife ; 
Nothing  can  live  but  monstrous  life 
Ef7  death  engender'd ; — food  and  breath 
Are  tom'd  to  elements  of  death ; 
And  where  the  soil  his  victims  strew, 
Cormptioo  quickens  them  anew. 

But  ere  the  year  was  half  expired. 
Spring  saw  her  folly,  and  retired ; 
Yoked  her  light  chariot  to  a  breeae, 
And  mounted  to  the  Pleiades ; 
Content  with  them  to  rest  or  play 
Along  the  calm  nocturnal  way ; 
Till,  heaven's  remaining  circuit  ran. 
They  meet  the  pale  hybemal  sun. 
And  gaily  mingling  in  his  blaze. 
Hail  the  true  dawn  of  vernal  days. 


THE  REIGN  OF  SUMMER. 

Tss  hurricanes  are  fled ;  the  rains, 
That  plow*d  the  mountains,  wreck'd  the  plains. 
Have  pass'd  away  before  the  wind. 
And  left  a  wilderness  behind. 
As  if  an  ocean  had  been  there 
Exhaled,  and  left  its  channels  bare. 
But.  with  a  new  and  sudden  birth. 
Nature  replenishes  the  earth; 
Planti,  flowers,  and  shrubs,  o'er  all  the  land, 
So  prampdy  rise,  so  thickly  stand. 
As  if  they  heard  a  voice,  and  came 
Each  at  the  calling  of  its  name. 
The  tree,  by  tempest  stript  and  rent, 
Eqiands  its  verdure  like  a  tent, 
Beneath  whose  shade,  in  weary  length. 
The  enormous  lion  rests  his  strength, 
For  bkxid,  in  dreams  of  hunting,  boms. 
Or,  chased  himself,  to  fight  returns ; 
Growls  in  his  sleep,  a  dreary  sound, 
Grinds  his  wedged  teeth,  and  spurns  Uie  ground; 
While  monkeys,  in  grotesque  amaae, 
Down  from  their  bending  perches  gaae. 
But  when  he  lifts  his  eye  of  fire, 
Qui<^  to  the  topmost  boughs  retire. 

Loud  o*er  the  mountains  bleat  the  flocks ; 
The  foat  is  bounding  nn  the  rocks ; 
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Far  in  the  valleys  range  the  herds ; 
The  welkin  gleams  with  flitting  birds. 
Whose  plumes  such  gorgeous  tints  adorn'. 
They  seem  the  offipring  of  the  menu. 
From  nectar'd  flowers  and  groves  of  spice, 
Earth  breathes  the  air  of  Paradise ; 
Her  mines  their  hidden  wealth  betray. 
Treasures  of  darkness  burst  to  day ; 
O'er  golden  sands  the  rivers  glide, 
And  pearls  and  amber  track  the  tide. 
Of  every  sensual  bliss  possest, 
Man  riots  here ; — ^but  is  he  blest  f 
And  would  he  choose,  for  ever  bri§^t. 
This  Summer^day  without  a  night? 
For  here  hath  Summer  fix'd  her  throne. 
Intent  to  reign^ — and  reign  alone. 

Daily  the  sun,  in  his  career, 
Hotter  and  higher,  climbs  the  fiphere, 
Till  fVom  the  zenith,  in  his  rays, 
Without  a  cloud  or  shadow,  blaze 
The  realms  beneath  him : — ^in  his  march. 
On  the  blue  key-stone  of  heaven's  arch. 
He  stands : — air,  earth,  and  ocean  lie 
Within  the  presence  of  his  eye. 
The  wheel  of  Nature  seems  to  rest, 
Nor  rolls  him  onward  to  the  west. 
Till  thrice  three  days  of  wxmi  unchanged 
That  torrid  clime  have  so  deranged, 
Nine  years  may  not  the  wrung  repair ; 
But  Summer  checks  the  nivoge  there ; 
Yet  still  enjoins  the  sun  to  steer 
By  the  stem  dog-star  roimd  the  year, 
With  dire  extremes  of  day  and  night, 
Tartarean  gloom,  celestial  light 

In  vain  the  gaudy  season  shines. 
Her  beauty  fades,  her  power  declines ; 
Then  first  her  bosom  felt  a  care ; 
— ^No  healing  breeze  embalm'd  the  air. 
No  mist  Uie  mountain-tops  bedew'd, 
Nor  shower  the  arid  vale  renew'd ; 
The  herbage  shrunk ;  the  plowman's  toil 
Scatter'd  to  dust  the  crumbUng  soil ; 
Blossoms  were  shed ;  the  umbrageous  wood. 
Laden  with  sapless  foliage,  stood ; 
The  streams,  iropoveriKh'd  day  by  day, 
Lessen'd  insensibly  away ; 
Where  cattle  sought,  with  piteous  moans, 
The  vanish'd  lymph,  'midst  b<iming  stones. 
And  tufts  of  wither'd  reeds,  that  fill 
The  wonted  channel  of  the  rill ; 
Till,  stung  with  hornets,  nuid  with  thiist. 
In  sudden  rout,  away  they  hurst. 
Nor  rest,  till  where  some  channel  deep 
Gleams  in  small  pools,  whose  waters  sleep ; 
There  with  huge  draught  and  eager  eye 
Drink  for  existence,— drink  and  die ! 

But  direr  evils  soon  arose. 
Hopeless,  unmitigable  woes; 
Msin  proves  the  shock ;  through  all  his  veins. 
The  frenzy  of  the  season  reigns ; 
With  pride,  lust,  rage,  ambition  Mind, 
He  bums  in  every  fire  of  mind. 
Which  kindles  fiom  insane  desire. 
Or  fellest  hatred  can  inspire ; 
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BecUflM  wbataver  ill  be&ll, 
Hedani  to  do  and  raffer  all 
Ttoit  heart  cao  think,  that  aim  can  deal. 
Or  oat  of  hell  a  fiiry  feel. 

Theie  ilood  in  that  romantie  dime, 
A  moontain,  awfully  rablime : 
O'er  many  a  league  the  baaement  apraad. 
It  tower*d  in  many  an  airy  head, 
Hoght  over  height^— now  gay.  now  wild. 
The  peak  with  ice  eternal  pfled ; 
Pure  in  mid-heaven,  Uiat  crystal  cone 
A  diadem  of  glory  ihone ; 
Reflecting  in  the  night-&ll*n  sky 
Tlie  beanv  of  dajr**  departed  eye ; 
Or  holding,  ere  the  dawn  begun, 
Cooununion  with  the  unrieen  lun. 
The  cultured  lides  were  clothed  with  woods, 
Vineyards,  and  fields,  or  tracked  with  floods. 
Whose  glacier-fountains,  hid  on  high. 
Sent  down  their  rivers  from  the  sky. 
O'er  plains,  that  mark'd  its  gradual  scale. 
On  sunny  slope,  in  sheltered  vale. 
Earth's  universal  tenant, — ^He, 
Who  lives  wherever  life  may  be. 
Sole,  social,  fix'd,  or  free  to  roam. 
Always  and  everywhere  at  home, 
Man  pitch'd  his  tents,  adom'd  his  boweit. 
Built  temples,  palaces,  and  towers. 
And  made  that  Alpine  world  his  own, 
— The  miniature  of  every  zone. 
From  brown  savannas  parch'd  below 
To  ridges  of  cerulean  snow. 

Those  high-lands  form'd  a  last  retreat 
FrcNn  rabid  Summer's  fatal  heat  ; 
"rhough  not  unfelt  her  fervors  there. 
Vernal  and  cool  the  middle  air ; 
While  from  the  icy  pyramid 
Streams  of  unfailing  freshness  slid, 
That  long  had  slaked  the  thirsty  land. 
Till  avarice,  with  insatiate  hand, 
llieir  currents  check'd ;  in  sunless  caves. 
And  rock-bound  dells,  inguird  the  waves. 
And  thence  in  scanty  measures  doled, 
Or  tum'd  heaven's  bounty  into  gold. 
Ere  long  the  dwellers  on  the  plain 
Murmur'd — ^their  murmurs  were  in  vain ; 
Petitioned — but  their  prayers  were  spom'd ; 
Threaten'd,— defiance  was  retum'd. 
Then  rang  both  regions  with  alarms ; 
Blood-kindling  trumpets  blew  to  arms; 
The  maddening  drum  and  deafening  fife 
Marshall 'd  the  elements  of  strife : 
Sternly  the  mountaineers  maintain 
Their  rights  against  the  insurgent  plain ; 
The  plain's  indignant  myriads  rose 
To  wrest  the  mountain  from  their  foes, 
Resolved  its  blessings  to  enjoy 
By  dint  of  valor — or  destroy. 

The  legions  met  in  war-army  ; 
The  mountaineers  brook'd  no  delay. 
Aside  their  missile  weapons  threw, 
Fron  holds  impregnable  withdrew. 


And,  rashly  biave,  with  aword  and  AkM 
Ruah'd  headlong  to  the  open  field. 
Their  Ibes  the  auspicious  omen  took. 
And  raised  a  batde-ahont,  that  ahook 
The  champaign  {— staundi  and  keen  fir  1 
Front  threatening  front,  the  oohnmiB  slosi 
But,  while  like  thundercloods  thej  from 
In  tropic  haste  the  sun  went  down ; 
Night  o'er  both  armies  stretch'd  her  teot. 

The  Btar4)espangled  firmament, 
Whose  placid  host,  revolving  alow. 
Smile  on  the  impatient  hoidea  below. 
That  chafe  and  fret  the  honta  away. 
Curse  the  dull  gloom,  and  long  for  day. 
Though  destined  by  their  own  deeree 
No  other  day  nor  night  to  see. 
— That  night  is  past,  that  day  begun. 
Swift  as  he  sunk  ascends  the  sun. 
And  from  the  red  boriaon  springs 
Upward,  as  borne  on  eagle>winga ; 
Aslant  each  army's  lengthen'd  lines. 
O'er  diields  and  helms  he  proudly  shines 
While  spears,  that  catch  hk  iightninp  ki 
Flash  them  athwart  the  space  between. 
Before  the  battle-shock,  when  Iveath 
And  pulse  are  stilly — awaiting  death : 
In  that  cold  pause,  which  seems  to  be 
The  prelude  to  eternity. 
When  fear,  ere  yet  a  blow  is  dealt. 
Betray 'd  by  none,  by  all  is  felt ; 
While,  moved  beneath  their  feet,  die  Urn 
Widens  her  lap  to  make  them  room ; 
— ^Till,  in  the  onset  of  the  fray. 
Fear,  feeling,  thought,  are  cast  away. 
And  foaming,  raging,  mingling  foes. 
Like  billows  dash'd  in  conflict,  close, 
Charge,  strike,  repel,  wound,  struggle,  flj 
Gloriously  win,  unoonquer'd  die- 
Here,  in  dread  silence,  while  they  stand. 
Each  with  a  death-stroke  in  his  hand. 
His  eye  fix'd  forward,  and  his  ear 
Tingling  the  signal-blast  to  hear. 
The  trumpet  sounds ;— one  note, — ^no  mo 
The  field,  the  fight,  the  war  is  o'er ; 
An  earthquake  rent  the  void  between ; 
A  moment  show'd,  and  shut  the  scene ; 
Men,  chariots,  steeds,  of  either  host. 
The  flower,  the  pride,  the  strength  were 
A  solitude  remains; — the  dead 
Are  buried  there — ^the  living  fled. 

Nor  yet  the  reign  of  Summer  closed : 
— At  night  in  their  ov%ti  homes  reposed 
The  fugitives,  on  either  side. 
Who  'scaped  the  death  their  comrades  ds 
When,  lo !  with  many  a  giddy  shock. 
The  mountain-clifii  began  to  rock. 
And  deep  below  the  hollow  ground 
Ran  a  strange  mystery  of  sound. 
As  if,  in  chains  and  torments  there. 
Spirits  were  venting  their  despair, 
liiat  sound,  those  shocks,  the  sloepeni  wo 
In  trembling  consternation,  broke 
Forth  from  their  dwellings,  3roung  and  (A 
— Nothing  abroad  their  eyes  behold 
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But  daiioMM  to  intenfely  wrought, 

*r  was  bUndnen  in  themselves  they  tfaongfaL 

Anon,  aloof)  with  sudden  rajrs. 

Issued  so  fierce,  so  broad  a  blaze, 

That  darkness  started  into  light. 

And  every  eye,  restored  to  sight, 

Gaaed  on  the  glittering  crest  of  snows, 

Whence  the  bright  conflagration  rose. 

Whose  flames  condensed  at  once  aspi^, 

— ^A  pillar  of  celestial  fire. 

Alone  amifbt  infernal  shade. 

In  glonous  m^esty  displajr'd : 

Beneath,  fivm  riAed  caverns,  broke 

Volumes  of  suflfocating  smoke. 

That  roll'd  in  surges,  like  a  flood, 

By  the  red  radiance  tum'd  to  blood. 

Mom  look'd  aghast  upon  the  scene, 

Nor  could  a  sunbeam  pierce  between 

The  panoply  of  vapors,  spread 

Above,  around  the  mountain's  head. 

In  distant  fields,  with  drought  consumed, 
Joy  sweird  all  hearts,  all  eyes  illumed. 
When  fivm  that  peak,  through  lowering  skies, 
Thick  curling  clouds  were  seen  to  rise, 
And  hang  o'er  all  the  darken*d  plain, 
The  presage  of  descending  rain. 
The  exulting  cattle  bound  along. 
The  tuneless  birds  attempt  a  song. 
The  swain,  amidst  his  sterile  lands. 
With  outstretch'd  arms  of  rapture  stands. 
But,  ihuight  with  plague  and  curses,  came 
The  insidious  progeny  of  flame : 
Ah !  tfieny — fiw  fertilizing  showers. 
The  pledge  of  herbage,  fhiits,  and  flowers, — 
Words  cannot  paint,  how  every  eye 
(Bk)od-shot  and  dim  with  agony), 
Was  glazed,  as  by  a  palsying  spell, 
When  light  sulphureous  ashes  fell. 
Dazzling,  and  eddying  to  and  fro. 
Like  wildering  sleet  or  feathery  snow: 
Strewn  with  grey  pumice  Nature  lies. 
At  every  motion  quick  to  rise. 
Tainting  with  livid  fumes  the  air ; 
— ^Then  hope  lies  down  in  prone  despair, 
And  man  aiid  beast,  with  misery  dumb^ 
Sullenly  brood  on  woes  to  come. 

The  mountain  now,  like  living  earth. 
Pregnant  with  some  stupendous  birth. 
Heaved,  in  the  anguish  of  its  throes. 
Sheer  from  its  crest  the  incumbent  snows ; 
And  where  of  old  they  chill'd  the  sky, 
Bmeath  the  sun's  meridian  eye. 
Or,  purpling  in  the  golden  west, 
Appear'd  hk  evening  throne  of  rest. 
There,  black  and  bottomless  and  wide, 
A  canldroo  rent  from  side  to  side, 
Simmer'd  and  hiss'd  with  huge  turmoil ; 
Earth's  disembowell'd  minerals  boil. 
And  thence  in  molten  torrents  rush : 
—Wafer  and  fire,  like  sisters,  gush 
From  the  same  source ;  the  double  1118801 
Meets,  battles,  and  ezfdodes  in  steam ; 
Then  fire  prevails ;  aiid  broad  and  deep 
Bed  kva  roan  firom  sleep  to  sleep; 


While  rocks  unseated,  woods  upriven. 
Are  headlong  down  the  current  driven; 
Columnar  flames  are  rapt  aloof. 
In  whirlwind  forms,  to  heaven's  high  looC 
And  there,  amidst  transcendent  gloom, 
Image  the  wrath  beyond  the  tomh. 

The  mountaineers,  in  wild  afl^gfat. 
Too  late  for  safety,  urge  their  flight ; 
Women,  made  childless  in  the  finy. 
Women,  made  mothers  yesterday. 
The  sick,  the  aged,  and  the  blind ; 
— ^None  but  the  dead  are  left  behhid. 
Painful  their  journey,  toilsome,  slow. 
Beneath  their  feet  quick  embers  gk>w. 
And  hurtle  round  in  dreadful  haU ; 
Their  limbs,  their  hearts,  their  senses  fiul. 
While  many  a  victim,  by  the  way 
Buried  alive  in  ashes  lay. 
Or  perish'd  by  the  lightning's  stroke. 
Before  the  slower  thunder  broke. 
A  few  the  open  field  explore : 
The  throng  seek  refuge  on  the  shore, 
Between  two  burning  rivers  hemm'd. 
Whose  rage  nor  mounds  nor  hollow,  stemm'd; 
Driven  like  a  herd  of  deer,  they  reach 
The  lonely,  dark,  and  silent  beach. 
Where,  calm  as  innocence  in  sleep, 
Expanded  lies  the  unconscious  deep. 
Awhile  the  fugitives  respire. 
And  watch  those  cataracts  of  fire, 
(That  bar  escape  on  either  hand). 
Rush  on  the  ocean  fit>m  the  strand ; 
Back  from  the  onset  rolls  the  tide. 
But  instant  clouds  the  conflict  hide ; 
The  lavas  plunge  to  gulfs  unknown. 
And,  as  they  plunge,  relapse  to  stone. 

Meanwhile  the  mad  volcano  grew 
Tenfold  more  terrible  to  view ; 
And  thunders,  such  as  shall  be  huri'd 
At  the  deatlHwntence  of  the  world ; 
And  lightnings,  such  as  shall  consume 
Creation,  and  creation's  tomb. 
Nor  leave,  amidst  the  eternal  void. 
One  trembling  atom  undestroy'd ; 
Such  thunders  crash'd,  such  hghtnings  glared : 
— Another  fiite  those  outcasts  shared. 
When,  with  one  desolating  sweep. 
An  earthquake  seem'd  to  ingulf  the  deep^ 
Then  threw  it  back,  and  from  its  bed 
Hung  a  whole  ocean  overhead ; 
The  victims  shriek'd  beneath  the  wave. 
And  in  a  moment  found  one  gmve ; 
Down  to  the  abyss  the  flood  retum'd : 
Alone,  unseen,  the  mountain  bum'd. 


INCOGNITA. 

WUTTIN  AT  LKAmNOTON,  IN  1817,  Oil  TlXWIlfO 
nCTUMC  OF  AN  tTlfKNOWlf  LAOT. 


She  wss  a  phsntom  of  dsKffkt— IF#rin»sra 

Imaox  of  One,  who  lived  of  yore ! 
Hail  to  that  Wvely  mien, 
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Onoe  quidL  and  oodbcioiw  ; — now  no  more 

On  land  or  ocean  seen ! 
Were  all  earth's  fateaUung  ftmii  to  pan 
Before  me  in  Agrippa's  glam,' 
Blany  aa  fiur  aa  Thou  mi^^  be. 
But  oh !  not  one« — not  one  like  Thee. 

Thou  ait  no  Child  of  Fancy; — Thou 

The  very  Ifxk  doit  wear 
That  gave  enchantment  to  a  brow 

Wreathed  with  luxuriant  hair ; 
Lips  of  the  mom  embathed  in  dew. 
And  eyes  of  evening^  slany  blue ; 
Of  all  who  e'er  eiyoy'd  the  sun. 
Thou  art  the  image  of  but  One. 

And  who  was  she,  in  virgin  prime. 

And  May  of  womanhood. 
Whose  roses  here,  unpluck'd  by  lime. 

In  shadowy  tinti  have  stood ; 
While  many  a  winter's  withering  blast 
Hath  o'er  the  darii  cold  chamber  pass'd. 
In  which  her  once  resplendent  form 
Slumber'd  to  dust  beneath  the  storm  f 

Of  gende  blood ; — upon  her  birth 

Consenting  planetR  smiled. 
And  she  had  seen  those  days  of  mirth 

That  frolic  round  the  child : 
To  bridal  bloom  her  strength  had  sprung, 
Behold  her  beautiful  and  young ! 
lives  there  a  record,  v^ich  hath  told 
That  die  was  wedded,  widow'd,  old  t 

How  long  her  date,  *t  were  vain  to  guess : 

The  pencil's  cunning  art 
Con  but  a  single  glance  express. 

One  motion  of  the  heart ; 
A  smile,  a  blush,— a  transient  grace 
Of  air,  and  attitude,  and  lace ; 
One  passion'M  changing  color  mix ; 
One  moment's  flight  for  ages  fix. 

Her  joys  and  grieis,  alike  in  vain. 

Would  iimcy  here  recall ; 
Her  throbs  of  ccstacy  or  pain 

Luird  in  oblivion  all ; 
With  her,  mothinks,  life's  little  hour 
Pass'd  like  the  fragrance  of  a  flower. 
That  leaves  upon  the  vernal  wind 
Sweetness  we  ne'er  again  may  find. 


Where  dwelt  she  ? — .\sk  yon  aged  tree. 

Whose  boughs  embower  the  lann. 
Whether  the  birds'  wild  minstrelsy 

Awoke  her  here  at  dawn ; 
Whether  beneath  its  youthful  shade. 
At  noon,  in  infancy  she  play'd : 
— If  from  the  oak  no  answer  come, 
Of  her  all  oracles  are  dumb. 

The  Dead  are  like  the  stars  by  day ; 

Withdrawn  from  mortal  eye. 
But  not  extinct,  iliey  hold  their  way 

In  glory  through  the  sky : 


I  Henry  Corneliiu  Agrippa,  of  Nettadieiin.  coamellor  to 

Chariw  V.  Emperor  of  Germany.— the  author  of  Oeadl  Pki- 

loMpkv,  tutd  othfir  prorouod  woriu,— ie  wuA  to  have  shown  to 

the  EaH  of  Sumy  the  ioMge  of  hii  misuen  G«nMinB,  \a  a 


Spirits,  from  bondage  ihns  set  frM, 
Vanish  amidst  immensity. 
Where  human  thoui^t,  like  hunaii 
Fails  to  pursue  their  tnckles  IKghL 


Somewhere  within  created  spaoa^ 

Could  I  explore  that  loand. 
In  Uiss,  or  wx)e,  there  is  a  pliiee 

Where  die  might  still  be  fimnd ; 
And  oh !  unless  those  eyes  deceive^ 
I  may,  I  must,  I  will  believe 
HuU  she,  whose  charms  ao  meeUy  |^, 
li  what  she  only  seem'd  below :-~ 

An  angel  in  that  glorious  realm 
Where  God  himself  is  King : 
— ^But  awe  and  fear,  that  overwhelm 

Presumption,  check  n^  wing ; 
Nor  dare  imaginaticm  look 
Upon  the  s)^]^^  of  that  hook. 
Wherein  eternity  enrolls 
The  judgments  on  departed  souls. 

Of  Her  of  whom  these  pictured  lines 

A  faint  resemblance  form ; 
— ^Fair  as  the  9econd  rainbow  shines 

Aloof  amid  the  storm ; 
Of  Her,  this  "  shadow  of  a  simde,** 
Like  its  original  must  fiide. 
And  She,  forgotten  when  uneecn. 
Shall  be  as  if  she  ne'er  had  been. 


Ah !  then,  perchance,  this 

Of  all  that  e'er  I  sung, 
A  lorn  memorial  may  remain. 

When  silent  lies  my  tongue ; 
When  shot  the  meteor  of  my 
Lost  the  vain  echo  of  my  name. 
This  leaf,  this  &llen  1^*,  may  be 
The  only  trace  of  her  and  me. 

With  One  who  lived  of  old,  my  aana: 

In  lowly  cadence  rose ; 
To  One  who  is  unborn,  belong 

The  accents  of  its  close : 
Ages  to  come,  with  courteous  ear. 
Some  youth  my  warning  voice  may  hear; 
And  voices  (xotn  the  dead  should  be 
The  warnings  of  eternity. 

When  these  weak  lines  thy  presence  gici 

Reader !  if  I  am  blest, 
Again,  as  spirits,  may  we  meet 

In  glory  and  in  rest : 
If  not, — and  /  hove  lost  my  way, 
Here  part  we ; — go  not  Thou  astray  : 
No  tomb,  no  verse  my  story  tell ! 
Once,  and  ibr  ever,  Fare  Thee  welL 


THE  UTTLE  CLOLT), 

SEEN  IN  A  COrXTRV  EXCUHSION,  SVKT  30,  19. 


\ 


The  summer  sun  was  in  the 
Yet  far  above  his  evening  rest ; 
N.  \]bows«sMi  clouds  in  air  diq>lay'd 
TVvckX  ^k$»)Jkxv^  \^«ia  q1  \k^a\  %sA  ^floa^-^r— 
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Thib  ikjr*  like  ocean's  chamielB,  leen 
In  kng  meandering  strealu  between. 

Cultured  and  waste,  the  landscape  lay ; 
Woods,  mountuns,  valleys  stretch'd  away, 
And  thronged  the  immense  horiaon  romid. 
With  heaven's  eternal  girdle  boond : 
From  inland  towns,  eclipsed  with  snnke, 
Steeples  in  lonely  grandeor  broke ; 
Hamlets,  and  cottages,  and  straama 
By  glimpses  caught  the  casual  gleams, 
Or  biased  in  lustre  broad  and  strong, 
Bejrood  the  picturing  powers  of  song : 
0*er  all  the  eye  enchaiated  ranged. 
While  colors,  forms,  proportions  changed. 
Or  sank  in  distance  undefined, 
Still  as  our  devious  oooise  inclined; 
—And  oft  we  paused,  and  looked  behind. 

One  little  cloud,  and  only  one, 
Seem'd  the  pure  (sSbpring  of  the  sim, 
Flung  fiom  his  orb  to  show  us  here 
What  douds  ad<Mii  kU  hemisphero ; 
Unmoved,  unchanging,  in  the  gale 
That  bora  the  rest  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Whose  shadowy  shapes,  with  lights  around, 
Like  living  motions,  swept  the  ground. 
This  little  cloud,  and  this  alone, 
Long  in  the  highest  ether  shone ; 
Gay  as  a  warrior's  banner  spread 
Its  sunward  margin  ruby-red. 
Green,  purple,  gold,  and  every  hue 
That  glitters  in  the  morning  dew. 
Or  glows  along  the  rainbow's  ibrm, 
— ^The  apparition  of  the  storm. 
Deep  in  its  bosom,  diamond-bright. 
Behind  a  fleece  of  pearly  white, 
It  seem'd  a  secret  glory  dwelt, 
Whose  prasence,  while  unseen,  was  felt : 
Like  Beuity's  eye,  in  slumber  hid 
Beneath  a  half-transparent  lid. 
From  whence  a  sound,  a  touch,  a  Iweath, 
Might  startle  it« — as  life  from  death. 

Looks,  words,  emotions  of  surprise 
Welcomed  the  stranger  to  our  eyes : 
Was  it  the  phrenii,  that  from  earth 
In  flames  of  incense  sprang  to  birth? 
Had  ocean  from  his  lap  let  fly 
His  loveliest  halcycm  through  the  sky  ? 
No : — whUe  we  gazed,  the  pageant  grow 
A  nobler  olyect  to  our  view ; 
We  deem'd,  if  heaven  with  earth  would  hold 
Communion,  as  in  dajrs  of  old, 
Such,  <m  his  journey  down  the  sphere. 
Benignant  Raphael  might  appear, 
In  splendid  mystery  conceal'd, 
Yet  by  his  rich  disguise  reveal'd: 
— ^That  buoyant  vapor,  in  mid-air. 
An  angel  in  its  folds  might  bear. 
Who,  through  the  curtain  of  his  shrine, 
Betrey'd  his  lineaments  divine. 
The  wild,  the  warm  illusioo  stole, 
Like  inspiration,  o'er  the  soul. 
Till  thotigfat  was  rapture,  kognifs  Iraiig 
SUent  but  trembiinf  oo  the  toofM; 
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And  &ncy  almost  hoped  to  haO 
The  seraph  rushing  through  his  vail. 
Or  hear  an  awful  voice  proclaim 
The  embassy  on  which  he  came. 

But  ah !  no  minister  of  grace 
Show'd  fnm  the  firmament  his  ftoe, 
Nor,  borne  aloof  on  balanced  wings, 
Reveal'd  unutterable  things. 
Ilie  sun  went  down  .* — the  vision  pasi'd ; 
The  cloud  was  but  a  cloud  at  last ; 
Yet  when  its  brilliancy  decay'd. 
The  eye  still  linger'd  cm  the  shade. 
And  watching,  till  no  longer  seen. 
Loved  it  for  what  it  once  had  beoL 

lliat  cloud  was  beautiful, — was  one 
Among  a  thousand  round  the  stm : 
The  thousand  shared  the  common  lot ; 
They  came, — they  went, — they  were  forgot ; 
This  fairy  form  alone  impress'd 
Its  perfect  image  in  my  breast. 
And  riiines  as  richly  Uaaon'd  thwe 
As  in  its  element  of  air. 

The  day  on  which  that  clpnd  appear'd, 
EvhilaraUng  scenes  endear'd : 
The  sunshine  on  the  hills,  the  floods; 
The  breeze,  the  twilight  of  the  woods ; 
Nature  in  every  change  of  green, 
Heaven  in  unnumbcr'd  aspects  sera: 
Health,  spirits,  exercise,  release 
From  noise  and  smoke;  twelve  boon  of  peace; 
No  feari  to  haunt,  no  cares  to  vex ; 
Friends,  young  and  old,  of  either  sex ; 
Converse  fiuniliar,  sportive,  kind. 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  mind  quickens  mind. 
And  words  and  thoughts  are  all  at  pl^, 
Like  children  on  a  holiday ; 
— ^Till  themes  celestial  rapt  the  soul 
In  adoration  o'er  the  pole. 
Where  Stan  are  darkness  in  Ifif  sight, 
Who  reigns  invisible  in  light. 
High  above  all  created  things. 
The  Lord  of  Lords,  the  King  of  Kings ; 
Faith,  which  could  thus  on  wing  sublime 
Outsoor  the  bounded  flight  of  time ; 
Hope  full  of  immortality. 
And  God  in  all  the  eye  could  see ; 
— ^These.  these  endear'd  that  day  to  me. 
And  made  it,  in  a  thousand  wajrs, 
A  day  among  a  thousand  dajrs. 
That  share  with  clouds  the  romroon  lot ; 
They  come, — they  go, — they  are  forgot : 
This,  like  that  plaything  of  the  sun, 
— ^The  little,  lonely,  lovely  one. 
This  lives  within  me ; — this  shall  be 
A  part  of  my  eternity. 

Amidst  the  cares,  the  toils,  the  strife. 
The  weariness  and  vi'aste  of  life, 
That  day  shall  memory  oft  restore. 
And  in  a  moment  live  it  o'er. 
When,  with  a  lightning-flash  of  thmiglit. 
Mom,  noon,  and  eve  at  once  are  bnoght 
(As  through  the  vision  of  a  trance), 
All  in  the  compoM  of  %  t^bbuoa. 
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Oh!  dMMild  I  reach  a  worid  above, 
And  ■ometiiiieB  think  of  those  I  love. 
Of  thmgi  on  earth  too  dearly  priwd« 
(Nor  yet  by  ninli  in  heaven  deapieed). 
Though  Spirits  made  perfect  may  lament 
life*!  holier  boun  as  half  misspent, 
Methinks  I  could  not  turn  away 
Hie  fcnd  remembrance  of  that  day, 
"Hie  bright  idea  of  that  cloud, 
(Survivor  of  a  countless  crowd) 
Without  a  pause,  pcohaps  a  sigh« — 
To  think  such  loveliness  should  die. 
And  doods  and  days  of  storm  and  gloom 
Scowl  on  Blan*s  passage  to  the  tomb. 
—Not  so: — ^I  feel  I  have  a  heart 
BlessingB  to  share,  improve,  impart. 
In  blithe,  severe,  or  pensive  mood, 
At  home,  abroad,  in  solitude. 
Whatever  clouds  are  on  the  wing. 
Whatever  day  the  seasons  bring. 

Thai  is  true  happiness  below, 
Which  conscience  cannot  turn  to  woe ; 
And  though  such  happiness  depends 
Neidier  on  clouds,  nor  days,  nor  friends, 
WAsn  friends,  and  days,  and  clouds  unite, 
And  kindred  chords  are  tuned  aright, 
The  harmonies  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Thimt^  eye,  ear,  intellect,  give  binh 
To  joys  too  eiquisite  to  last, 
—-And  yet  aiore  exquisite  when  past ! 
Wh«i  Uie  soul  sununons  by  a  spell 
The  ^MMts  of  pleasure  round  her  cell, 
In  saintlier  fbims  than  erst  they  wore. 
And  smiles  benigner  than  before ; 
Each  loved,  lamented  scene  renews 
With  warmer  touches,  tenderer  hues ; 
Recalls  kind  words  for  ever  flown. 
But  echoing  in  a  soAen'd  tone ; 
Wakes,  with  new  pulses  in  the  breast. 
Feelings  forgotten  or  at  rest ; 
— The  thought  how  fugitive  and  &ir. 
How  dear  and  precious  such  things  were ! 
HuU  thought,  with  gladness  more  refined. 
Deep  and  transporting  thrills  the  mind, 
7%an  all  those  pl^ures  of  an  hour, 
When  moet  the  soul  confess'd  their  power. 

Bliss  in  possession  will  not  last ; 
Remember'd  joyn  are  never  past ; 
At  once  the  fountain,  stream,  and  sea, 
TTiey  were, — they  are, — they  yet  shidl  be. 


ABDALLAH  AND  SABAT.' 


[OniaaBr  poUiInd  with  JtbdtlUk,  or  tkt  CkrutUm  Martvr, 
b(r  TlWsMf  FoUer  Bmrkmm,  Emi. 

From  West-Arabia  to  Bochara  came 
A  noble  youth ;  Abdallah  was  his  name ; 


Who  joumey'd  thrangh  die  vwioaa 

New  forms  of  man,  in  foatnie,  hafasi 

Where  Tartar  hordes  diroogh  nature  *a 

A  race  of  Centaurs^ — hone  and  ridar 

Where  the  soft  Persian  maid  the  breath 

Of  lovfraick  roses,  woo*d  by  nightingales ; 

Where  India's  grim  array  of  Idiola  aeea 

The  rabble-phantoms  of  a  maniac'a  dicam: 

— ^Himself  the  flowery  path  of  treapaas  Knd, 

Which  the  ftlse  {urophet  deck*d  lo  lure  6vm  Goi 

But  He,  who  changed,  into  the  foidi  of  ftnl. 

The  slaughter-breiuhing  ouni^  of  Saul, 

Vouchsafod  to  meet  Abdallah  by  the  way: 

No  miracle  of  light  eclipsed  the  day ; 

No  viskm  from  the  eternal  worid,  nor  aoond 

Of  awe  and  wonder  smote  him  to  the  groand; 

An  mild  and  calm,  with  power  till  then 

Tbe  gospel'glory  duough  hia  darkn 

A  still  small  whisper,  only  heard  within, 

Omvinced  the  trembling  penitoit  of  sin ; 

And  Jesus,  whom  the  Infiidel  abhorr'd. 

The  Convert  now  invoked,  and  cali'd  him  LonL 

EscajMng  from  the  lewd  ImposCor'a  snare. 

As  flits  a  bird  released  through  boundless  air; 

And  soaring  up  the  pure  blue  ethn 

— So  rose  hw  Spirit  on  exulting  wii^b. 

But  love,  joy,  peace,  the  Christian'a  bliss  hakfir. 

Are  deeply  mingled  in  a  cup  of  woe. 

Which  none  can  pass : — he,  counting  all  daagi  laa 

For  his  Redeemer,  gladly  bore  die  craas; 

Soon  call'd,  with  life,  to  lay  that  bnrdien  doinx 

In  the  first  fight  he  woo  the  Martyr*a 


1  8ss  AselwBsa**  Ckri$timi  Rutmrtku  m  IMts,  for  Um 
of  Abdsllsh.  snd  the  eomrsnion  sod  Isbon  of 


ns  GMstisa  OlMrwr,  Fabmsry  1818,  eootsua  the  soooont 


Abdalhdi*s  friend  viras  Sabat^-<me  of 
Whom  love  estranged  transforms  to  hitterasi 
From  persecution  to  that  friend  he  fled. 
But  Sabat  pour'd  reproaches  on  his  head. 
Spum'd  like  a  leprous  plague  the  prastrata 
And  hated  him  as  fiilaebood  hatea  the  truth ; 
Yet  first  with  sophistry  and  menace  tried 
To  turn  him  from  **  the  fiuthful  wtird  "  Msde; 
All  foiling,  old  esteem  to  rancor  tom'd. 
With  Mahomet's  own  reckless  rage  he  bumU 
A  thousand  hideous  thoughts,  like  fiends,  possesi'd 
The  PiandenHMiium  of  the  Bigot's  bN«st, 
Whose  fires,  enkindled  from  the  infernal  lake. 
Abdallah's  veins,  unsluiced,  al<Mie  could  dake. 


The  victim,  dragg'd  lo  slaughter  by  hia 
Wimess'd  a  good  confession  to  the  end. 
Bochara  ponr'd  her  people  forth,  to  gaae 
Upon  the  direst  scene  the  world  displays. 
Tike  blood  of  innocence  by  treason  spilt. 
The  reeking  triumph  of  deep-branded  guilt : 
— Bochara  pour'd  her  peo|Je  forth,  to  eye 
The  loveliest  spectacle  beneath  the  sky. 
The  look  with  which  a  Martyr  yields  his 
— ^The  resurrection  of  the  soul  in  death. 
"  Renounce  the  Nazarene ! "  the  headNnan  crisi, 
And  flash'd  the  unstoin'd  falchion  in  his  eyes: 
"  No ! — be  his  name  by  heaven  and  earth  adoted!" 
He  said,  and  gave  his  right-hand  to  the  svroid : 
"  Renounce  Him,  who  forsakes  thee  thus  berai;* 
He  wept,  but  spake  not,  and  resigned  hia  kft. 
**  Renounce  Him  now,  who  will  not,  cannot  savs;" 
He  kneel'd,  Uke  Stephen,  k)ok'd  beyood  die  gma. 
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lie  the  dawn  of  heaven  around  hun  broke, 
M  meek  head  to  the  dusevering  itioke. 

on  earth  a  mangled  body  lay ; 

entered  Puadiie  that  day. 

rhere  m  Sabat  f— Consdence^rtmck  he  itande, 
e  of  agony,  and  fast-lock'd  handa : 
h,  in  the  moment  to  depart, 
n*d,  and  look*d  the  traitor  through  the  heart: 
I  him  like  a  judgment  from  above, 
title  look  of  wrong'd,  forgiving  love! 
itied  vaniBh*d ;  suddenly  represt 
le  strange  flames  of  pession  in  his  iMeast ; 
but  the  smouldering  ashes  of  despair, 
!6s  of  darkness,  death  of  death,  were  there. 
g  wild  whirlwinds  of  remone  arise ; 
— fiom  all  except  himself  he  flies, 
ow  voice  for  ever  thiilUng  near, 
ice  of  bfood  which  none  but  he  can  hear. 

ed  fiom  guilt,  but  guilt  and  he  were  one, 
t  seeking  rest  and  finding  none ; 
of  horror  haunted  him  by  night, 
kness  was  less  terrible  than  light ; 
reams  of  woe  when  startled  nature  broke, 
•  that  were  not  dreams  the  wretch  awoke, 
he  ranged  through  India ;  till  the  Pbwer, 
et  Abdallah  in  a  happier  hour, 
d  Sabat ;  through  his  soul  he  felt 
»fd  of  truth;  his  heart  began  to  melt, 
»lded  slowly,  as  cold  Winter  yields 
iie  warm  Spring  comes  flushing  o*er  the  fields, 
rst  a  tear  of  gladness  swell'd  his  eye, 
lit  his  bosom  heaved  a  healthful  sigh ; 
MKxn  parch'd  as  Afiic's  desert-land, 
^e  a  flint.stone  in  the  burning  sand, 
e,  pardon,  hope,  eternal  joy,  reveal'd, 
Bd  his  heart ;  before  the  cross  he  kneel'd, 
up  to  Him  whom  once  he  pierced,  and  bore 
me  of  Christ  which  he  blasphemed  before. 
Sabat  then  subdued  by  love  or  fear  f 
bo  shall  vouch  that  he  was  not  sincere  f 

with  a  Convert's  zeal  his  ardent  mind 

for  the  common  weal  of  all  mankind ; 
th  intenser  fiuth  the  Arabian  pray'd, 
homeward  thought  through  childhood's  Eden 

stray'd, 

re,  in  the  lap  of  Yemen's  happiest  vale, 
epherds*  tents  are  waving  to  the  gale ; 
itriarch  of  their  tribe,  his  sire,  he  sees 
h  the  shadow  of  ambrosial  trees ; 
ters,  fiom  the  fountain  in  the  rock, 
le  cool  sparkling  water  to  their  flock ; 
)thren,  rapt  on  steeds  and  camels,  roam 
Ud  and  mountain,  all  the  land  their  home : 
her  he  long'd  to  send  that  book,  unseal'd, 

woids  are  life,  whose  leaves  his  wounds  had 

heal'd; 

ihmael,  living  by  his  sword  and  bow, 
thai  again  the  God  of  Abraham  know ; 
[eccan  Pilgrims  to  Cahba's  shrine, 
leasts  marching  in  perpetual  line, 
quit  the  broad,  to  choose  the  narrow  path, 
ijM^f  to  glory,  and  reclaims  from  wratfi. 


Fired  with  the  hope  to  bless  his  native  soil. 
Tears  roll'd  unfelt,  in  consecrated  toil, 
To  mould  the  truths  which  holy  writers  teach 
In  the  loved  accents  of  his  mother's  speech ; 
While,  like  the  sun,  that  always  to  the  west 
Leads  the  bright  day,  his  fervent  spirit  preas'd. 
Thither  a  purer  light  fimn  heaven  to  dart, 
— ^The  only  light  that  reaches  to  the  heart. 
Whose  deserts  blossom  where  its  beams  are  shed, 
The  blind  behold  them,  and  they  raise  the  dead. 
Nor  by  Arabia  were  his  labors  bound. 
To  Persian  lips  he  taught  '  the  joyful  sound." 
Would  he  had  held  imchanged  that  high  career! 

^But  Sabat  fell  like  lightning  fiom  Mi  sphere : 

Once  with  the  morning  stars  God's  works  he  sung ; 
Anon  a  serpent,  with  envenom'd  tongue, 
like  that  apostate  fiend  who  tempted  Eve, 
Gified  with  speech, — he  spake  but  to  deceive. 

Let  pity  o'er  his  errors  cast  a  veil ! 
Haste  to  the  sequel  of  his  tragic  tale. 
Sabat  became  a  vagabond  on  earth ; 
— He  chose  the  Sinner's  way,  the  Soomer's  mirth ; 
Now  feign'd  contrition  with  obdurate  tears. 
Then  wore  a  bravery  that  betray'd  his  fean ; 
With  oaths  and  curses  now  his  Lord  denied. 
And  strangled  guilty  shame  with  desperate  pride ; 
While,  inly  rack'd,  he  proved  what  culprits  foel. 
When  comcience  breaks  remembrance  oo  the  wheel 
At  length,  an  outlaw  through  the  orient  isles. 
Snared  in  the  subtlety  of  his  own  wiles, 
He  perish'd  in  an  unexpected  hour. 
To  glut  the  vengeance  of  barbarian  power; 
With  sack-doth  shrouded,  to  a  millstone  bound. 
And  in  the  abysses  of  the  ocean  drown'd. 

Oh !  what  a  plunge  into  the  dark  was  there! 

How  ended  life! — In  blasphemy  or  prayer? 
The  winds  are  fled  that  beard  his  parting  cry, 
llie  waves  that  stifled  it  make  no  reply. 

When,  at  the  resurrection  of  the  Just, 
Earth  shall  yield  back  Abdallah  fiom  the  dost, 
The  sea,  like  rising  clouds,  give  up  its  dead. 
Then  fiom  the  deep  shall  Sabat  lift  his  head. 
With  waking  millions  round  the  judgmenl^eat, 
Once,  and  but  once  again,  those  twain  shall  meet. 
To  part  for  evei^-or  to  part  no  more : 
— ^But  who  the  eternal  secret  shall  explore. 
When  Justice  seals  the  gates  of  heaven  and  hellf 
The  rest— 4hat  day,  that  day  alone,  will  teU. 


TO  BRITAIN. 

The  foOowioff  Addrasi  wss  the  eooelodinc  PsrtorsPosm,  «e- 
titled  "  Tktughts  m  HTUato,"  mmaaA  to  a  Work,  wiinsa 
by  a  ftiaod  of  the  Author,  to  sspoM  the  srili  of  the  8UU 

I  LOVK  Thee,  0  my  native  Isle! 
Dear  as  my  mother's  earliest  smile ; 
Sweet  as  my  foiher's  voice  to  me 
Is  all  I  hear,  and  all  I  see, 
When,  glancing  o'er  thy  beauteooa  land. 
In  view  thy  PuHUc  Vtrfnef  stand. 


1  Ths  8UU  IMtmv,  A  Drasa;_br 
TlMffilsMi  WktdM 
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The  gaaidian  angela  of  thy  coast. 
Who  watch  the  dear  domntic  Boat, 
TUm  Heart  t  AjfK*Um»^  pleaMd  to  roam 
Around  the  quiet  heaven  at  home. 

I  knre  Thee^ — ^when  I  maifc  thy  toO 
FkNunh  beneath  the  peasant*!  toO, 
And  fiom  its  lap  of  verdure  throw 
TVeaeurea  whidi  neither  Indiee  know. 

I  knre  Thee^ — when  I  hear  around 
Thy  kmna,  and  wheek,  and  anvila  Kmnd, 
Thine  en^finea  heaving  all  their  ibroe. 
Thy  waten  laboring  on  their  course, 
And  arts,  and  industry,  and  wealth 
Exulting  in  the  joys  of  health. 

I  love  Tlieef — ^when  I  trace  thy  tale 
To  the  dim  point  wh«re  records  fail ; 
Thy  deeds  omT  old  renown  inspire 
My  boaom  with  our  fitthers'  fire : 
A  proud  inheritance  I  claim 
In  all  their  sufferings,  all  their  fiune ; 
Nor  less  delisted  when  I  stray 
Down  hiilory's  lengthening,  widening  way, 
And  hail  Thee  in  diy  present  hour. 
From  the  meridian  arrh  of  power. 
Shedding  the  lustre  nf  thy  reign. 
Like  sunshine,  over  land  and  main. 

I  love  Thee« — when  I  reed  the  lays 
Of  British  bards  in  elder  days. 
Till,  rapt  oo  visionary  wings. 
High  o*er  thy  cliffi  my  spirit  sings ; 
For  I,  among  thy  living  choir, 
I,  too,  can  touch  the  sacred  Ijrre. 

I  love  Thee, — ^when  I  contemplate 
The  full-orb'd  grandeur  of  thy  state ; 
Thy  laws  and  liberties,  that  rise, 
Man*s  noUest  works  beneath  the  skies. 
To  which  the  pyramids  were  tame. 
And  Grecian  temples  bow  their  fiune : 
Theae,  thine  immortal  sages  wrought 
Out  of  the  deepest  mines  of  thought ; 
These,  on  the  scafibld,  in  the  field. 
Thy  warriors  won,  thy  patriots  seal'd ; 
These,  at  the  parricidal  pyre. 
Thy  martyrs,  sanctified  in  fire. 
And,  with  the  generous  blood  they  spilt, 
Wash'd  from  thy  soil  their  murderers'  guilt, 
Canceird  the  curse  which  vengeance  sped. 
And  left  a  blessing  in  its  stead. 
— Can  words,  can  numbers  count  the  price 
Paid  tot  this  little  paradise  ? 
Never,  oh !  never  be  it  lost ; 
The  land  is  worth  the  price  it  cost 

I  love  Thee, — when  thy  sabbath  dawns 
O^er  woods  and  mountains,  dales  and  laww, 
And  streams,  that  sparkle  while  they  run. 
As  if  their  fountain  were  the  sun: 
When,  hand  in  hand,  thy  tribes  repair. 
Each  to  their  chosen  house  of  prayer, 
And  all  in  peace  and  freedom  call 
On  Sn,  who  is  die  Lord  of  all. 


I  love  Thee^ — when  my  aool  can  frd 
The  seraph-ardors  of  thy  zeal : 
Thy  charities,  to  none  confined. 
Bless,  like  the  son,  the  rain,  the  wind ; 
Thy  schools  the  human  brute  shall  raise. 
Guide  erring  youth  in  wiadoni's  ways. 
And  leave,  when  we  are  tum*d  to  dust. 
A  generation  of  the  just 


I  love  Thee« — when  I  see  Thea 
The  hope  of  every  other  land ; 
A  seapmark  in  the  tide  of  time. 
Rearing  to  heaven  thy  brow  anbliiae. — 
Whence  beams  of  gospel-splendor  shed 
A  sacred  halo  round  thine  head ; 
And  gentiles  fixMu  afar  behold 
(Not  as  on  Sinai's  rocks  of  old), 
Gon, — fiom  eternity  conceol'd, — 
In  his  own  light,  on  Thee  reveal'd. 

I  love  Thee, — when  I  hear  thy  voire 
Bid  a  despairing  woHd  rejoice. 
And  kmd  fiom  shore  to  shore  prockura. 
In  every  tongue,  Messiah's  name ; 
That  name,  at  which,  from  sea  to  sea. 
All  nations  yA  shall  bow  the  knee. 

I  love  Thee : — next  to  heaven  above. 
Land  of  my  &thers !  Thee  I  hrve ; 
And,  rail  thy  slanderers  as  they  will, 
**  With  all  thy  fiuilts  I  love  Thee  atill :" 
For  &ults  Thou  hast,  of  heinous 
Repent,  renounce  them,  ere  they 
In  judgment^ — ^lest  thine  ocean-wall 
With  boundless  ruin  round  Thee  fidl. 
And  that,  which  was  thy  mightiest  sts^. 
Sweep  all  thy  rocks  like  sand  away. 

Yes,  Thou  host  faults  of  heinous  size. 
From  which  I  turn  with  weeping  eyes; 
On  these  let  them  that  hate  Thee  dwell : 
Yet  ow  I  spare  notr— one  I  tell. 
Tell  with  a  whisper  in  thine  ear ; 
Oh !  might  it  wring  thine  heart  with  fear! 
Oh !  that  my  weakest  word  might  roll, 
like  heaven's  oun  thunder,  through  thy  so 

There  is  a  Lie  in  thy  right  hand — 
A  Brt&e,  corrupting  all  the  land ; 
There  is  within  thy  gates  a  pest, 
— QM  and  a  BahyUmith  vest ; 
Not  hid  in  shame-concealing  shade. 
But  broad  against  the  sun  display 'd. 
These^ — tell  it  not, — ^it  muM  be  tokl : 
These  from  thy  Lottery-Wuexls  are  wU 
Sold, — and  thy  children,  train'd  to  sin. 
Hazard  both  worlds  these  plagues  to  win ; 
Nay,  thy  deluded  statesmen  stake 
Thyself^— and  lose  Thee  for  their  sake! 
Lose  Thee  ? — they  shall  not: — ^He.  whose 
Is  Nature's  law,  preserves  thee  still ; 
And,  while  the  uplifted  bolt  impexals. 
One  warning  more  his  mercy  sends. 

O  Britain !  O  my  country !  bring 
Forth  frcHn  thy  camp  the  »u*c^ir*gd  thing; 
Consign  it  to  remorseless  fire. 
Watch  till  the  latest  spark  expire, 
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TImq  cMt  the  Mhet  oo  tlie  wind. 
Hot  leave  one  atom-wreck  behind. 

So  may  thy  wealth  and  power  inereaae, 
80  BMy  diy  people  dwell  in  peace ; 
On  thee  die  Almighty's  glory  reit. 
And  an  die  world  in  thee  be  bleit 


THE  ALP&— A  REVERIE. 

PaatL  Day, 

Thx  moontaini  of  this  glorioiu  land 
Are  oonacioaa  beings  to  mine  eye, 
When  at  the  break  of  day  they  sluid 
Like  giants,  looking  through  the  sky, 
To  hdl  the  sun's  unrisen  car. 
That  gilds  their  diadems  of  snow ; 
While  one  by  one,  as  star  by  star. 
Their  peaks  in  ether  glow. 

Their  silent  presence  fills  my  soul. 
When  to  die  horiaontal  ray 
The  many-tinctured  vapois  roll 
In  eraneseent  wreaths  away, 
And  leave  them  naked  on  die  scene. 
The  eraUema  of  eternity, 
The  same  aa  they  have  ever  been. 
And  shall  §ar  ever  be. 

Tat  thiongh  the  valley  while  I  ranges 
Their  difi,  Hke  images  in  dreams. 
Color,  and  ahape,  and  station  change; 
Here  crags  and  caverns,  woods,  ai^  atreami, 
And  aeas  of  adamantine  ice, 
With  gavdena,  vineyards,  fields  embiaoed. 
Open  a  way  to  Paradise 
Through  all  the  splendid  wastes 

The  goals  are  hanging  on  the  rocka, 
Wide  through  their  pastures  roam  the  herds ; 
P^aoe  00  the  uplands  ieeds  her  floeks, 
Tin  suddenly  the  king  of  birdi 
Pouncing  a  lamb,  they  start  for  ftar : 
He  bean  his  bleating  prize  on  high ; 
The  well-known  plahit  his  neatlinga  hear. 
And  raiae  a  rav«ung  cry. 

T%e  sun  in  morning  fireshneaa  shines : 
At  noon  behold  his  orb  o'etcaat; 
HoUow  and  dreary  o'er  the  pinaa. 
Like  distant  ocean,  moans  the  blast : 
The  mountains  darken  at  the  sound, 
Pui  on  their  armor,  and  anon. 
In  panoply  of  clouds  wrapt  roimd. 
Their  ftrms  fiom  aight  are  gone. 

Hark!  war  in  heaven! — the  battl»ehoat 
Of  thundw  rends  the  echoing  air ; 
Lo !  war  in  heaven ! — thick-daafaii^f  oat 
Throogh  tonent-raina,  red  UghtningB  gfare ; 
Aa  though  the  Alps,  with  mortal  ire. 
At  once  a  thousand  voices  raised ; 
And  widi  a  thousand  swords  of  fc« 
At  oDoa  in  conflict  blaaad. 

»E 
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Con,  golden  Evening,  in  die  weat 
Enthrone  the  storm-dispening  sun. 
And  let  the  triple  rainbow  reat 
Cer  all  the  mountain-tops »— .'t  m  done ; 
The  deluge  ceases :  bold  and  bright. 
The  rainbow  shoots  from  hiU  to  hiU ; 
Down  sinks  the  sun;  on  preasea  laght; 
— Mont  Bkmc  is  lovely  stiE 

There  take  diy  stand,  my  spirit^— apnad 
The  world  of  shadows  at  thy  feet ; 
And  mark  how  calmly,  overhead. 
The  Stan  like  saints  in  glory  meet: 
While  hid  in  solitude  sublime, 
Methinks  I  muse  on  Nature's  tomb, 
And  hear  the  passing  foot  of  Time 
Step  through  die  gloom. 

All  in  a  moment,  crash  on  crash. 
From  precipice  to  precipice. 
An  avalanche's  ruins  dash 
Down  to  the  nethermost  abyas ; 
Invisible,  the  ear  alone 
Follows  the  uproar  tiU  it  dies : 
Echo  on  echo,  groan  for  groan. 
From  deep  to  deep  repliea. 

Silence  again  the  darkness  aeals^ — 
Darkness  that  may  be  felt  ;~but  soon 
The  sUver-ck>uded  east  reveals 
The  midnight  spectre  of  the  moon ; 
In  half-eclipse  she  KAa  her  horn, 
Tet,  o'er  the  host  of  heaven  supreme. 
Brings  die  ftint  sembUnce  of  a  mora 
With  her  awakening  beam. 

Ha !  at  her  touch,  theae  Alpine  heighta 

Unreal  mockeriea  appear; 

With  blacker  shadows,  ghastlier  lights, 

Enlaiguig  as  she  climbs  the  sphere ; 

A  crowd  of  apparitiona  pale ! 

I  hold  my  breath  in  chiU  suspense, 

— ^They  seem  so  exquisitely  fiailr— 

Lest  diey  should  vanish  hence. 

I  breathe  again,  1  freely  breadie ; 

Lake  of  Geneva!  thee  I  trace, 

Like  Dian's  crescent  for  beneath. 

And  beautiful  as  Dian's  fiice : 

Pride  of  diis  land  of  liberty ! 

All  diat  thy  waves  reflect  I  bve ; 

Where  heaven  itself,  brought  down  to  thee. 

Looks  foirer  than  above. 

Safe  on  thy  banks  again  I  stray* 
The  trance  of  poesy  is  o'er. 
And  I  am  here  at  dawn  of  day. 
Gazing  on  mountains  as  before ; 
For  aU  the  strange  muiationa  wrooght 
Were  magic  foata  of  my  own  mind : 
Thus,  in  die  foiiy-land  of  diought, 
Whate'er  I  seek  I  find. 


Yet,  O  ye  everlaMing  hUla! 
RuiJdinp  of  Gad,  not  made  widi 
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Wbon  woid  peilbrmi  whate'er  He  wiOs, 
WboM  word,  tboagfa  ye  shall  periah,  ituidi ; 
Can  there  be  eyee  that  look  oo  you. 
Till  tean  of  laptore  make  them  dim, 
Nor  in  hia  woriu  the  Maker  view. 
Then  hme  hm  worki  in  Himf 

By  me,  when  I  behold  Him  not. 
Or  love  Hun  not  when  I  behoU, 
Be  all  I  ever  knew  fiiffoC ; 
Jity  pnlw  itand  iiill,  my  heart  givw  cold ; 
Tkanrfbnn'd  to  ioe,  'twixt  earth  and  aky, 
On  jronder  cliff  my  ftrm  be  Men, 
That  all  may  aak,  but  none  reply. 
What  my  offimoe  hath  been. 


QUESTIONS  AND  ANSWERS. 

Flowxbs  !  wherefore  do  ye  bloom  f 
— ^We  strew  thy  pathway  to  the  tomlx 

Stars !  wherefi»re  do  ye  rise  f 
— To  light  thy  spirit  to  the  skies. 

Fair  Moon !  why  dost  thoa  wane  f 
—That  I  may  wax  again. 

O  Son!  what  makes  thy  beams  so  bright! 
—The  Word,  that  said  **  Let  there  be  li^t' 

Planels!  what  gmdes  yoa  in  yoor  course ? 
—Unseen,  miielt,  nnfiiiling  force. 

Natore !  whence  sprsng  thy  prions  frame  ? 
— ^My  Maker  call'd  me,  and  I  came. 


Time!  whither  dort  thou  fleet 
— I  tiavd  to 


Eternity!  what  art  tfaonf    eay. 
— ^Time  past,  time  present,  time  to 


Te  Dead !  where  can  yoor 
— Tlie  boose  for  all  the  liviiM  s 

OLifo!  what  is  thy  breath?^ 
— A  vapor  kst  in  death. 

O  Death!  how  ends  thy  strile f 
everlasting  life. 


bef 
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O  light !  diy  subtle  essence  who  may  know  f 
— AA.  not ;  for  all  things  but  myself  I  show. 

What  is  yon  arch  which  ever3rwhere  I  see  ? 
—The  sign  of  omnipresent  Deity. 

Where  rests  the  horiaon*s  all-embracing  aone  f 
— ^Where  earth,  God's  footstool,  touches  heaven,  his 
throne. 

Te  doods !  what  bring  ye  in  your  train ! 

— 4Sod*s  onboasiesf — stonn,  lightning,  hail,  or  rain. 

Winds!  whence  and  whither  do  ye  blow f 
— Thou  must  be  bom  again  to  know. 

Bow  in  the  cloud !  what  token  dost  thou  bear  f 
— Tliat  Justice  still  cries  **  strike,"  and  Mercy  **  tpan.* 

Dews  of  the  morning !  wherefore  were  ye  given  ? 
— To  shine  on  earth,  then  rise  to  heaven. 

Rise,  glitter,  break;  yet.  Bubble!  tell  me  why! 
— To  show  the  course  of  all  beneath  the  sky. 

Stay,  Meteor!  stay  thy  foiling  &«. 

^No:  dios  shall  all  the  host  of  heaven  expire. 

Ooean!  what  law  thy  cfaainless  waves  confinedf 
-*7bcl  wbich  in  Reason's  limili  holds  thy  mind. 


O  Gmve !  where  is  iky  victory  f 
— AdL  Him  who  rose  again  for  me. 


YOUTH  RENEWED. 

SpmiNO-FLOwsts,  spring-birda,  sprit^-bResi 

Are  felt,  and  heard,  and  seen ; 

light  trembling  transport  seises 

My  heart, — ^with  sighs  between : 

These  old  enchantments  fill  the  ssind 

With  scenes  and  seasons  for  belund ; 

Childhood,  its  smiles  and  tean. 

Youth,  with  its  flush  of  yean. 

Its  morning-clouds  and  dewy  jaime^ 

More  exquisitely  touch'd  by  Time. 

Fancies  again  are  springing, 
like  May-flowers  in  the  vales ; 
While  hopes,  long  lost,  are  mao^gmg. 
From  thorns,  like  nightingales ; 
And  kindly  spirits  stir  my  blood, 
like  vernal  airs,  that  curi  the  flood : 
There  fells  to  manhood's  lot 
A  joy,  which  youth  has  not, 
A  dream,  more  beautifiil  than  truth, 
— Returning  Spring,  renewing  Youth. 

Thus  sweetly  to  surrender 
The  |»esent  for  the  past ; 
In  sprightly  mood,  yet  tender, 
life's  burthen  down  to  cast, 
— ^This  is  to  taste,  fiom  stage  to  stage. 
Youth  on  the  lees  refined  by  age : 
like  wine  well  kept  and  long. 
Heady,  nor  harab,  nor  strong. 
With  every  annual  cup,  is  quaffed 
A  richer,  purer,  mellower  diaugbt 


THE  BRIDAL  AND  THE  BURIAL. 

'*  Blbhcd  is  the  bride  whom  the  sub  shiaes ob; 
Blessed  is  the  corpse  which  the  rain  rains  on.** 

I  saw  thee  young  and  beautiful, 

I  saw  thee  rich  and  gay. 

In  the  first  blush  of  womanhood. 

Upon  thy  wedding-day : 

The  church-bells  rang. 

And  the  little  children  sang, — 

**  Flowers,  flowers,  kiss  her  feet ; 

Sweets  to  the  sweet ! 
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Tlie  winter  *•  past,  die  faini  are  gone : 
Bleaed  m  the  bride  whom  the  sun  shinet  on." 

I  MW  thee  poor  and  desolate, 

I  saw  thee  fiide  away, 

In  broken-hearted  widowhood, 

Before  thy  locks  were  grey : 

The  death-bell  nuo^^ 

And  the  little  chikpki  sang,^ 

"  lilies !  dress  her  winding-sheet ; 

Sweets  10  the  sweet ! 

The  summer 's  past,  the  sunshine  gone : 

Bleaaed  is  the  corpse  which  the  rain  laina  on.*' 


is  the  bride  whom  the  sun  shines  on ; 
leased  is  die  corpse  which  the  rain  rains  on.' 


*t 


FRIEND& 

FuBND  after  friend  departs ; 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  f 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 
That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  firail  world  our  only  rest, 
living  or  dying,  none  were  UesL 

Beyond  the  flight  of  Time, 
Beyond  this  Wie  of  death, 
There  sorely  is  some  blessed  dime 
Where  life  is  not  a  breath. 
Nor  life's  aflbctions  transient  fire. 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

T%ere  it  a  world  above, 
Where  parting  is  unknown^- 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 
Form'd  tat  the  good  alone ; 
And  fiuth  beboMs  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

Thus  star  by  star  declines. 

Tin  all  are  passed  away, — 

As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day ; 

Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empt^  night, 

— ^They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light 


A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 

ON  THB  DEATH  OP  HER  INPAIIT  DAUGHTER. 

I  LOVKD  thee,  Daughter  of  my  heart! 
My  Child,  I  loved  thee  dearly ; 
And  though  we  only  met  to  part, 
— How  sweetly !  how  severely  !— 
Nor  life  nor  death  can  sever 
My  aool  horn  thine  tot  ever. 

Hiy  days,  my  little  one !  were  few: 
An  Angel's  morning  visit, 
Hiat  came  and  vai^'d  widi  die  dew; 
'Twas  here,  'tis  gone — ^where  is  itf 
TeC  didst  thou  leave  behind  diee 
A  dew  fer  love  to  find  thee. 

The  eye,  die  lip,  the  dieek,  die  brow. 
The  handi  stietch'd  fbfdi  in  gjadiiaw, 


All  life,  joy,  rapture,  beauty  now^ — 
Then  daah'd  with  infant  sadness ; 
Till,  bright«ung  by  transition, 
Retum'd  the  feiiy  vision  »— 

Where  are  they  now  f — thooe  smiles,  those  teaii. 

Thy  Mother's  darling  treasure  f 

She  sees  them  still,  and  still  she  hears 

Thy  toues  of  pain  or  pleasure, — 

To  her  quick  pulse  revealing 

Unutterable  feeling. 

Hush'd  in  a  moment  on  her  breast, 

life  at  the  well-spring  drinking ; 

Then  cradled  on  her  lap  to  rest. 

In  rosy  slumber  sinking : 

Thy  dreams— no  thought  can  guess  them ; 

And  mine— no  tongue  express  them. 

For  then  this  waking  eye  could  see. 

In  many  a  vain  vagary, 

The  thingB  that  never  were  to  be, 

Imaginationi  airy ; 

Fond  hopes  that  mothers  cherish, 

like  still-bom  babes  to  perish. 

Mine  perish'd  on  thy  early  bier ; 
No--changed  to  fernis  more  glorious, 
They  flourish  in  a  higher  sphere, 
O'er  time  and  death  victorious ; 
Yet  would  these  arms  have  chain'd  thee. 
And  long  from  Heaven  detain'd  thee. 

Sarah !  my  last,  my  3roongest  love. 

The  crown  of  every  other ! 

Though  thou  art  IxHrn  in  Heaven  above, 

I  am  thine  only  Mother, 

Nor  will  afiection  let  me 

Believe  thou  canst  forget  me. 

Then, — thou  in  Heaven  and  I  on  earth,— 
May  this  one  hope  delight  us. 
That  thou  wilt  hail  my  second  birth. 
When  death  shall  reunite  us. 
Where  worlds  no  more  can  sever 
Parent  and  child  fer  ever. 


THE  WIDOW  AND  THE  FATHERLESS. 

Well,  thou  ait  gone,  and  I  am  left : 
But  oh !  how  oold  and  dark  to  me 
This  world,  of  every  charm  bereft. 
Where  all  was  beautiful  with  thee ! 


Though  I  have  seen  thy  form  depart 
For  ever  fifom  my  widow'd  eye, 
I  hold  thee  in  mine  iimiost  heart ; 
There,  there  at  least,  thou  canst  not  die. 


Farewell  on  earth :  Heaven  daim'd  ill  own  \ 
Tet,  when  from  me  thy  presence  went, 
I  was  exchanged  for  God  alone : 
Let  dust  and  ashes  learn  content 

Ha!  those  small  voices,  silver  sweet! 
Fresh  from  the  fields  my  babes  appoar; 
They  fillmyanna^  they  dasp  my  feat  t 
— ^Oh!  coaiMLiaQs^tiaMsi«ax»>Mfn'>^ 
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THE  DAISY  IN  INIXA. 


Bippond  to  be  addiHMd  bf  the  IUtwiwI  Dr.  Gu«F»  the  leani- 
•d  and  ifloilrMMH  B«p(at  Mmutuuf  at  Secainpora,  to  the 
int  plant  (^  Aii  kind,  whieli  «pnag  op  niwipacfdif  in  hia 
ffudaii,  oat  of  aooM  Engfiah  eaith,  in  whieli  oilier  aaedi  had 
been  cooyayed  to  Um  ftom  thb  ooaotiT'  With  great  care 
and  nunlat*  the  Doctor  faaa  been  wiabled  to  perpetnale  the 
Daiaf  m  India,  aa  an  aanaal  ooIf.  raiaBd  br 
to 


Tbkicb  weloome^  little  English  Ibwer! 
Bfy  motlier  oountiy's  white  and  red. 
In  roae  or  lily,  till  thia  hour. 
Never  to  me  audi  heauty  spreed : 
Trumplanted  fiom  thine  ialand-bed, 
A  treaaorein  a  grain  of  earth. 
Strange  aa  a  spirit  from  the  dead. 
Thine  embryo  sprang  to  birth. 

Thrice  welcome,  little  Englirii  flower! 
Whose  tribee,  beneath  our  natal  skies. 
Shut  close  their  leaves  while  vapors  lower ; 
But,  when  the  son's  gay  beams  arise, 
WiUi  unabash'd  but  modest  eyes, 
Follow  his  motion  to  the  west, 
Nor  cease  to  gaze  till  daylight  dies, 
llien  ibid  themselves  to  rest 

Thrice  welcome,  little  English  flower, 
To  this  resplendent  hemisphere. 
Where  Flora's  giant  oflspring  lower 
In  gorgeous  liveries  all  the  year ; 
Thou,  only  thou,  art  little  here. 
Like  worth  unfriended  and  unknown, 
Yet  to  my  British  heart  more  dear 
Than  all  the  torrid  aone. 

Thrice  welcome,  little  English  flower ! 
Of  early  scenes  beloved  by  roe. 
While  happy  in  my  father's  bower. 
Thou  shah  the  blithe  memorial  be ; 
The  fairy  sports  of  infancy. 
Youth's  golden  age,  and  manhood's  prime, 
Home,  country,  kindred,  friends, — with  thee, 
1  find  in  this  for  clime. 

Thrice  welcoroo,  little  English  flower ! 
I  '11  rear  thee  with  a  trembling  hand : 
Oh,  for  the  April  sun  and  shower. 
The  sweet  May-dele's  of  that  fair  land. 
Where  Daisies,  thick  as  star-light,  stand 
In  every  walk ! — that  here  may  shoot 
Thy  scions,  and  thy  buds  expand, 
A  hundred  from  one  root. 

Thrice  welcome,  little  EInglish  flower ! 
To  me  the  pledge  of  hope  unseen ; 
When  sorrow  would  my  soul  o'erpower 
For  joys  that  were,  or  might  have  been, 
1 11  call  to  mind  how.  fresh  and  green, 
I  saw  thee  waking  from  the  dust; 
Then  turn  to  heaven  with  brow  serene, 
And  place  in  God  my  trust. 


THE  DROUCfflT. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  SUMMER  OP 


Hoaea,  ii.  au  91. 


What  strange,  what  fearfhl  dunghatli 
The  ground  is  iron,  and  the  heavena  uv 
Man  on  the  withering  harvajgi  casta  hia  cfv, 
**  Give  me  your  fruits  in  aeJn,  or  I  die  ;** 
Tlie  timely  Froiu  implore  their  paraot  EaiA, 
**  Where  is  thv  strength  to  faring  vm  ftrih  Id 
Hie  Earth,  all  prasliate,  to  the  CknA 
"Send  to  my  heart  your  lertiliiii^  raina;'* 
The  Clouds  invoke  the  HeaYen%— J"  Collect, 
Throoi^  oa  your  quidbening,  h— litg 
The  Heavens  to  Hhn  that  made  than 
«*  Command  thy  blessing,  and  it  siball  be  done 
The  L(»d  is  in  his  temple ; — hush'd  and  still. 
The  suppliant  Universe  awaits  hia  wiU. 


He  speaks;  and  to  the douds the  R< 
With  lightning-speed,  their  genial  influence; 
The  gathering,  breaking  Clouds  poor  down  their  nia 
Earth  drinks  the  bliss  through  all  her  eager  rmm; 
From  teeming  furrows  start  the  Fmita  to  hafk. 
And  shake  their  treasures  on  the  lap  of  Eaiik; 
Man  sees  the  harvests  grow  beneath  bis  eft. 
Turns,  and  looks  up  with  rapture  ta  the  sky; 
All  that  have  breath  and  behog  unm 
All  Nature's  vdces  bloid  in  one  great 
'*  Glory  to  God,  who  thus  himself  n 
— ^Wluen  shall  all  tongues  conftsa  Him  God 
Lord,-as  the  rain  comes  down  from  Heavea 
Which  waters  Elarth.  nor  thence  leuuus 
But  makes  the  tree  to  bod,  the  grass  to  apria;. 
And  feeds  and  gladdens  e\-ery  living  tlai^ ; 
So  may  thy  word,  upon  a  work!  deetroy'd 
Come  douTi  in  blessing,  and  return  not  void ; 
So  may  it  come  in  universal  showers. 
And  fill  Earth's  dreariest  ^ildemeaa  with  flowm> 
— ^With  flowers  of  promise  fill  the  vrorid.  wiAia 
Man's  heart,  laid  waste  and  desolate  fay  sia ; 
Where  thorns  and  thistles  curse  the  inftsled  groiaii 
Let  the  rich  fruits  of  righteousness  aboond ; 
And  trees  of  life,  for  ever  fresh  and  green. 
Flourish  where  trees  of  death  alone  have  beee; 
Let  Truth  look  down  from  Heaven.  Hope  soar  aborv. 
Justice  and  Mercy  kiss.  Faith  work  by  Love; 
Nations  new-bom  their  fiithers*  idols  spurn ; 
The  ronsom'd  of  the  Lord  with  songs  retom; 
Heralds !  the  year  of  Jubilee  proclaim ; 
Bow  every  knee  at  the  Redeemer's  name ; 
O'er  lands,  with  darkness,  thrald<nn,  guilt,  o*< 
In  light,  joy,  freedom,  be  the  Spirit  riied ; 
Speak  Thou  the  word ;  to  Satan's  power  say,  "Cf 
But  to  a  world  of  pardon'd  sinners.  **  Peace.** 
— ^Thus  in  thy  grace.  Lord  God,  Thyself  make  knom: 
Then  shall  aW  tongues  confess  Thee  God 


'niE  STRANGER  AND  HIS  FRIEND. 


"  Ye  bare  done  it  unto  me.**— Matt  nv, 

A  pooa  wayfaring  man  of  grief 
Hath  ij^ea  cross'd  me  on  my  vray. 
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Who  raed  lo  humbly  ibr  relief^ 
Thai  I  could  never  answer,  **  Nay  .* " 
I  had  not  power  to  aik  his  name. 
Whither  be  went,  or  whence  he  came, 
Yet  was  there  somethii^  in  his  eye, 
That  won  my  love,  I  knew  not  why. 


Once,  when  mj/Mhiuuty  meal  was  spread. 
He  entered ; — ^not  a  word  he  spake  ^~ 
Just  perishing  for  want  of  bread ; 
I  gave  him  dl ;  he  blessed  it,  brake, 
And  ate« — ^bat  gave  me  part  again ; 
Bfine  was  an  Angel's  portion  then. 
For  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste, 
That  crost  was  manna  to  my  taste. 


I  spied  him,  where  a  feuntain  bunt 

Clear  from  the  rock ;  his  strength  was  gone ; 

The  heedless  water  mock'd  his  thint. 

He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on : 

I  ran  to  raise  the  sufferer  up ; 

Thrice  from  the  stream  he  drain*d  my  cnp, 

Dipt,  and  retum*d  it  running  o*er ; 

I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  more. 


night;  the  floods  were  out;  it  blew 
A  winter  hurricane  aloof; 
I  heard  his  voice  abroad,  and  flew 
To  bid  him  welcome  to  my  roof; 
I  warm'd,  I  clothed,  I  cheer'd  my  guest. 
Laid  him  on  my  own  couch  to  rest ; 
Then  made  the  hearth  my  bed,  and  seem*d 
In  Eden*s  garden  while  I  dream'd. 


Stript,  woonded,  beaten,  nigh  to  death, 
I  found  him  by  the  highway-side : 
I  looaed  his  pulse,  brought  back  his  breath. 
Revived  his  spirit,  and  supplied 
Wine,  oO,  refreshment;  he  was  heal'd ; 
[  bad  mya^'a  wound  oonceal'd; 
But  fiom  that  hour  forgot  the  smart. 
And  Peace  bound  up  my  broken  heart 


In  prison  I  saw  him  next,  condemn'd 
To  meet  a  traitor's  doom  at  mom ; 
The  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  stemm'd. 
And  honor'd  him  'midst  shame  and  scorn 
My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try. 
He  ask'd,  if  I  for  him  would  die ; 
The  fleah  was  weak,  my  blood  ran  chill. 
But  die  free  spirit  cried, "  I  will" 


nten  in  a  moment  to  my  view 

The  Stranger  darted  from  disguise, 

The  tokens  in  his  hands  I  knew, 

My  Savior  stood  before  mine  eyes : 

He  spake;  and  my  poor  name  He  named ; 

*  Of  roe  thou  hast  not  been  ashamed : 

Tlieae  deeds  shall  thy  memorial  be ; 

Fear  not,  thou  didst  them  onto  Bie." 

45  3E3 


A  SEA  PIECE, 

IN  TUan  SONlfETB. 

<S6«M.— Bridlinftoo  Qanj,  ISBl 

I. 
At  nightfidl,  walking  on  the  cliflPcrown'd  shoro, 
Where  sea  and  sky  were  in  each  other  lost ; 
Dark  ships  were  scudding  through  the  wild  uproar. 
Whose  wrecks  ere  mom  must  strew  the  dreary  coast! 
1  mark'd  one  well-moor'd  vessel  tempesl4cM(t, 
Sails  reePd,  helm  lash'd, — a  dreadful  siege  she  bore; 
Her  deck  bjr  billow  after  billow  cross'd. 
While  every  moment  she  might  be  no  more : 
Yet  firmly  anchor'd  on  the  nether  sand, 
like  a  chain'd  lion  ramping  at  his  foes. 
Forward  and  rearward  still  she  plunged  and  rose. 
Till  broke  her  cable ; — then  she  fled  to  land. 
With  all  the  waves  in  chase ;  throes  following  throes; 
She  'scaped, — she  strack,r— «he  stood  upon  the  strand. 

IL 

The  mom  was  beautiful,  the  storm  gone  by ; 
Three  days  had  paas'd ;  1  saw  the  peaceful  main. 
One  molten  mirror,  one  illumined  plane, 
Clear  as  the  blue,  sublime,  o'er-archix]^  sky : 
On  shore  that  lonely  vessel  caught  mine  eye. 
Her  bow  was  sea-ward,  all  equipt  her  train. 
Yet  to  the  sun  she  spread  her  wings  in  vain, 
like  a  chain'd  eagle,  impotent  to  %; 
There  fix'd  as  if  for  ever  to  aUde : 
Far  down  the  beach  had  roll'd  the  low  neap-tide. 
Whose  mingling  murmur  faintly  lull'd  the  ear : 
*'  Is  this,"  methought,  '*  is  this  the  doom  of  pride, 
Check'd  in  the  onset  of  thy  brave  career, 
Ingloriousiy  to  rot  by  piecemeal  heref '* 

m. 

Spring-tides  retura'd.  and  Fortune  smiled :  the  bay 
Received  the  rushing  ocean  to  its  breast; 
While  waves  on  waves  innumerably  prest, 
Seem'd,  with  the  prancing  of  their  proud  array. 
Sea-horses,  flash'd  with  foam,  and  snorting  spray ; 
Their  power  and  thunder  broke  that  vessel's  rest ; 
Slowly,  with  new  expanding  life  possest, 
To  her  own  element  she  glid  aw«y ; 
Buoyant  and  bounding  like  the  polar  whale. 
That  takes  his  pastime ;  every  jo3rful  sail 
Was  to  the  freeidom  of  the  wind  unfurl'd. 
While  right  and  left  tfie  parted  surges  cnrl'd : 
— Go,  gallant  bark,  with  such  a  tide  and  gale. 
I  '11  pledge  thee  to  a  V03rage  round  the  world. 


ROBERT  BURNa 

What  bird  in  beauty,  flight,  or 
Can  with  the  bard  compare, 
Who  sang  as  sweet,  and  soar'd 
As  ever  child  of  air  ? 


as  strong 


His  plume,  his  note,  his  form,  could  BimiiB» 
For  whim  or  pleasure  change ; 
He  was  not  one,  bat  all  by  turns. 


no 
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Hie  blAck-bild,  ocBcle  of  ■pring. 
When  flow'd  hie  mond  lay ; 
The  iwallow,  wheeliog  oo  die  wii^ 
Capricioudy  at  play : 

The  Hmmrnqg-faird,  from  bkoon  to  bloom. 
Inhaling  heavenly  balm ; 
The  Raven,  in  the  tempeat'i  g^oom ; 
"Hie  Halcyon,  in  the  calm: 

In  •'auld  Kirk  AUoway,**  die  Owl, 
At  witching  time  of  night; 
By  «  bonnie  Dooo,"  the  earliart  Fowl 
That  earoU'd  to  die  light 

He  waa  the  Wrao  amidst  die  giove^ 
When  in  hit  homely  vein; 
At  Bannockbam  die  Bird  of  Jofve, 
Widi  dinnder  in  hia  tmin: 

The  Wood-lark,  in  hit  motimfol  hoois ; 
The  Goldfinch,  in  hit  mirdi ; 
The  Thrush,  a  spenddiriA  of  his  powers, 
Enrapturing  heavm  and  eardi ; 

The  Swan,  in  mijesty  and  grace, 
ContempliUive  and  still ; 
But,  loosed^ — no  Falcon  in  die  diaae. 
Could  like  his  sadre  kilL 


The  linnet  in  simplicity. 
In  tenderness  the  Dove ; 
But  more  dian  all  beside 
Tlie  Nighdngale  in  love. 


he. 


Oh !  had  he  never  stoop*d  to  shame. 
Nor  lent  a  charm  to  vice. 
How  had  devotifMi  loved  to  name 
Hiat  Bird  of  Paradise ! 

Peace  to  the  dead ! — ^In  Scotia's  choir 
Of  Minstrels  great  and  small. 
He  sprang  Ckkd  his  spontaneous  fire. 
The  Phoenix  of  them  all. 


A  THEME  FOR  A  POET^i814. 

The  arrow  that  shall  lay  me  low. 
Was  shot  from  Death's  unerring  bow 
The  moment  of  my  breath ; 
And  every  fimtstep  I  proceed, 
It  tracks  me  with  increasing  speed  .* 
I  torn, — it  meets  me, — Death 
Has  given  such  impulse  to  that  dart. 
It  points  for  ever  at  my  heart 

And  soon  of  me  it  must  be  said, 

That  I  have  lived,  that  I  am  dead : 

Of  aU  I  leave  behind, 

A  few  may  weep  a  Uttie  while. 

Then  Uess  my  memoiy  with  a  smile ; 

What  monumeot  of  mind 

Shall  I  bequeath  to  deathless  Fame, 

That  aAer4imes  may  love  my  name  ? 

Let  Southey  sing  of  war's  alanw. 
The  pride  of  battle,  din  of  anv. 


The  gkxy  and  die  goflt^ — 

Of  nations  barb'toosly  ensUvwl, 

Of  reahns  fay  patriot  vakxr  salted. 

Of  Mood  iiManely  spih. 

And  millioos  saoifioed  to  ftte. 

To  make  one  litde  mortal  great 

Let  Scott,  in  wiUer  stia|w,  delight 

To  chaont  the  Lsdy  anf  the  iTwigitf 

The  tournament,  the  chaae. 

The  wiaaid*s  deed  withoot  a  name; 

Perils  by  amhnsh,  flood,  and  flame ; 

Or  pictureaquely  trace 

The  hills  that  form  a  world  on  high. 

The  lake  diat  seems  a  downward  iky. 

Let  ^Ton  with  untremUing  hand. 
Impetuous  foot,  and  fiery  brand. 
Lit  at  die  flames  of  heU, 
Go  down  and  search  the  human  heart. 
Till  fiends  fifom  every  comer  start. 
Their  crimes  and  plagues  to  tell ; 
Then  let  him  fling  the  torch  away. 
And  sun  his  soul  in  heaven's  pure  day. 

Let  Wordsworth  weave,  in  mystic  rhyi 

Feelings  inefibbly  sublime. 

And  s}rmpathies  unknown ; 

Yet  80  our  yielding  Iweasts  enthral. 

His  Genius  shall  possess  us  all. 

His  thoughts  become  our  own. 

And,  strangely  pleased,  we  start  to  flni 

Such  hidden  treasures  in  our  miia]. 

Let  Campbell's  sweeter  numben  flow 
Through  every  change  of  joy  and  woe ; 
Hope's  morning  dreams  display. 
The  Pennsylvanian  cottage  wild. 
The  frenzy  of  O'Connor's  child. 
Or  Linden's  dreadful  day ; 
And  still  in  each  new  form  ai^iear 
To  every  Muse  and  Grace  more  dear- 
Transcendent  masters  of  the  lyre! 
Not  to  your  honon  I  aspire ; 
Humbler,  yet  higher,  \iews 
Have  touch'd  my  spirit  into  flame : 
The  pomp  of  Fiction  I  disclaim ; 

Fair  Truth!  be  thou  my  Muse 

Reveal  in  splendor  deeds  obscure. 
Abase  the  proud,  exalt  the  poor. 

I  sing  the  men  who  left  their  home. 
Amidst  barbarian  hordes  to  roam. 
Who  land  and  ocean  croes'd. 
Led  by  a  load-star,  mark'd  on  high 
^  Faith's  unseen,  all<seeing  eye, — 
To  seek  and  save  the  lost ; 
Where'er  the  curse  on  Adam  spread. 
To  call  his  offipring  from  the  dead. 

Strong  in  the  great  Redeemer's  name. 
They  bore  the  cross,  despised  the  shame. 
And,  like  their  Master  here, 
Wresded  with  danger,  pain,  distrma. 
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Hunger,  and  cold,  and  nakadnen, 
And  every  ibrm  of  fear ; 
To  feel  hte  kyve  their  only  joy, 
To  tell  that  lore  dielr  aole  employ. 

O  Hkhi,  who  wait  in  Bethlehem  bom. 

The  Man  of  aorrowa  and  of  soom, 

JetuB,  the  iinnen*  Friend ! 

— O  Thoo,  enthroned  in  filial  right. 

Above  all  creature-power  and  inight ; 

Whow  kingdom  shall  extend. 

Till  earth,  like  heaven,  thy  name  ihall  fill. 

And  men,  like  angela,  do  thy  will : — 

lliou,  whom  I  love,  but  cannot  aee. 
My  Lord,  my  God !  look  down  on  me ; 
My  low  afibctioni  raise ; 
The  spirit  of  liberty  impart, 
Enlaige  my  soul,  inflame  my  heart. 
And,  while  I  spread  thy  praise. 
Shine  on  my  path,  in  mercy  shine, 
Prosper  my  work,  and  make  it  thine. 


NIGHT. 

NtoBT  is  the  time  for  rest : 

How  sweet,  when  labors  close. 

To  gather  round  an  aching  breast 

■Hie  curtain  of  repose, 

Stretch  the  tired  limbs,  and  lay  the  head 

Down  en  our  own  delightful  bed ! 

Night  18  die  time  fi>r  dreams : 

The  gay  romance  of  life, 

When  truth  that  is,  and  truth  that  seems, 

Bifix  in  fimtastic  strife : 

Ah!  visions,  less  beguiling  fer 

Tlian  waking  dreams  by  daylight  are ! 

Ni^t  is  the  time  for  toil : 

To  plow  the  cbusic  field. 

Intent  to  find  the  buried  spoil 

Its  wealthy  furrows  yield ; 

Till  all  is  oun  that  sages  taught, 

TImt  poeti  sang,  and  heroes  wrought 

Night  is  die  time  to  weep: 

To  wet  with  unseen  tears 

ITiaae  gfsves  of  Memory,  where  sleep 

The  joys  of  other  years ; 

Hopes,  diat  were  Angels  at  their  birdi. 

But  died  when  young,  like  dungs  of  earth. 

Night  k  die  dme  to  vratch : 
Ow  ocean's  dark  expanse. 
To  kul  die  Pleiades,  or  catch 
The  fidl  moon's  earliest  glanee. 
That  brings  into  die  home-sidi  mmd 
All  we  have  kived  and  left  behind. 

Night  IS  the  time  for  care : 
Brooding  on  hours  misspent. 
To  see  the  spectre  of  Despair 
Cosae  to  our  lonely  tent ; 
fik*  Bratv,  'midst  his  slumbering  hoal, 
to  die  by  Casar's  ghost. 


4. 


Night  is  the  tame  to  think : 

When,  from  the  eye,  the  soul 

Takes  flight ;  and  on  the  uunost  brink 

Of  yonder  starry  pole, 

Disceins  beyond  die  aby«  of  night 

llie  dawn  of  uncreated  light. 

Night  is  the  time  to  proy : 

Our  Savior  oft  withdrew 

To  desert  mountains  fer  away; 

So  will  his  follower  do. 

Steal  from  the  dirong  to  haunts  untrod, 

And  commune  there  akne  with  God. 

Night  is  the  time  for  Death : 

When  all  around  is  peace. 

Calmly  to  yield  the  weary  breath. 

From  sin  and  sufiering  cease. 

Think  of  heaven's  Uiss,  and  give  the  sign 

To  parting  fiiends ; — such  death  be  mine. 


MEET  AGAIN.' 

Joyful  words^— we  meet  again ! 
Love's  own  language,  comfort  darting 
Through  the  souls  of  fiiends  at  parting : 
life  in  death, — ^we  meet  again ! 

While  we  walk  this  vale  of  teait, 
Compass'd  round  with  care  and  sorrow. 
Gloom  to-day,  and  storm  tMuorrow, 
**  Meet  again ! "  our  bosom  cheers. 


Far  in  exile,  when  we  roam. 

O'er  our  lost  endearments  weeping. 

Lonely,  silent  vigils  keeping, 

**  Meet  again !"  transports  us  home. 

When  this  weary  worid  is  past, 
Happy  they,  whose  spiriti  soaring. 
Vast  eternity  exploring, 
**  Meet  again !"  in  heaven  at  last 


VIA  CRUCIS,  VIA  LUCM. 

Night  turns  to  day : — 

When  sullen  darkness  kwen. 

And  heaven  and  eardi  are  hid  fiom  sight. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up! 

Ere  long  the  opening  flowers, 

Widi  dewy  eyes,  shall  shine  in  lifl^ 

Storms  die  in  calms : — 

When  over  land  and  ocean 

Roll  the  loud  chariots  of  the  wind. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up! 

The  voice  of  wild  commotion 

Proclaims  tranqnilli^  behind. 


1  The  MTen  foDowinf  . 
sign  AJn,"  pablitlMd  soum  time  sffo 
kgwmU:*  Tfhkb  wiO  tceoont  for  dM 
innffwal  orthean.  Ths  fe«  flnt  ifevs 
;dMWOidiordM 


fef.*«MBetlbr- 
thstidsor*'Mlr- 

ihylbBsdoglsi 

ptnphfssid  llesi  dbs 


in 


MONTGOMERY^  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Winter  wakeaSpffing: — 

When  icy  blesti  are  blowing 

0*er  fraaeQ  lakea,  through  naked  treea, 

Cheer  ap»  cheer  up! 

All  beautiful  and  gtowing. 

May  floats  in  fhignnce  on  the  breeie. 

War  enda  in  peace : — 

Though  dread  artilleiy  rattle. 

And  ghastly  oorMa  kmd  the  ground. 

Cheer  up.  cheer  up! 

Where  groan*d  the  field  of  battle. 

The  aoi^,  the  dance,  the  feait  go  round. 

Toil  faringa  repooe : — 

With  noontide  iervon  beating, 

When  droop  thy  templea  o'er  thy  breait. 

Cheer  up.  cheer  up ! 

Grey  twilight,  oool  and  fleeting, 

Wafls  oo  ita  wing  the  hour  of  rest. 

Death  springs  to  life. — 

Though  brief  and  sad  thy  story. 

Thy  years  all  spent  in  care  and  gloom, 

Look  up,  look  up! 

£temity  and  glory 

Dawn  through  the  portals  of  die  tomb. 


THE  PILGRIM. 

How  blest  flie  Pilgrim,  who  in  trouble 

Can  lean  upon  a  bosom  friend ; 

Strength,  courage,  hope,  ^ith  him  redouble, 

When  foes  assail,  or  griefi  impend ; 

Care  flees  beforo  his  footsteps,  straying. 

At  daylweak,  o'er  the  purple  heath ; 

He  plucks  the  wild  flowers  round  him  flaying, 

And  binds  thoir  beauty  in  a  wreath. 

More  dear  to  him  the  fields  and  mountains. 
When  with  his  friend  abroad  he  roves. 
Rests  in  the  shade  near  sunny  fountains. 
Or  talks  by  moonlight  through  the  groves : 
For  him  the  vine  expands  its  clusters, 
spring  wakes  for  him  her  ^twdland  quire, 
Yea,  when  the  storm  of  winter  blusters, 
Tis  summer  round  his  evening  fire. 

In  good  old  age  serenely  dying, 

When  all  he  loved  formikes  his  view, 

Sweet  is  Aflection's  voice,  replying 

*•  I  follow  soon,"  to  his  "  Adieu ! " 

Even  then,  though  earthly  ties  are  riven, 

Tlie  spirit's  union  will  not  end  ; 

— ^Happy  the  man,  whom  Heaven  hath  given, 

In  life  and  death,  a  feithful  friend. 


GERMAN  WAR«)NG.» 

HxAVKN  speed  the  righteous  sword. 
And  freedom  be  the  word ! 
Come,  brethren !  hand  in  hand, 
Fight  for  your  father-land. 

1  Thb  mmplt  and  sDUime  oricinal  of  tbeae  Btsnzas,  with  the 

flns  sir  bf  HinuiMl,  becune  the  natiooal  eons  of  GenBsny,  and 

was  BOBC  by  the  aoldien  efpeciaOj.  daring  the  latter  osmpsigiw 

s/tfts  irar,  wftsD  Boooaparta  was  twios  dsUDoa«d,«Bd  Enrops 


Gennania  ftoni  a&r 
Invokea  her  sons  to  war; 
A^'ake !  pat  forth  your  pofweia. 
And  victory  must  be  oars. 

On  to  the  combat,  oo! 
Go  where  your  aires  have 
Their  might  unapent 
Their  pulse  ui  in  our 


On  to  the  battle,  on! 
Rest  will  he  sweet  anon ; 
flw  slave  may  yield,  may  fly. 
We  conquer,  or  we  die. 

O  liberty !  thy  fonn 

Shines  through  the  battle-alarm ; 

AH'ay  uith  fear,  away ! 

Let  justice  win  the  diay. 


REMINISCENCE& 

Where  are  ye  with  whom  in  life  I  started. 
Dear  companions  of  my  golden  days  t 
Te  are  dcAd,  estranged  from  me,  or  parted, 
—Flown,  like  morning  douds,  a  Ihmiaand  wi^ 


Where  art  thou,  in  youth  my  fiiend  and 
Tea,  in  soul  my  fiiend  and  brother  still  f 
Heaven  received  thee,  and  on  earth  none  tAm 
Can  the  void  in  my  lorn  boaom  fill. 

Where  is  she,  whose  looks  were  love  and  giadn 
•^Love  and  gladness  I  no  longer  see ! 
She  is  gone ;  and  since  that  hour  of  sadness^ 
Nature  seems  her  sepulchre  to  me. 

Where  am  I  ? — life's  current,  feintly  flowing. 
Brings  the  weloMue  warning  of  release ; 
Struck  with  death,  ah !  whither  am  I  going  ? 
All  is  well — my  spirit  parts  in  peace. 


THE  AGES  OF  MAN. 

YoDTH,  fond  youth !  to  thee  in  life's  gay  monm 

New  and  wonderful  are  heaven  and  earth ; 

Health  the  hills,  content  the  fields  adorning. 

Nature  rings  with  melody  and  mirth ; 

Love  invisible,  beneath,  above, 

C(»iquers  all  things;  all  things  3rield  to  love. 

'Hme,  swiA  time,  from  years  their  motion  sleafai 
Unperccived  hath  sober  manhood  brought ; 
Truth,  her  pure  and  humble  forms  revealing. 
Peoples  fancy's  fairy-land  with  thought ; 
Then  the  heart,  no  longer  prcme  to  roam. 
Loves,  loves  best,  the  quiet  bliss  of  home. 

Age,  old  age,  in  sickness,  pain,  and  awrow, 
Creeps  with  lengthening  shadow  o'er  the 
Life  ^"as  yesterday,  't  is  death  lo-morrow, 
And  to-day  the  agony  between : 
Then  how  kmgs  the  weary  soul  for  ihee. 
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ASPIRATIONS  OF  YOUTH. 

HiGBiB,  higher  will  we  dimb 

Up  the  mount  of  glory, 

That  our  names  may  live  throdlgh  time 

In  our  country'B  story: 

Hapivy,  when  her  welfare  calls. 

He  who  conquers,  he  who  fidls. 

Deeper,  deeper  let  us  toil 
In  ihi&  mines  of  knowledge-^ 
Natore's  wealth  and  leaniing*s  spoil 
Win  from  school  and  college ; 
Delve  we  there  for  richer  gems 
Than  the  stars  of  diadems. 

Onward,  onward  will  we  press 
Through  the  path  of  duty ; 
Virtue  is  true  happiness. 
Excellence  true  beauty : 
Minds  are  of  supernal  birth. 
Let  OS  make  a  heaven  of  earth. 

Cbse  and  closer  then  we  knit 
Hearts  and  hands  together, 
Where  our  fire«de  comforts  sit 
In  the  wildest  weather : 
Oh!  diey  wander  wide,  who  ioam>> 
For  the  joys  of  lift,  from  home. 

Nearer,  dearer  bands  of  love 
Draw  our  aouls  in  union. 
To  our  Father's  house  above. 
To  the  saints'  communion ; 
Thither  every  hope  ascend. 
There  may  all  our  labon  end. 


A  HERMITAGE. 

Wbosb  is  this  humble  dwelling-place. 
The  flat  turf-roof  with  flowers  o'ergrown  f 
Ah!  here  the  tenant's  name  I  trace, 
MosBK»ver'd,  on  the  threshold  stone. 

Well,  he  has  peace  within  and  rest, 
Tliough  nought  of  all  the  world  beside; 
Yet,  stranger!  deem  not  him  unblest. 
Who  knows  not  avarice,  lust,  or  pride. 

Nodiing  he  asks,  nothing  he  cares 
For  an  that  tempts  or  troubles  round ; 
He  craves  no  feast,  no  finery  wears. 
Nor  once  o'ersteps  his  narrow  bound. 

No  need  of  light,  though  all  be  gloom. 
To  dieer  his  eye, — that  eye  is  Wnd ; 
No  need  of  fire  in  this  small  room. 
He  redES  not  tempest,  rain,  or  wind. 

No  gay  companion  here ;  no  wifo 
To  gladden  home  with  true-love  snules; 
No  chiUren^ — from  the  woes  of  lifo, 
To  win  him  with  their  artless  wiles. 

Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow,  enter  here. 
Nor  throbbing  heart,  nor  aching  limb; 
No  sun,  no  moon,  no  stan  appear, 
And  man  and  brute  are  nought  lo  him. 


This  dwelling  is  a  hermit's  cave. 
With  space  alone  for  one  poor  bed ; 
This  dwelling  is  a  mortal's  grave, 
Its  sole  inhabitant  is  dead. 


THE  FALLING  LEAF. 

Wkki  I  a  trembling  leaf. 
On  yonder  stately  tree. 
After  a  season  gay  and  brief^ 
Condemn'd  lo  fiide  and  flee ; 

I  should  be  loth  to  foil 
Beside  the  common  way, 
Weltering  in  mire,  and  spom'd  by  all. 
Till  trodden  down  lo  clay. 

Nor  would  I  choose  to  die 
All<ma  bed  of  grass. 
Where  thousands  of  my  kindred  lie. 
And  idly  rot  in  mass. 

Nor  would  I  like  to  spread 
My  thin  and  wither'd  fooe 
In  kortui  nocus^  pale  and  dead, 
A  mummy  of  my  race. 

No^— on  the  wings  of  air 
Might  I  be  lefl  to  fly, 
I  know  not  and  I  heed  not  where, 
A  waif  of  earth  and  sky! 

Or  flung  upon  the  stream, 
Curl'd  like  a  fiury-boat. 
As  through  the  changes  of  a  dream, 
To  the  world's  end  lo  float! 

Who  that  hath  ever  been. 

Could  bear  to  be  no  more  f 

Yet  who  would  tread  again  the  scene 

He  trod  through  life  before  7 

On,  with  intense  desire, 

Man's  spirit  will  move  on ; 

It  seems  to  die,  yet,  like  Heaven's  fire. 

It  is  not  quench'd,  but  gone. 


ON  PLANTING  A  TUUP-ROOT. 

Hkrz  lies  a  bulb,  the  child  of  earth, 
Buried  alive  beneath  the  clod. 
Ere  long  to  spring,  by  second  birth, 
A  new  and  nobler  work  of  God. 

TiB  said  that  microscopic  power 
Might  through  its  swaddling-folds  deseiy 
The  infant4mage  of  the  flower. 
Too  exquisite  to  meet  the  eye. 

This,  vernal  suns  and  rains  will  iweU, 
Till  from  its  dark  abode  it  peep^ 
Like  Venus  rising  from  her  sheD, 
Amidst  the  spring-tide  of  the  deepi 

Two  shapely  leaves  will  first  unfold. 
Then,  oo  a  smooth,  elastic  stem. 
The  verdant  bod  shall  torn  to  gold. 
And  o^en  ia  ^  ^aaAmou 
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not  one  of  Floia'a  briUumt  imoe 
A  ftnn  more  peiiiMt  can  diipfaiy; 
Alt  ooold  not  feign  more  niniile  gneei 
Nor  Natuie  take  a  line  away. 

Tet,  rich  ai  mom  of  many  a  hoe, 
When  flnahing  clouda  thioogfa  dadoMH 
Tlie  talip*a  petah  ahine  in  dew. 
All  beautiihlr— bat  none 


King^  on  their  bridal,  mi^  muobe 

IV)  lay  their  Ivories  at  ita  feot; 

And  qneen  their  aceptre,  crown,  and  globe, 

Exchange  for  bloMcan,  atalk.  and  root 

Here  ooold  I  atand  and  moralin ; 
Lady,  I  leave  that  part  to  thee ; 
Be  thy  next  birth  in  Fbradiie, 
Tliy  life  to  come  eternity. 


THE  ADVENTURE  OF  A  STAR 

AODftiaSKD  TO  A  TOUNG  LADY. 

A  ITAK  would  be  a  flower; 

So  down  from  heaven  it  came, 

And  in  a  honeyaackle  bower 

lit  up  ita  little  flame. 

There  on  a  bank,  beneath  the  ahade. 

By  sprays,  and  leaves,  and  blossoms  inade. 

It  overlook'd  the  garden-ground, 

— A  landscape  stretching  ten  yards  nMmd ; 

O  what  a  change  of  place 

From  gazing  through  eternity  of  space ! 

Gay  plants  on  every  side 

Unclosed  their  lovely  blooms. 

And  scattered  &r  and  wide 

Tiieir  ravishing  perfumes : 

The  butterfly,  the  bee, 

And  many  an  insect  on  the  wing. 

Full  of  the  spirit  of  the  spring. 

Flew  round  and  round  in  endless  glee. 

Alighting  here,  ascending  there. 

Banging  and  revolUng  everywhere. 

Now  all  the  flowers  were  np,  and  drest 

In  robes  of  rainbow-color*d  light ; 

flw  pale  primroses  look'd  their  best. 

Peonies  blush'd  with  all  their  might ; 

Dutch  tulips  from  their  beds 

Flaunted  their  stately  heads ; 

Auriculas,  like  belles  and  beaux. 

Glittering  with  birth-night  splendor,  rose ; 

And  polyanthuses  display'd 

The  brilliance  of  their  gold  brocade : 

Here  hyacinths  of  heavenly  blue 

Shook  their  rich  tresses  to  the  mom. 

While  rose-buds  scarcely  show*d  their  hoe, 

But  coyly  hnger'd  on  the  thorn. 

Till  their  loved  nightingale,  who  tarried  long, 

Siould  wake  them  into  beauty  with  his  song. 

Tlie  violets  were  past  their  prime. 

Yet  their  departing  breath 

Was  sweeter,  in  the  blast  of  death, 

Tban  mU  the  lavish  fragnmce  of  tWe  tiBM. 


Amidst  dus  gorgeoos  tiu^ 
Our  tmant  star  shone  forth  in  rwm ; 
Though  in  a  wreath  of  periwinldei. 
Through  whose  fine  ^ooni  it  attwiet^l 
It  seem'd  BD  bigger  to  the  view 
Than  tiie  lightepangle  in  a  drop  of  dev 
— Astrouomeia  may  shake  their  polls, 
And  tell  mor— ^veiy  orb  tfant  raUs 
Through  heaven*s  sublime  expanae 
Is  sun  or  wnld,  whose  speed  and  sbbb 
Confonnd  the  stretch  of  mortal  eyca. 
In  Nature's  mystic  danoe : 
It  may  be  so 
For  au^t  I  know. 

Or  aught  indeed  diat  they  can  show ; 
Yet  till  they  prove  what  they  aver. 
From  this  plain  truth  I  will  not  stir, 
— A  star's  a  star! — but  when  I  think 
Of  sun  or  world,  the  star  I  sink ; 
Wherefore  in  verse,  at  least  in  mine. 
Stars,  like  themselves,  in  spite  of  fiue,sfas 

Now,  to  return  (for  we  have  wander'd  ; 
To  what  was  nothing  but  a  simple  alar 
— ^Where  all  was  jollity  around. 
No  fellowship  the  stranger  found. 
Thoae  lowliest  children  of  the  earth. 
That  never  leave  their  mother's  lap^ 
Companions  in  their  harmless  mirth. 
Were  smiling.  Mushing,  dandag  there, 
Feasting  on  dew,  and  light,  and  air. 
And  fearing  no  mishap, 
Save  fiom  the  hand  of  lady  foir. 
Who,  on  her  wxmted  walk, 
Pluck'd  one  and  flien  another, 
A  sister  or  a  brother, 
Fr(»n  its  elastic  stalk ; 
Happy,  no  doubt,  for  one  sharp  pang,  to 
On  her  sweet  bosom,  withering  in  her  e 

Thus  all  day  long  that  star'a  hard  lot. 
While  bliss  and  beauty  ran  lo  waste. 
Was  but  to  witness  on  the  spot 
Beauty  and  bliss  it  could  not  taste. 
At  length  the  sun  went  down,  and  then 
Its  foded  glory  came  again. 
With  brighter,  bolder,  purer  light. 
It  kindled  through  the  deepening  ni^t 
Till  the  green  bower,  so  dim  by  day, 
Glow'd  like  a  foiry-palace  with  its  bean 
In  vain,  for  sleep  on  all  the  borders  lay, 
Tlie  flowers  were  laughing  in  the  land  off 

Our  star,  in  melancholy  state. 

Still  sigh'd  to  fold  itself  alone. 

Neglected,  cold,  and  desolate, 

UnknoD^ing  and  unknown. 

Lifting  at  last  an  anxious  eye. 

It  saw  tTiat  circlet  empty  in  the  sky 

Where  it  was  wont  to  roll. 

Within  a  hair-breadth  of  the  pole : 

In  that  same  instant,  sore  amaaed, 

On  the  strange  blank  all  Nature  gazed ; 

TraveUers,  bewilder'd  for  their  guide. 

In  glens  and  forests  lost  their  way ; 

And  ships,  on  ocean's  trackless  lido, 

Vf ecv\.  ^evKViU^  astray. 
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The  ttar,  now  wiwr  for  its  fi>lly»  kn«w 

III  duty,  dignity,  and  bliM  at  home ; 

So  up  to  heaven  again  it  flew, 

Renlved  no  more  to  roam. 

One  hint  the  humble  bard  may  send 

To  her  for  whom  these  lines  are  penn*d 

^-O  may  it  be  enough  for  her 

To  thine  in  her  own  character! 

O  may  ahe  be  content  to  grace. 

On  earth*  in  heaven,  her  proper  place! 


A  WORD  WITH  MYSELF. 


writlMi  for  **  The  Chimner-Sweeper *■  FrieDd,*'  a  work 
Bdit0d  by  the  AhUiot.  wid  dedicttad,  by  pnrmiwioD.  to  Hk 
gndoM  Majeity  George  IV. 

I  KNOW  they  acorn  the  climbing  boy, 
Tlie  gay,  the  telfith,  and  the  proud ; 
I  know  hit  villanout  employ 
la  mockery  with  the  thoughtless  crowd. 


So  be  it ;  brand  with  every  name 
Of  burning  infomy  his  art; 
But  let  hii  ecmitry  bear  the  diame, 
And  feel  die  iron  at  her  heart 

I  cannot  coldly  pass  him  by. 

Stripe,  wounded,  left  by  thieves  half  dead ; 

Nor  see  an  in&nt  Laaarus  lie 

At  rich  men's  gates  imploring  bread. 

A  fiame  as  sensitive  as  mine. 
Limbs  moulded  in  a  kindred  form, 
A  soul  degraded,  yet  divine. 
Endear  to  me  my  iHOther-worm. 


He  waa  my  equal  at  his  birth, 

A  naked,  helpless,  weeping  child ; 

— And  sndi  are  bom  to  thrones  on  earth ; 

On  such  halh  eveiy  mother  smiled. 

My  equal  he  will  be  again, 
Down  in  that  cold  oblivious  gloom. 
Where  all  the  prostrate  ranks  of  men 
Crowd,  without  feUowship,  the  Umb. 

My  equal  in  the  judgment^y. 
He  shidl  stand  up  before  the  throne, 
When  every  veil  is  rent  away. 
And  good  and  evil  only  known. 

And  is  he  not  mine  equal  now  7 
Am  I  leas  foll'n  from  God  and  truthf 
Tliough  **  wretch"  be  written  on  his  brow. 
And  leprosy  consume  his  youth. 

If  holy  Nature  jret  have  laws 
Binding  OKI  man,  of  woman  bom. 
In  her  own  court  111  plead  his  cause, 
Arrest  the  doom,  or  share  the  soom. 

Tee,  let  the  scom,  that  haunti  his  coiine, 
Tnm  on  me  like  a  trodden  snake, 
And  hiss,  and  sting  me  with  remoive, 
If  I  the  fotfaeriess  forsake! 


INSCRIPTION 

UNDDl  THE  PIGTUEI  OF  AN  AOBD  NlOmO-WOIIAN. 

Art  thou  a  woman  f— so  am  I ;  and  all 
That  woman  can  be,  I  have  been,  or  am ; 
A  daughter,  sister,  consort,  mother,  widow. 
Whichever  of  these  thou  art,  O  be  the  friend 
Of  one  who  is  what  thou  canst  never  be ! 
Look  on  thyself)  thy  kindred,  home  and  couatiy. 
Then  foil  upon  thy  knees,  and  cry,  **  Thank  God, 
An  English  woman  cannot  be  a  blavs!' 
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Art  diou  a  mant — Oh!  I  have  known,  have  loved. 
And  lost,  all  that  to  woman  man  can  be ; 
A  fother,  brother,  husband,  son,  who  shared 
My  blisi  in  freedom,  and  my  woe  in  bondage. 
— A  childless  widow  now,  a  friendless  slave. 
What  shall  I  ask  of  thee,  since  I  have  nought 
To  lose  but  life's  sad  burthen ;  nought  to  gain 
But  heaven's  repose? — these  are  b^rond  thy  power; 
Me  thou  canst  neither  wrong  nor  help  ^— what  thenf 
Go  to  the  bosom  of  thy  feroily. 
Gather  thy  little  children  round  thy  knees, 
Gaze  on  their  innocence ;  their  clear,  full  eyes. 
All  iix'd  on  thine ;  and  in  their  mother,  mark 
The  loveliest  look  that  woman's  fece  can  wear. 
Her  look  of  love,  beholding  them  and  thee: 
Then,  at  the  altar  of  your  household  joys. 
Vow  one  by  one,  vow  all  together,  vow 
With  heart  and  voice,  eternal  enmity 
Against  oppression  by  your  brethren's  hands ; 
Till  man  nor  woman  under  Britain's  laws. 
Nor  son  nor  daughter  bom  vvithin  her  empire. 
Shall  buy,  or  sell,  or  hold,  or  be,  a  slave. 


THOUGHTS  AND  IMAGES. 


Come  like  ehsdowi,  to  depart.— 'JKieMA. 


Thx  Diamond,  in  its  native  bed. 
Hid  like  a  buried  star  may  lie. 
Where  foot  of  man  must  never  tread. 
Seen  only  by  its  Maker's  eye : 
And  Uwugh  imbued  with  beams  to  grace 
His  feirest  woiii  in  woman's  fece. 
Darkling,  its  fire  may  fill  the  void. 
Where  fU'd  at  first  in  solid  night ; 
Nor.  till  the  world  shall  be  destroy'd, 
Sparkle  one  moment  into  light 

The  plant,  up-springing  from  the  seed. 
Expands  into  a  perfect  flower ; 
The  virgin-daughter  of  the  mead, 
Woo'd  by  the  sun,  the  wind,  the  shower: 
In  loveliness  beyond  compare. 
It  toils  not,  spins  not,  kiwws  no  care, 
Train'd  by  the  secret  hand,  that  fariogs 
All  beauty  out  of  waste  and  nide. 
It  blooms  its  season,  dies,  and  flinfi 
Its  germs  abroad  in  solitude. 

Almighty  skill,  in  ocean's  caves. 
Lends  the  light  Nautilus  a  form 
To  tilt  along  the  Atlantic  waves. 
Fearless  of  rock,  or  shoal,  oit  iAaRBb.\ 
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But,  ihoald  a  breath  of  danger  Kmiid, 
With  saiUi  quick-furi'd  it  divet  prafoond. 
And  far  beneath  the  tenipert*8  path. 
In  ooial  grots,  defies  the  fee. 
That  never  brake,  in  heaviest  wrath, 
Tlie  sabbath  of  the  deep  below. 

Up  from  his  dream,  on  twinkling  wings, 
lie  Sky-laik  soais  amid  the  dawn; 
Tet,  while  in  Psradise  he  sings, 
Looln  down  upon  the  quiet  lawn. 
Where  flutters,  in  his  little  nest. 
More  love  than  music  e'er  ezpnss'd : 
Then,  though  the  nightingale  may  thiiD 
The  soul  with  keener  ecstacy. 
The  merry  bird  of  mom  can  fill 
All  Nature's  bosom  with  hii  glee. 

The  Elephant,  embower'd  in  woods, 
Coeval  ^ith  their  trees  might  seem. 
As  though  he  drank  from  Indian  floods 
Life  in  a  renovating  stream ; 
Ages  o*er  him  have  come  and  fled, 
'Midst  generations  of  the  dead. 
His  bulk  8ur\ive8,  to  feed  and  range, 
Where  ranged  and  fed  of  old  lus  sires ; 
Nor  knovv-8  advancement,  lapse,  or  change, 
fieyond  their  walks,  till  he  expires. 

Gem,  flower,  and  fish,  the  bird,  the  brute. 
Of  every  kind  occult  or  kno^n, 
(Elach  exquisitely  fbrra'd  to  suit 
Its  humble  lot,  and  that  alone). 
Through  ocean,  earth,  and  air,  fulfil, 
UncoDSciouBly,  their  Maker's  will. 
Who  gave,  without  their  toil  or  thought. 
Strength,  beauty,  instinct,  courage,  speed ; 
While  through  the  whole  his  pleasure  wrought 
Whatever  his  wisdom  had  decreed 

But  Man,  the  masterpiece  of  God, 
Man,  in  his  Maker's  image  framed, — 
Though  kindred  to  the  \>alley*s  clod, 
Lord  of  this  low  creation  named,— 
In  naked  helplessness  appears, 
Child  of  a  thousand  grie&  and  fears : 
To  labor,  pain,  and  trouble  bom. 
Weapon,  nor  wing,  nor  sleight  hath  he ; 
Tet,  like  the  sun,  he  brings  his  mom. 
And  is  a  king  from  infancy. 

For  him  no  destiny  hath  bound 
To  do  what  others  did  before. 
Pace  the  same  dull  perennial  round. 
And  be  a  man,  and  be  no  more : 
A  man  f— a  self^will'd  piece  of  earth. 
Just  as  the  lion  is,  by  birth ; 
To  hunt  his  prey,  to  wake,  to  sleep, 
His  father's  joys  and  sorrovrs  share, 
Hii  niche  in  Nature's  temple  keep. 
And  leave  his  likeness  in  lus  heir ! — 

No:  infinite  the  shades  between 
The  motley  millions  of  our  race ; 
No  two  the  changing  moon  hath  seen 
Alike  in  purpose,  or  in  face ; 


Tet  all  aspire  beyond  their  fiOe; 
The  last,  the  meanest  would  be  gnU; 
The  mi^ity  future  fills  the  mind. 
That  pants  fer  more  than  earth  can  gin 
Man,  to  this  narrow  sphere  <'«"finH. 
Dies  when  he  but  begins  to  live. 

Oh !  if  there  bo  no  world  od  hif^ 
To  yield  his  powen  unfettered  scope ; 
If  man  be  only  bom  to  die. 
Whence  this  inheritance  of  hope  ? 
Wherefore  to  him  alone  were  lent 
Riches  that  never  can  be  spent? 
Enough,  not  more,  to  all  the  rest. 
For  life  and  happiness,  was  given ; 
To  man,  mysteriously  unUest, 
Too  much  fer  any  state  bat  heaven. 

It  is  not  thus.* — it  cannot  be. 
That  one  so  gloriously  endow'd 
With  views  that  reach  eternity. 
Should  shine  and  \imish  like  a  cloud: 
Is  there  a  God  t — all  Nature  shows 
There  i>,— and  yet  no  mortal  knows: 
The  mind  that  could  this  truth  conceiT< 
\Vhich  bmte  sensaticm  never  taught. 
No  longer  to  the  dust  would  cleave. 
But  grow  immortal  with  the  thoogbt. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHTEOUS. 

This  place  is  holy  ground ; 

World,  with  thy  cares,  a^'ay ! 
Silence  and  darkness  reign  around. 
But,  lo!  the  break  of  day: 
What  bright  and  sudden  dawn  appeals 
To  shine  upon  this  scene  of  tears  f 

"T  \b  not  the  moming-Iight. 

That  wakes  the  lark  to  sii^ ; 
"T  is  not  a  meteor  of  the  night. 
Nor  track  of  angel's  wing: 
It  is  an  uncreated  beam, 
like  that  which  shone  on  Jacob's  dress 

Eternity  and  Time 

Met  for  a  moment  here ; 
From  earth  to  heaven,  a  scale  sublin 
Rested  on  either  sf^ere. 
Whose  steps  a  saintly  figure  trod. 
By  Death's  cold  hand  led  home  to  God. 

He  landed  in  our  view, 

'Midst  flaming  hosts  above ; 
Whose  ranks  stood  silent,  while  he  d 
Nigh  to  the  throne  of  love. 
And  meekly  took  the  lowest  seat. 
Yet  nearest  his  Redeemer's  feet. 
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Tlirill'd  with  ecstatic  awe, 
Entranced  our  spirits  feU, 
And  saw — yet  wist  not  what  they  saw; 
And  heaid— no  tMigue  can  teU 
What  sounds  the  ear  of  raptnre  cau^t. 
What  fl^ory  fiU'd  the  eye  of  diought 

Thus  &r  ahove  the  pole. 

On  wings  of  mounting  fire, 
Faith  may  parsoe  the  enfranchised  sool. 
But  soon  her  pinions  tire ; 
It  is  not  giyen  to  mortal  man 
Eternal  mysteries  to  scan. 

— ^Behold  the  bed  of  death ; 
This  pale  and  lovely  clay ; 
Heard  ye  the  sob  of  parting  breath  f 
Marfc'd  ye  the  eye's  last  ray  T 
No ; — life  so  sweetly  ceased  to  be, 
It  lapsed  in  immortality. 

Coold  tears  revive  the  dead, 

Riven  shoald  swell  our  eyes  ; 
Could  sighs  recall  the  spirit  fled. 
We  would  not  quench  our  n^^ 
'nn  love  relumed  this  altered  mien. 
And  all  die  embodied  soul  were  seen. 

Bury  the  dead ; — and  weep 
In  stillness  o'er  the  loss ; 
Bury  the  dead ; — ^in  Christ  they  sleep, 
Who  bore  on  earth  his  cross. 
And  fiom  the  grave  their  dust  shall  rise, 
In  his  own  image  to  die  skies. 

n. 

THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  JUffT. 

SnuKX  a  louder,  loftier  \yre  I 
Bolder,  sweeter  strains  employ ; 

Wake,  Remembrance ! — and  inspire 
SoiTOW  with  die  song  of  joy. 

Who  was  He,  fi>r  whom  our  tears 
Flow'd,  and  virill  not  cease  to  flow  T 

—Full  of  honors  and  of  yean, 
In  the  dust  his  head  lies  low. 

Yet,  resurgent  fiom  the  dust. 
Springs  aloft  his  mighty  name ; 

For  the  memory  of  the  Just 
lives  in  everlasting  fame. 

He  was  One,  whose  open  face 

Did  his  inmost  heart  reveal ; 
One,  who  wore  with  meekest  grace, 

On  his  forehead,  Heaven's  broad  seal. 

Kindness  all  his  looks  express'd. 

Charity  was  every  word ; 
Him  the  eye  beheld,  and  bless*<f ; 

And  the  ear  rejoiced  that  heard. 

Like  a  patriarchal  sage 
Holy,  humble,  courteous,  mfld, 

He  could  blend  the  awe  of  age 
With  the  sweetness  of  a  child. 
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As  a  cedar  of  the  Lord, 

On  the  height  of  Lebanon, 
Shade  and  shelter  doth  afibid. 

From  the  tempest  and  the  sun  9— 

While  in  green  luxuriant  prime. 
Fragrant  sin  its  boughs  diffuse. 

From  its  locks  it  shakes  sublime. 
O'er  the  hills,  the  morning  dews. 

Thus  he  flourish'd,  tall  and  strong. 
Glorious  in  perennial  health ; 

Thus  he  scattered,  late  and  long. 
All  his  plenitude  of  wealth : 

Wealth,  which  prodigals  had  deem'd 
Worth  the  soul's  uncounted  cost ; 

Wealth,  which  misen  had  esteem'd 
Cheap,  though  Heaven  itself  were  ksL 

This,  with  fiee  unsparing  hand, 
To  the  poorest  child  of  need. 

This  he  threw  around  the  land, 
like  the  sower's  precious  seed. 

In  the  world's  great  harvest^y. 
Every  grain  on  every  ground. 

Stony,  thorny,  by  the  way, 
Shall  an  hundred-lbld  be  found. 

Yet  like  noon's  refulgent  blaze. 
Though  he  shone  from  east  to  weal; 

Far  withdrawn  from  public  gaie. 
Secret  goodness  [leased  Ii^  best 

As  the  sun,  retired  fiom  sig^t. 
Through  die  purple  evening  gleams. 

Or,  unrisen,  clothes  the  night 
In  the  morning's  golden  beams : 

Thus  beneath  the  horizon  dim 
Ho  would  hide  his  radiant  head. 

And  on  eyes  that  saw  not  him 
Light  wad  consolation  shed. 

Oft  his  silent  spirit  went. 

Like  an  angel  from  the  throne. 

On  benign  ccnnmissions  bent. 
In  the  fear  of  God  alone. 

Then  the  vridow's  heart  would  sing, 
As  she  tum'd  her  wheel,  for  joy ; 

Then  the  bliss  of  hope  would  spring 
On  the  outcast  orfAian  boy. 

To  the  blind,  the  deaf,  the  lame, 

To  the  ignorant  and  vile. 
Stranger,  captive,  slave,  he  came 

With  a  welcome  and  a  smile. 

Help  to  all  he  did  dispense, 
Gold,  instruction,  raiment,  hod; 

Like  the  gifls  of  ProvidsDoe, 
To  the  evil  and  the  good. 

Deeds  of  mercy,  deeds  unknown. 

Shall  etcmi^  record. 
Which  he  dunt  not  call  his  own, 

For  he  did  them.  \d  ^«  \icst^> 
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AstheEaith  poli  fitrth  her  flowen^ 
Heaven-waid  braathing  firain  below ; 

As  ibe  doufb  deeoend  in  ■howen. 
When  the  ■mthem  bream  bknv; 

Thne  hie  renoveted  ndnd, 

Warm  with  pore  celeilial  knre. 
Shed  itB  influence  on  mankind. 

While  ita  hopea  aapired  abore. 

Fall  of  ftith  at  lensth  he  died. 

And  Tictorioua  in  the  race. 
Won  the  crown  fiir  which  he  vied, 

— ^Noc  of  merit,  but  of  grace. 

in. 

A  GOOD  MAITB  MOBfUMENT. 

Thk  pyre,  that  buim  the  ogcd  Bramin'a  bonea, 
Rqdb  oold  in  Uood,  and  iaiues  living  groans. 
When  the  whole  Horam  with  the  hiuhand  dies, 
And  demons  dance  around  the  sacrifice. 

In  savage  realms,  when  tjrrants  yield  their  breath, 
HMds,  flocks,  and  slaves,  attend  thmr  lord  in  death; 
Anns,  chariots,  carcasses,  a  horrid  heap, 
Roat  at  his  side,  or  share  his  mouldering  sleep. 

When  heroes  fidl  triomphant  on  the  plain ; 
For  millians  oonquor'd,  and  ten  thousands  slain, 
For  cities  levelVd,  kingdoms  drench*d  in  blood. 
Navies  annihilated  on  the  flood ; 
— The  pageantry  of  public  grief  roquirea 
Tlie  splendid  homage  of  heroic  lyres ; 
And  genius  moulds  impaasion'd  brass  to  breathe 
Tlie  deathless  spirit  of  the  dust  beneath, 
Calls  nmrblc  honor  from  its  cavemM  bed. 
And  bids  it  live — the  proiy  of  the  dead. 

Reynolds  expircx.  a  nohlor  chief  than  these ; 
No  blood  c^  widow's  stains  his  obsequies ; 
But  widows'  tears,  in  sad  bereavement,  fall. 
And  foundling  voices  on  their  fiither  call : 
No  slaves,  no  hocatomhi,  his  relics  crave, 
To  gcHge  the  worm,  and  crowd  his  quiet  grave ; 
But  sweet  repose  his  slumbering  ashes  And, 
As  if  in  Salem's  sepulchre  enshrined ; 
And  watching  angeb  waited  for  the  day. 
When  Christ  should  bid  them  roll  the  stone  away. 

Not  in  the  fiery  hurricane  of  strife, 
'Midst  slauf^hler'd  legions,  he  resign'd  his  life ; 
But  peaceful  as  the  twilight*s  parting  ray. 
His  spirit  vonishM  from  its  house  of  clay. 
And  lefl  on  kindred  souls  such  power  imprest. 
They  seem*d  with  him  to  enter  into  rest. 
Hence  no  vain  pomp,  his  glory  to  prolong. 
No  airy  immortality  of  song ; 
No  sculptured  imagery,  of  bronze  or  stone. 
To  make  his  lineaments  for  ever  known, 
Rejrnolds  requires .- — his  labors,  merits,  name, 
Demand  a  monument  of  surer  fame ; 
Not  to  record  and  praiso  his  virtues  ptuty 
But  show  them  Uving,  while  the  worid  shall  lost ; 


Not  to  bewail  one  Beynoldi  HMtdi'd 

But  give,  in  eveiy  age.  a  Bejrnolds 

In  every  ife  a  Hejiolda;  bom  to 

A  prince  among  the  wofthiea  of  tha  land, 

By  Natnre'a  title,  written  in  his  free: 

More  than  a  Frinoe-^a  sinner  saved  bf  gnei, 

Prompt  at  his  meek  and  k>wly  Master's  call 

To  prove  himself  the  minittfT  of  alL 


BanrroL!  to  thee  the  eye  of  Albion  tarn; 
At  thought  of  ihee,  thy  ooontiy's  spirit  bnnii; 
For  in  thy  walls,  as  on  her  dearest  groond. 
Are  ** British  minds  and  Britiah  mannen**  Cnad: 
And,  'midst  the  wealth  which  Avon's  wilcn  pov. 
From  every  clime,  on  thy  coDmefdal  than, 
llioa  hast  a  native  nine  of  worth  uitolds 
lliine  heart  is  not  encased  in  rigid  gold, 
Wither'd  to  mummy,  steel'd  against  disttea; 
No— fiee  as  Severn's  waves,  that  spring  to  \km 
Their  parent  hills,  but  as  they  roll  expand 
In  argent  beauty  through  a  loveUer  land. 
And  widening,  brightening  to  the  weston  aoa. 
In  ffeods  of  glory  through  thy  channel  ran; 
Thence,  mingling  with  the  boundless  tide,  are  hsri*' 
In  Ocean's  chariot  round  the  utmost  worid: 
Thus  flow  thine  heartstreams,  warm  and 
At  home,  abroad,  to  woe  of  every  kind. 
Worthy  wert  thou  of  Rejmolds ; — woithy  he 
To  nhk  the  first  of  Britons  even  in  thee. 
Re3molds  is  dead  ^ — thy  lap  receives  his  dart 
Until  the  resurrection  of  the  just : 
Reynolds  is  dead ;  but  while  thy  riven  nlL 
Immortal  in  thy  bosom  live  his  soul! 


Go,  build  his  monument »— and  let  it  be 
Firm  as  the  land,  but  open  as  the  sea. 
Low  in  his  grave  the  strong  fbundatioos  lie. 
Yet  be  the  dome  expansive  as  the  sky. 
On  crystal  pillars  resting  fiom  above. 
Its  sole  supportois— woria  qffaiik  md  lam ; 
So  clear,  so  pure,  that  to  the  keenest  sight. 
They  cast  no  shadow :  all  within  be  light : 
No  wtHhi  divide  the  area,  nor  inclose ; 
Charter  the  whole  to  every  wind  that  blow : 
Then  rage  the  tempest,  flash  the  lightnings  Uo«. 
And  thunders  roll, — they  pass  unharming  thiwici 

One  simple  altar  in  the  midst  be  placed. 
With  this,  and  only  this,  inscription  graced. 
The  song  of  angels  at  Immanuel's  birth, 
**(ilory  to  God !  good-viill,  and  peace  on  eanh" 
There  be  thy  duteous  sons  a  tribe  of  priests. 
Not  oflTering  incense,  nor  the  blood  of  beasts. 
But  with  their  gills  upon  that  altar  spread ; 
— Health  to  the  sick,  and  to  the  hungry  bread. 
Beneficence  to  all,  their  hands  shall  deal, 
With  Reynolds*  single  eye  and  hallow'd  seal 
Pain,  wont,  misfortune,  thither  diall  repair ; 
Folly  and  vice  reclaimed  shall  worship  there 
The  God  of  him — in  whose  transcendent  mind 
Stood  fwh  a  temple,  free  to  all  mankind  : 
Thif  God.  thrice-honor'd  city !  bids  thee  ruie 
That  fiillen  temple,  to  the  end  of  days : 
Obey  his  voice ;  fulfil  thine  high  intent ; 
^Yea,  bo  thj'self  the  Good  MaCt  MbausMsf .' 
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PitoM  wen  lint  paUkbed  in  Ylt 


I. 
THE  GOMPLAINT. 


Who  loTet  the  cUmbmg-boyf — who 

If  weUoriUIbe? 
b  there  a  livhig  aoul  that  shares 

A  thought  or  wish  with  me  7 

I*ye  had  no  parent!  since  my  birth. 
Brothers  and  sisters  none ; 

Ah !  what  to  me  is  all  this  earth. 
Where  I  am  only  one  7 

I  wake  and  see  the  morning  shine, 
And  all  around  me  gay ; 

But  nothing  I  behold  is  mine. 
No,  not  the  light  of  day . — 

No!  not  die  very  breath  I  draw; 

TImm  limbs  are  not  my  own; 
A  master  calls  me  his  by  law : 

My  gn&b  are  mine  alone: 


Ah!  these  they  could  not  make  him  feel— 
Would  diey  themselves  had  felt! 

Who  boand  me  to  diat  man  of  steel, 
Wbom  mercy  cannot  melt 

Tet  not  fer  wealth  or  ease  I  sigh. 

All  are  not  ridi  and  great; 
Blany  fliay  be  as  poor  as  I, 

But  none  so  desolate. 

For  an  I  know  have  kin  and  kind, 
Sbnt  boma,  some  hope,  some  joy ; 

But  Oase  I  must  not  look  to  find — 
Who  knofWB  the  climbing-boy  f 

TIm  world  hsa  not  a  place  of  rest 

For  outcast  so  forlorn ; 
Twas  aH  bespoken,  all  poasest. 

Long  bsfiva  I  was  bom. 


Aflbctian,  too,  life's  sweetest  cup^ 
Goes  round  from  hand  to  hand  | 

But  I  am  never  ask'd  to  sup- 
Out  of  the  ring  I  stand. 

If  iii"iiw<—  beats  within  my  heart, 
What  heart  will  beat  againf 

I  coax  die  dogs,  they  snarl  and  start; 
Brutes  are  as  bad  as  men. 

Hie  beggai^a  child  may  rise  above 
The  misery  of  his  bt ;  , 

'nie  gipqr  may  be  loved,  and  love ; 
But  I — but  I  must  not 

Hard  &r«,  cold  lodgings,  cruel  uA, 
Youth,  health,  and  strength,  consume : 

What  tree  eould  thrive  in  such  a  sQil7 
Whftt  flower  so  scathed  could  bkxmif 


Should  I  outgrow  this  erf  pplmg  work, 
How  shall  my  bread  be  sought? 

Must  I  to  other  lads  turn  Turk, 
And  teach  what  I  am  taught? 

O,  might  I  roam  with  flocks  and  herds 

In  fellowship  along ! 
O,  were  I  one  among  the  birds. 

All  wing,  and  life,  and  song! 

Free  with  the  fishes  might  I  dwell, 

Down  in  the  quiet  sea ! 
The  snail  in  his  cob-cosde  shell — 

The  snail's  a  king  to  me ! 

For  out  he  glides  in  April  showers. 
Lies  snug  when  storms  prevail ; 

He  feeds  on  fruit,  he  sleeps  on  flowers 
I  wish  I  was  a  snail. 

No,  never;  do  the  worst  they  can, 

I  may  be  happy  still ; 
For  I  was  bom  to  be  a  man, 

And  if  I  live  I  virill. 

a 

THE  DREAM. 

I  DEXAMT ;  but  what  care  I  for  dreams  t 

And  yet  I  tremble  too : 
It  k»k'd  so  like  the  trudi,  it  seems 

As  if  it  would  come  true. 

I  dreamt  that,  long  ere  peep  of  day, 

I  lefl  my  cold  straw  bed. 
And  o*er  a  coounon  Su  away. 

As  if  I  flew,  I  fled. 

T%e  tempest  hurried  me  behind. 

Like  a  mill-stream  along ; 
I  could  have  lean'd  against  the  wind, 

It  was  so  deadly  strong. 

The  snow— I  never  saw  such 
Raged  like  the  sea  all  round. 

Tossing  and  tumbling  to  and  fino; 
I  thought  I  must  be  drown'd. 

Now  up^  now  down,  with  main  and 
I  plunged  throu^  drift  and  stour; 

Nothing,  no,  nothing  balk'd  my  flight, 
I  had  a  giant's  power. 

Till  suddenly  the  storm  stood  still. 
Flat  lay  the  snow  bensadi ; 

I  curdled  to  an  icicle, 
I  could  not  stii^-not  breathe. 

My  master  found  me  rooted  there; 

He  flogg'd  me  back  to  sensB, 
Then  plnck'd  me  up^  and  by  the 

Sheer  over  ditch  and  fence. 


He  dragg'd,  and  dr^^d  ■»  en. 
For  many  and  many  a  mile : 

At  a  grand  house  he  stoipp^d 
It  woa  ti  fouMDraa  v^q. 


"^^ 
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Up  to  the  moan  it  Mem'd  to  rise, 
Koad  »  the  earth  to  ittiid ; 

The  holding  dufcea*d  hiOf  the  ikiei. 
In  ihadow  half  the  land. 

All  roand  was  itiU— ai  itill  aa  death: 
I,  ihiTering,  chatteringp  >tood ; 

And  feUt  the  oomiiig,  going  broadi. 
Tie  tingiii^,  fieeiing  blood. 


Soon,  at  my  mutant  rap,  rap,  rap, 
The  door  wide  op«i  flew : 

In  went  we  9— widi  a  diixndei^clap 
Again  the  door  bang'd  la 

I  tremhled,  aa  I've  felt  a  bird 
Tremble  widiin  my  firt; 

For  none  I  nw,  and  none  I  heard. 
But  ail  waa  lone  and  whist 


Tlie  moonshine  through  the  windows  show*d 
Long  stripes  of  light  and  gloom ; 

Tlie  carpet  with  all  colon  glow'd^ — 
Some  men  stood  rouid  the  room : 

Fair  pictures  in  their  golden  frames. 

And  looldng-glanes  bright; 
Fine  things,  I  cannot  tell  their  names. 

Dazed  and  bewitched  me  quite. 

Master  soon  thwack*d  them  out  my 

Tlie  chimney  must  be  swept! 
Tet  in  the  grate  the  coals  were  red : 

I  stamp'd,  and  scream'd,  and  wept 


I  kneelM,  I  kiss'd  his  feet,  I  pray'd ; 

For  then — which  shows  I  dreamt— 
Methought  I  ne*er  before  had  made 

The  terrible  attempt : 

But,  as  a  butcher  lifts  the  lamb 

That  struggles  for  its  life 
(Far  from  the  ramping,  bleating  dam) 

Beneath  lus  desperate  knife, 

With  his  two  iron  hands  he  grasp'd 

And  hoisted  me  aloof; 
His  naked  neck  in  vain  I  clasped. 

The  man  was  pity-proof 

So  forth  he  swung  me  through  the  space 

Above  the  smouldering  fire ; 
I  never  can  forget  lus  foco. 

Nor  lus  grufl*  growl,  *'  Go  higher !  '* 

As  if  I  climb'd  a  steep  house-side. 

Or  scaled  a  daik  draw-well. 
The  horrid  opening  was  so  wide, 

I  had  no  hold — ^I  fell : 

Fell  on  the  embers,  all  my  length. 

But  scarcely  felt  their  heat. 
When,  with  a  madman's  rage  and  strength, 

I  started  on  my  feet 

And,  ere  I  well  knew  what  I  did. 
Had  clear'd  the  broader  vent ; 

From  his  wild  vengeance  to  be  hid, 
I  carad  not  where  I  went 


The  passage  nairow'd  as  I  drew 
limb  aftu"  limb  by  focoe. 

Working  and  worming,  like  a 
My  hard,  slow,  np-hiO 


Rougher  than  harrow4eeth  within. 
Sharp  lime  and  jagged  alone 

Stripp'd  my  few  garments,  goied  tha 
And  grided  to  the  bone. 

Gall'd,  wounded,  bleeding,  ill  at  eMC 

Still  I  was  stoat  at  heart ; 
Head,  shoulders,  elbows,  hands,  ftet. 

All  play*d  a  stirring  part. 

I  climb*d,  and  dimb'd,  and  climb'd  in 

No  light  at  lop  appeared ; 
No  end  to  darkness,  toil,  arid  pain. 

While  worse  and  vntwe  I  fear'«L 


I  climb'd,  and  climb'd,  and  had  to  dindk 

Yet  more  and  more  astray ; 
A  hundred  yean  I  thought  the  time, 

A  thousand  miles  the  viray. 

• 

Strength  left  me,  and  broath  fiul*d  at  hUr 
Then  had  I  headlong  drof^'d. 

But  die  strait  funnel  wedged  me  feat; 
So  there  dead-bck'd  I  stopp'd. 

I  groan'd,  I  gasp'd,  to  shriek  I  tried. 
No  sound  came  from  my  hieaat ; 

There  was  a  weight  on  every  aide. 
As  if  a  sUme-delf  press'd. 

Tet  still  my  brain  kept  beating  on 
Through  night-mares  of  all  shl^les , 

Foul  fiends,  no  sooner  come  than 
Dragons,  and  wolves,  and  apes. 

They  gnash'd  on  me  with  bloody  jawi, 
Chatter'd,  and  hou  I'd,  and  hiss'd ;, 

They  clutch'd  me  with  their  cat-like  dsm 
While  off  they  whirl'd  in  mist 

"ni],  like  a  lamp-flame,  blown  away. 

My  soul  went  out  in  gloom ; 
Thought  ceased,  and  dead-alive  I  lay. 

Shut  up  in  that  black  tomfai 

O  sweetly  on  the  mother's  lap 

Her  pretty  baby  lies. 
And  breathes  so  freely  in  his  nap. 

She  can't  take  off  her  eyes. 

Ah !  thinks  she  then — oh,  thinks  she  not! 

How  soon  the  time  may  be. 
When  all  her  love  will  be  forgot. 

And  he  a  wretch  like  me  t 

She  in  her  grave  at  rest  may  lie. 

And  daisies  spei'k  the  sod. 
Nor  see  him  bleed,  nor  hear  him  ay 

Beneath  a  ruflbm's  rod. 

No  mother's  lap  was  then  my  bed. 

O'er  me  no  mother  smiled ; 
No  mother's  arm  went  round  my  bead, 

— Am  I  no  mother's  child  f 
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life,  Qo  a  todden,  ran  me  throogh! 

I^ht,  light,  all  round  me  biased, 
Red  flames  rtish'd  roaring  up  the  flue— 

FlameB  by  my  matter  raised. 

I  heard  his  voice,  and  tenfold  might 

Bolted  through  every  limb ; 
I  nw  his  face,  and  shot  upri^t ; 

Brick  walla  made  way  fit>m  him. 

Swift  as  a  Hiuirrel  seeks  the  bough 

Where  he  may  turn  and  look 
Down  on  the  schoolboy,  chap-&llen  now, 

My  ready  flight  I  took. 

The  fire  was  quickly  quench'd  beneath. 

Blue  light  above  me  glanced ; 
And  air.  sweet  air,  I'gan  to  breathe. 

The  blood  within  me  danced. 

I  clirab'd,  and  climb*d,  and  climb'd  away. 

Till  on  the  top  I  stood, 
And  saw  the  glorious  dawn  of  day 

Come  down  on  field  and  flood. 

0  me !  a  moment  of  such  joy 
I  never  knew  before ; 

Right  happy  was  the  climbing-boy. 
One  moment— but  no  more. 

Sick,  sick,  I  tum'd, — the  world  ran  round, 

The  stone  I  stood  on  broke. 
And  plumb  I  toppled  to  the  ground, 

— ^like  a  scared  owl,  I  wc^e. 

1  woke,  but  slept  again,  and  dream*d 
The  seliHUune  things  anew : 

The  storm,  the  snow,  the  building,  seem'd 
All  true,  as  day^light's  true. 

But,  when  I  tumbled  from  the  top. 

The  woild  itself  had  flown ; 
Tliere  was  no  ground  on  whidi  to  drop^ 

'T  was  emptiness  alone. 

On  winter  nights  IVe  seen  a  star 

Leap  headlong  from  the  sky ; 
I  've  watch*d  the  lightning  from  afiir 

Flash  out  of  heaven,  and  die. 

So— but  in  darkness — so  I  fell 

Through  nothing  to  no  place. 
Until  I  saw  the  flames  of  hell 

Shoot  upward  to  my  ftce. 

Down,  down,  as  with  a  mill-stone  wei^it, 
I  pluz^ged  right  through  their  smoke : 

To  ciy  for  mercy  't  was  too  late-^ 
Tliey  seized  me— I  awc^ : 

Woke,  slept,  and  dream'd  the  like  again 
The  third  time,  through  and  through, 

Except  the  winding  up ; — ah !  then 
I  wish  it  had  been  true. 

For  when  I  climb'd  into  the  air, 

Spring-breezes  flapt  mo  round ; 
Green  l^ls,  and  dales,  and  woocb  w«re  there, 

And  May-flowers  on  the  ground. 
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The  moon  was  waning  in  the  west, 

Tlie  clouds  wero  golden  red ; 
The  lark,  a  mile  above  his  nest, 

Was  cheering  o'er  my  head. 

The  stars  had  vanished,  all  but  one. 

The  darling  of  the  sky, 
That  glitter'd  like  a  tiny  sun. 

No  bigger  than  my  eye. 

I  look'd  at  this— I  thought  it  smiled. 

Which  made  me  feel  so  glad. 
That  I  became  another  child. 

And  not  the  climbing-lad : 

A  child  OS  fair  as  you  may  see. 

Whom  soot  hath  never  soO'd ; 
As  rosy-choek'd  as  I  might  be, 

If  I  had  not  been  spoU'd. 

Wings,  of  themselves,  about  me  grew. 

And,  free  as  moming-lighi, 
Up  to  that  single  star  I  flew. 

So  beautiful  and  bright 

Through  the  blue  heaven  I  stretch'd  my  hand 

To  touch  its  beams — it  broke 
like  a  sea-bubble  on  the  sand ; 

Then  all  fell  dark. — ^I  woke. 


m. 


EASTER  MONDAY  AT  SHEFFIELD.! 

Tks,  there  are  some  that  think  of  me ; 

Hie  bloflffing  on  their  heads !  I  say ; 
May  all  their  lives  as  happy  be 

As  mine  has  been  with  theia  to-day  \ 

When  I  was  sold  fiom  Lincolnshire 
To  this  good  town,  I  heard  a  noise 

What  meny-making  would  be  here. 
At  Elaster-tide,  for  climbing-boys. 

'T  was  strange,  because  where  I  had  been 
The  better  people  cared  no  more 

For  such  as  me,  than  had  they  seen 
A  young  crab  crawling  on  their  shore. 

Well,  Easter  came ; — in  all  the  land 
Was  e'er  a  'prentice  lad  so  fine ! 

A  bran-new  suit,  at  second-hand. 
Caps,  shoes,  and  stockings,  all  were  mine. 

The  coat  was  green,  the  waistooat  red, 
The  breeches  leather,  white  and  clean ; 

I  thought  I  must  go  oflT  my  head, 
I  could  have  jump'd  out  of  my  skin. 

All  Sunday  through  the  streets  I  stroQ'd, 
Fierce  as  a  turkey-cock,  to  see 

How  all  the  people,  young  and  old. 
At  least  I  thou^t  so,  look'd  at  ne. 


1  Tlwraars 
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in 


MONTGOHERrS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Al  ni^it,  vpoo  my  troH  of  itnw. 

Tlioae  guidy  ckuhfls  hong  roimil  llie  room* 
^  BMxn^llimiM  oft  tbeir  diapei  I  mw, 

'"    bits  of  iminbow  in  dio  gloooL 


Yet  acaioe  I  heeded  tbem  at  all, 
AldKyqgh  I  never  dept  a  wink; 

Tie  feaat,  next  daj,  at  Cntlen'  HaD, 
(Xthatl  could  not  help  hot 


Wearily  tiail'd  die  night  away ; 

Between  the  watchmen  and  the  dock, 
I  thought  it  nerer  would  be  day : — 

At  length  outcrew  the  eariiest  cock ; 

A  Mcand  anawer'd,  then  a  thiid. 
At  a  long  dirtaDoe— one,  two,  three: 

A  doaan  mora  in  tmn  were  heaid — 
I  crew  among  the  mt  fiv  glee. 

Up  gat  we,  I  and  little  Bill, 

AAd  donn*d  our  newest  and  our  beat : 
Nay,  let  the  pioud  my  what  they  will. 

At  grand  aa  fiddlen  we  were  dreet 


We  left  OOP  Utter  in  die  nook. 
And  waih*d  ouiaelvea  aa  white  aa 

On  bnah  and  bag  we  aoom'd  to  kiok, 
— ^It  vraa  a  hob^y,  you  know. 


What  ail'd  me  then  I  could  not  tell, 
I  yawn'd  the  whole  forenoon  away; 

And  hearken*d  while  the  vicar*!  bell 
Went  ding  dong,  ding  dang,  pay,  pay,  pay! 

The  ckick  struck  twelve — I  k>ve  the  twelves 
Of  all  the  hours  'twizt  sun  and  moon ; 

For  then  poor  lads  ei^joy  themselves, 
— We  sleep  at  midnight,  rest  at  noon. 

This  noon  was  not  a  resting  time ! 

At  the  first  stroke  we  started  oil. 
And,  while  the  tune  rang  through  the  chime, 

Moster'd,  like  soUiers,  at  the  HaU. 

Not  much  like  soldiers  in  our  gait; 

Yet  never  soldier,  in  his  life, 
Tried,  as  he  march'd,  to  look  more  stnd^ 

Than  Bill  and  I-— to  drum  and  fife. 

But  now  I  think  on*t,  what  with  scars. 
Lank  bony  limbs,  and  spavin*d  feet. 

Like  broken  soldiers  from  the  wars. 
We  limp*d  yet  strutted,  through  the  street. 

Then,  while  our  meagre  motley  crew 
Came  from  all  quarters  of  dks  town, 

Polks  to  their  doocs  and  windowa  flew ; 
I  thought  the  world  tum'd 


For  now,  instead  of  oaths  and  jeers, 
Tlie  sauce  that  I  have  fi>und  elsewhere, 

Kind  words,  and  smiles,  and  hearty  cheers 
Blet  ua— with  halfpence  here  and  there. 

Hie  mothers  held  their  babies  high. 
To  cfandde  at  our  hobbling  train. 
Bat  dipt  thsBD  cloae  while  we  went  fay; 

frUlike 


ftk 


And  wiped  my  cheek,  tlmt 
Tie  sweetnesB  of  a  modierli 

For  heart  and  cyea  began  to 
And  I  WIS  sad,  yet  pIcMed, 


At  Cuden'  Hall  we  foond  tba  crowd 
That  dioat  the  gentry  to  fisir  feast; 

They  made  us  way,  and  hnwl'd  ao  load. 
We  mi^  have  been  young  lotds  at  Isi 


We  enla^d,  twenty  lada  wood 
While  gentlemen,  and  ladies  too^ 

All  bade  v  welcome  at  the  door. 
And  kindly  aak*d  n»-^  How  d*  ye  da  f* 


**  Bravety,**  I  answered;  fasit  my  eye 
Prickled,  and  leak'd,  OMl  twinkled 

I  kng'd  to  be  akme,  to  cry, 
— ^To  be  alone,  and  cty  my  lilL 


Oar  other  kids  were  blitbe  and  bold. 
And  nestling,  nodding  aa  they  sat. 

Till  dinner  came,  dieir  talca  they  loU, 
And  talk'd  of  due,  and  kngh'd  at  db 

I  pluck'd  up  eouioge,  gaped,  and  gaasd 
On  the  Gne  room,  foe  IblkB,  fiae 

Chairs,  taUee,  knives  and  ferfca^ 
With  pots  and  phtten  fit  ftr  kiqgL 

Roaot-beeC  phim-podding,  and  what  not. 
Soon  smolMd  before  as— each  a  as! 

Giants  their  dinners  mi^t  have  got ; 
We  open*d  all  oar 


Anon,  upon  the  board,  a  stroke 
Wam'd  each  to  stand  up  in  his  place ; 

One  of  our  generous  friends  then  spoke 
Three  or  four  words— Ihey  c^'d  a  Gn 

I  diink  he  said— ^  God  blea  oar  food !  * 
— Oft  had  I  heard  thai  name,  in  tonfs 

Whidi  ran  like  ice,  ooM  thioqgh  mj  faka 
And  made  the  flesh  creep  on  ray  booes 

But  now,  and  with  a  power  ro  sweet. 
The  name  of  Goo  vrent  duoagfa  my  ki 

That  my  lips  trembled  to  repeat 

Those  words,  and  tears  were  foin  to  sh 

Tears,  words,  were  in  a  twinkle  gone. 
Like  sparrows  whirring  throu^  die  sir 

When,  at  a  sign,  we  all  fell  on. 
As  geese  in  stubble,  to  our  meat 


Tie  large  plum-puddings  first 

And  well  we  yonkers  jJied  theos  o'er; 
You  would  have  thought  we  kad  been  rii 

Or  were  to  be — a  month  and  mora 

Next  the  roest-beef  flew  reeking  loond 
In  glorious  slices,  mark  ye  that ! 

The  dishes  were  with  gnvy  drown*d ! 
A  sight  10  make  a  weaad  fio. 

A  great  meat-pie,  a  good  meat-pie. 
Baked  in  a  cradle  length  of  tin. 

Was  open'd,  emptied,  scoop'd  so  dry. 
You  might  have  seen  your  fiice  within. 
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The  ladiM  and  the  gendemen 

Took  here  and  there  with  w,  a  leat; 

The7  might  be  hnngiy,  too— bat  tfaaa 
We  gave  them  little  time  to  eat 

Their  arma  were  buy  helping  w, 
like  oobblen'  elbowa  at  their  work. 

Or  aee^aw,  eee-nw,  thw  and  tfraa ; 
A  meiry  game  at  knife  and  fork. 

0  then  the  din !  the  deafening  din, 

Of  platea,  cane,  crockery,  tpoooa,  and  knivea, 
And  waitera  ranning  out  and  in ! 
We  mi^t  be  eating  for  our  Uvea. 

Such  fiMWling  I  had  nerer  aeen ; 

Some  pnmoldf  had  got  enough ; 
The  rett,  like  fox-hoonda,  ataunch  and  keen. 

Were  made  of  more  devouring  staff 

They  cramm'd,  like  oormoranti,  their  cmwi, 
Aa  thoogh  they  never  would  have  done ; 

It  waa  a  £uii  to  watch  their  jawa 
Grind,  and  grow  weary,  one  by  one. 

Bot  Hiece  *8  an  end  to  everything ; 
And  thii  grand  dinner  paas'd  away. 

1  vrooder  if  great  George  our  king 

Haa  andi  a  dinner  every  day. 

Oraee  after  meat  again  wbm  nid, 
And  my  good  feelinga  sprang  anew ; 

But,  at  the  sight  of  gingerbread, 
Wine,  nnta,  and  oranges,  they  flew. 

80  while  we  look  a  turn  with  these. 

Almost  forgetting  we  had  dined ; 
As  though  vre  might  do  what  we  please. 

We  IdTd,  and  joked,  and  told  our  mind. 

Now  I  had  tioM,  if  not  before. 

To  laka  a  peep  at  every  lad ; 
I  ooimiad  them  to  tia'enty-four, 

Eadi  in  hia  Easter  finery  clad. 


An  wiah'd  and  dean  as  clean  coold  be« — 
And  yet  ao  dingy,  marr'd,  and  grim, 

A  mala  vrith  half  an  eye  might  see 
Ov  ODaft  in  every  look  and  limbu 


AH  dwpea  but  straight  ones  you  might  find. 
As  sapling-fin  on  the  high  moors. 

Black,  stunted,  crook'd,  through  which  the  wind. 
Like  a  vriM  bull,  all  winter  roars. 

Two  toddling  five-yean  olds  were  there. 
Twins,  that  had  just  begun  to  climbs 

With  cherry  cheeks,  and  curly  hair. 
And  skins  not  yet  ingrain'd  with  grime. 

I  wiBh*d,  I  did,  that  they  might  die, 
Like  ^  Babes  i'  th*  Wood,"  the  Uttle  slaves. 

And  "  Robin  lU^-breast**  painfully 
Hide  them  **  with  leaves,"  for  want  of  gnves ; 

Rather  than  live  like  me,  and  weep 
To  think  that  ever  they  were  bovn ; 

Toil  the  long  day,  and  from  short  sleep 
Wake  to  fresh  miseries  every  mom. 


Gay  as  young  goldfinches  in  spring, 
They  diirp'd  and  peck'd,  top.ft&  of  J^ 

As  if  it  vras  some  mighty  thing 
To  be  a  chinmey-sweeper's  boy. 

And  so  it  is,  on  such  a  day 
As  welcome  Easter  brings  us  here : 

In  London,  too,  the  first  of  May — 
But  O,  what  is  it  all  the  year ! 

Close  at  a  Quaker  lady's  side 
Sat  a  young  girl ; — ^I  know  not  how 

I  folt  when  me  askance  she  eyed. 
And  a  quick  blush  flew  o'er  bar  brow. 

For  then,  just  then,  I  caught  a  &oe 
Fair— but  I  oft  had  seen  it  black. 

And  mark'd  die  owner's  totteriiy  pace 
Beneath  a  vile  two-bushd  sack. 

Oh !  had  I  known  it  mm  a  lais^ 

Could  I  hare  scom'd  her  vrith  her  kiadf 

— Next  time  we  meet,  she  shall  not 
Without  a  lift  akmg  the  road. 

Her  mother — mother  but  in  name ! 

Brought  her  to-day  to  dine  vrith  us : 
Her  fother— she's  his  *prenticek>— shame 

On  both,  to  use  tibeir  daughter  draa. 

WeU,  /shall  grow,  and  s4e  will  grow 

Oldei^-it  may  be,  taller — yet; 
And  if  she  '11  smile  on  me,  I  know 

Poor  Pbll  shall  be  poor  Reuben's  pet 

Time,  on  his  two  unequal  legs. 

Kept  crawling  round  the  churoh-ekick's  foco. 
Though  none  could  see  him  shift  his  pegs. 

Each  was  for  ever  dianging  place. 

O,  why  are  pleasant  hours  so  short? 

And  why  are  wretched  ones  so  longf 
They  fly  like  swallows  while  we  sport, 

Tliey  stand  like  mules  when  all  goes  wrong. 

Before  we  parted,  one  kind  friend. 
And  then  anodier.  talk'd  so  five ; 

They  went  fiom  table-end  to  end. 
And  spoke  to  eadi,  and  spoke  to  me. 

Books,  pretty  books,  vrith  pictures  in. 
Were  given  to  those  who  learn  to  read. 

Which  show'd  them  how  to  floe  fitm  sin. 
And  to  be  happy  boys  indeed. 

These  climbers  go  to  Sunday  schools, 
And  hear  what  things  to  do  or  tbun. 

Get  good  advice,  and  golden  rules 
For  all  their  lives— but  I  'ra  not  one. 


Nathleai  I'll  go  next  Sabbath-day, 
Whore  roasters,  without  thrashing,  teach 

Lost  children  how  to  read  and  pny. 
And  sing,  and  hear  the  parsons  preach. 


For  I  'm  this  day  detennined — not 
With  bad  companions  to  grow  old. 

But,  weal  or  vroe,  ^Vate'tR  vc)  Vm, 
To  imni  w\»x  wii  iptA  tewDi^X*^;^ 
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told  in  tfaiDfi  I  nertr  knew 
Bui  who  heaven  and  earth  did  make, 
my  heart  &lt  dieir  woida  weie  true; 
It  biim'd  within  me  while  ihey  apake. 

Om  I  ftirgec  that  God  if  love. 
And  not  hit  Bon  to  dwell  on  earth  f 

Or,  diat  our  Savior  from  above, 
Lay  in  a  manger  at  hia  birth  f— 

Grew  up  in  humble  poverty, 
A  life  of  giief  and  sorrow  led  f 

No  home  to  comfcrt  Him  had  He; 
No,  not  a  place  to  lay  hia  head. 


Tet  He  waa  meieifnl  and  kind, 
HmVA  ]iri&  a  touch  all  aort  of  hanna ; 

TlM  ad^  «•  lame,  die  deaf;  the  blind, 
Aai  look  foung  children  in  hia  arma. 

Tlien  He  waa  kiU'd  by  wicked  men. 
And  buried  in  a  deep  stone  cave; 

But  of  Himself  Ho  rose  again. 
On  EasterSunday  from  tho  grave. 

Caught  up  in  clouds— at  God's  right  hand. 
In  Heaven  He  took  the  highest  place ; 

There  dying  Stephen  saw  him  stand, 
— Stephen,  who  had  an  angel's  &ce. 

He  loves  the  poor — He  always  did ; 

The  little  ones  are  still  his  care : 
I'll  seek  liim — let  who  will  fi>rbid — 

111  go  to  Him  this  ni^  in  prayer. 

O  soundly,  soundly  should  I  sleep, 
And  dunk  no  mcn^  of  soflbrings  post. 

If  God  would  only  bless,  and  keep. 
And  make  me  his — his  oikh,  at  last 


THOU.  GOD.  SEEOT  ME.'*— Gen.  xvi,  13. 

0  God  unsGcn !  but  not  unknown ! 
Thine  eye  is  ever  fix'd  (Hi  me; 

1  dwell  beneath  thy  secret  throne, 
Enoompass'd  by  thy  deity. 

Throughout  this  universe  of  space 

To  nothing  am  I  long  allied, 
For  flight  of  time,  and  change  of  place 

My  strongest,  dearest  bonds  divide. 

Parents  I  had — but  where  are  they  ? 

Friends  whom  I  knew,  I  know  no  more ; 
Companions  once  that  cheer'd  my  ^-ay 

Have  dropt  behind,  or  gone  beifore. 

Now  I  am  one  amidst  the  crowd 
Of  life  and  action  hurrjdng  round ; 

Now  left  alone — for  like  a  cloud 
They  came — they  went,  and  are  not  found. 

Even  fmn  myself  sometimes  I  part, 
— Unconscious  sleep  is  nightly  death ; 

Yet  surely  by  my  bed  Thou  art. 
To  prompt  my  pulse,  inspire  my  heart 


Of  an  that  I  have  dooe  or  awd* 
How  little  can  I  now  recall! 

Foigottni  ditnga  to  tme  are  deii. 
With  thee  ibey  live— Hmml  kDoti^lh 


llion  hast  been  with  me  fipom  the 
Witness  to  every  oonffict  here ; 

Nor  wilt  Tlioa  leave  me  at  the  tonb^ 
Before  diy  bar  I  most  wppemr. 

The  moment  oomea,  the  only  one 
Of  all  my  time  lobe  foretold; 

Tliough  when,  and  where,  and 
Of  all  the  race  of  mnn  unfold. 


That  moment  oomea,  when  atnngth  mai 
When,  health,  and  hope,  and  ooBifin 

I  nraat  go  down  into  die  vale 
And  shade  of  death,  with  thee  akme. 

Alone  with  diee ; — in  that  dnmi  strife 
Uphold  me  through  mine  agony. 

And  gently  be  this  dying  lifo 
Exchanged  for  immortality. 

Then,  when  th'  unbodied  spirit  lands 
Where  flesh  and  blood  have  never  tro 

And  in  the  unveil'd  preaence  stands 
Of  thee,  my  Savior,  and  my  God : 

Be  mine  eternal  portico  thia. 

Since  thou  wert  alwaya  here  with  ne 
That  I  may  ^-iew  thy  foce  in  bliss. 

And  be  for  evermore  with  Thee. 


CHRICT  CRUCIFIED. 

fmhatwl  from  the  It&Iian  of  Gabrielo  Fiamma.  s  v^ 
Sixteenth  Century. 


"  Behold  the  man ! "  Are  these  the  graciooi 
WIkmc  beams  could  kindle  life  among  the  de 
Is  this  the  awful  and  majestic  hood 
Of  Him.  the  Lord,  almighty  and  all-wise  f 


Are  these  the  hands  that  stretch'd  abroad  the 
And  eardi  with  verdure,  heaven  with  stan  o'en 
Are  these  the  feet  that  on  the  waves  would  I 
And  calm  their  rage  when  wildest  storms  an 

Ah  me!  how  wounded,  pole,  disfigured  now! 
Those  eyes,  the  joy  of  Heaven,  oclipsod  in  ni 
TDm,  bleeding,  cold,  those  hands,  these  foet.  ihb 
I  weep  for  love,  grief,  transport  at  the  sight. 
"  My  Lord !  my  God ! "  for  me.  for  me  <iitist  1 
In  shame,  reproach,  and  torment,  thus  deb^t 


CHRICT  LAID  IN  THE  SEPULCHRl 


Imitated  from  the 


Where  is  the  aspect,  more  than  heaven 
That  rapt  celestial  spirits  with  delight ; 

The  meekness  and  tho  majesty  of  mien. 
That  w(Mi  the  3rielding  heart  with  gentle  i 

368 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


When  'm  iba  voice,  whose  harmony  oould  bind 
Sees  in  their  wnth,  and  demon-frmzjr  quell ; 

ITie  eye,  whose  glance  was  sight  unto  **  the  blind,' 
And  fiU*d  the  soul  with  joy  unspeakable  7 

Where  is  the  arm  that  crush'd  our  fiercest  fee 
Satan,  and  all  the  powers  of  darkness  bound? 

i¥heie  is  die  Servant's  humble  form  below. 
In  whidi  the  eternal  Son  of  God  vnM  found  f 
Lo !  where  his  pilgrimage  of  mercy  ends ! 
What  glory  here  into  the  grave  descends ! 


A  RETROSPECT. 

I  LETT  the  God  of  truth  and  light, 
I  left  the  God  who  gave  me  breath. 

To  wander  in  the  wilds  of  nig^t, 
Td  perish  in  the  snares  of  death ! 

Sweet  was  his  service ;  and  his  yoke 
Was  light  and  easy  to  bo  borne ; — 

Throngh  all  his  bonds  of  love  I  broke ; 
I  cast  away  his  gifts  in  scorn. 

I  danced  in  folly's  giddy  maxe; 

And  drank  die  sea,  and  chased  the  wind 
fiot  fidsehood  lurk'd  in  all  her  ways. 

Her  laughter  left  a  pang  behind. 


I  dream'd  of  bliss  in  pleasure's  bowers, 
While  pillowing  roses  stay'd  my  head ; 

Bot  serpents  hiss's  among  die  fkiwersr— 
I  woke,  and  thorns  were  all  my  bad. 

In  riches  then  I  sought  for  joy, 

And  placed  in  glittering  ore  my  trust ; 

Bat  found  diat  gokl  was  tdl  alloy, 
And  worldly  treasure  fleeting  dust 

I  woo*d  ambition— -dimb'd  the  pole. 
And  shone  among  the  stars ; — but  foil 

Headlong,  in  all  my  pride  of  soul, 
like  Lucifer,  from  heaven  lo  hell. 

Now  poor,  and  kst,  and  trampled  down, 
Wlieie  shall  the  chief  of  sinners  fly, 

Almighty  Vengeance,  from  thy  frown  f 
Elstnal  Justice,  from  thine  eye  f 

Lo!  thravgfa  the  gloom  of  guilty  fears. 
My  fiuth  discerns  a  dawn  of  grace ; 

Tlie  sun  of  righteousness  appears 
fid  Jesns^  reconciling  fece. 

Bity  mfBaxing,  slain,  and  risen  Lord ! 

In  deep  distreai  I  turn  to  thee 
I  chum  acceptance  on  thy  word, 

My  God !  my  God !  forsake  not  me ! 

Prostrate  before  thy  mercy-seat, 
I  dare  not,  if  I  would,  despair; 

None  ever  perish'd  at  thy  feet. 
And  I  will  be  forever  there. 
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MAKE  WAY  TOR  UBE 


On  dw  exploit  of  Arnold  Winkclried  at  tht  liatds  ^Bmh 
IHLch,  in  which  the  Swiee,  fightinc  for  their  inrinpindaws,  tslal- 
I7  defeated  the  Auatriant,  in  the  fourteenth  eeirtary. 

**  Make  way  for  liberty!" — he  cried ; 
Make  way  for  liberty,  and  died ! 

In  arms  the  Austrian  phalanx  stood, 
A  living  wall,  a  human  wood ! 
A  wall,  where  every  conscious  stone 
Seem'd  to  its  kindred  thousands  grown ; 
A  rampart  all  assaults  to  bear, 
'nil  time  to  dust  their  frames  should  wear; 
A  wood,  like  that  enchanted  grove  * 
In  which  with  fiends  Rinaldo  strove, 
Where  every  silent  tree  possessed 
A  spirit  prison 'd  in  its  breast. 
Which  the  fint  stroke  of  coming  strife 
Would  startle  into  hideous  life ; 
So  dense,  so  still,  the  Austrians  stood, 
A  living  wall,  a  human  wood ! 
Impregnable  their  front  appears. 
All  horrent  with  projected  spears, 
>Vhose  polish'd  points  before  them  shine. 
From  flank  to  flank,  one  brilliant  line. 
Bright  as  the  breakers'  splendors  run 
Along  the  billou-s,  to  the  Sun. 

Opposed  to  these,  a  hovering  band 
Contended  for  their  native  land : 
Peasants,  whose  new-found  strength  had  broke 
From  manly  necks  the  ignoble  yoke^  ^^ 
And  forged  their  fetters  into  swordiig% 
On  equal  terms  to  flght  their  lords : 
And  what  insurgent  rage  had  gain'd. 
In  many  a  mortal  fray  maintain'd : 
Marshaird  once  mora  at  Freedom's  call. 
They  came  to  conquer  or  lo  fell. 
Where  he  who  conqoer'd,  he  who  fell. 
Was  deem'd  a  dead,  or  living  Tell ! 
Such  >nrtuc  had  that  patriot  breathed. 
So  to  the  soil  his  soul  licqueathed. 
That  wheresoe'er  hio  arrov^is  flew. 
Heroes  in  his  own  likcnesa  grew. 
And  warriors  nprong  from  every  sod 
Which  his  awakening  footstep  trod. 

And  now  the  work  of  life  and  death 
Hung  on  the  passing  of  a  breath ; 
The  fire  of  conflict  burnt  uithin. 
The  batde  trembled  to  begin : 
Yet,  while  the  Austrians  held  their  groimd, 
Point  for  attack  was  nowhere  found. 
Where'er  the  impatient  Switxers  gaaod. 
The  unbroken  line  of  lances  blazed ; 
That  line  't  were  suicide  to  meet, 
And  perish  at  their  tyrants*  feet, — 
How  could  they  rest  within  their  graves, 
And  leave  their  homes,  the  homes  of  slaves  t 
Would  they  not  feel  their  children  tread 
With  clanging  chains  above  their  head  f 
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be;  T\uM  day,  tfaii  hoar, 
Qm  oppnmof*  power ; 
is  in  the  field, 
aoC  ttfi  Af&  cannot  yield- 
not  fall ;  her  bener  &ta 
givei  her  an  immcHtal  date. 
Few  were  the  namber  the  could  boaat; 
Bat  erery  fireeman  wai  a  host. 
And  felt  ai  though  himself  were  he 
Ob  iriiooe  sole  aim  hang  Tictory. 

It  did  depnd  on  one  indeed ; 
Behold  hfaBm-^Amold  Winkelried! 
Tliere  soandB  not  to  the  trump  of  fiune 
The  echo  of  a  nobler  nune. 
Unmark'd  ha  alood  amid  the  throng. 
In  — -»"^«««  deap  and  long, 
Till  you  aigbt  OM^  with  sudden  grace, 
Tlie  vatj  tbooifiA  came  o*er  his  fiice. 
And  by  tta  BOtiQa  of  his  ibnn 
Antidpata  4w  bnrsling  stonn ; 
And  hf  the  npUfting  of  his  brow 
TbU  where  the  bolt  would  strike,  and  how. 

Bat  *twas  no  sooner  tboo^t  than  done, 
Hie  field  was  in  a  moment  woo : — 

•* Blake  way  for  Liberty!*'  he  cried. 
TImd  ran,  with  arms  extended  wide. 
As  if  his  dearest  friend  to  clssp ; 
Tan  spears  he  swept  within  his  grasp. 

*■  Bfske  way  for  Liberty !  **  he  cried : 
lliflir  keen  points  met  from  side  to  side : 
He  bow'd  aamgst  them  like  a  tree. 
And  thus  mda  way  for  Liberty. 


Swift  to  the  breach  his  comrades  fly ; 
" Make  way  for  Liberty!**  they  cry. 
And  through  the  Austrian  (^lalanx  dart. 
As  rush'd  the  spears  through  Arnold's  heart ; 
While,  instantaneous  as  his  fall, 
Root,  ruin,  panic,  scatter'd  all : 
An  earthquake  could  not  overthrow 
A  city  with  a  surer  blow. 

Tlins  Switzerland  again  ^-as  free : 
Hiqe  death  made  way  for  Liberty ! 


STANZAS 

A  &ACK,  a  race  on  earth  we  run ; 

And  hold  a  priae  in  view, 
Bfofe  bright  than  if  we  chased  the  sun 

Hirough  heaven's  eternal  blue. 

Changes  we  prove,  and  \*ani8h  soon ; 

Changes  from  youth  to  age. 
Silent  as  those  that  shape  the  moon. 

In  her  brief  pilgrimageL 

like  constellations  on  their  way. 

Tliat  meet  the  morning  light; 
We  travel  up  to  higher  day 

Thinqgh  shades  of  deeper  night. 


the  heavenly  boat  folfl ; 
Erelong  todiine  their  Isatj-^ 
We,  if  we  do  oar  Father's  will, 
Shan  shine  when  they  ai« 


Knit  like  the  social  stars  in  knra. 
Fair  as  the  moon,  and  dew 

As  yonder  son  enthroned  above. 
Christians  through  life  appear. 


THE  RETREAT. 


A  rriAKGn  sal  down  in  die  lonely  lefieat?— 

Though  kindness  had  welcomed  him  thsf*. 
Tet,  weary  with  tmvel,  and  laintii^  widi  hwL 

His  bosom  was  sadden'd  with  care : 
That  sinking  of  spirit  tMey  only  can  know 

Whose  joys  are  all  chsuiten'd  by  fears; 
The  streams  of  whose  comfort,  tho*^  decplf  il 
flow. 

Still  wind  throogh  the  vallfly  of 


What  ails  thee,  O  stranger  f  Bnt  open  iUm  cje. 

A  paradise  busts  on  thy  view; 
The  sun  in  his  glory  is  marchir^  on  High 

Through  cloudless  and  infinite  bloe : 
Hie  woods,  in  their  wildest  lazmmnee  daffaf i 

Are  stretching  their  coverts  of  green. 
While  bright,  from  the  depth  of  their  inneimat  ^ 

Ton  mirror  of  waters  is  seen. 

There  richly  reflected,  the  mansion,  the  lawn. 

The  banks  and  the  foliage  appe«r. 
By  nature's  own  pencil  enchantingly  drawD— 

A  landscape  enshrined  in  a  sphere ! 
While  the  fish  in  their  element  spmt  to  and  fia 

Quick-glancing,  or  gliding  at  ease. 
The  birds  seem  lo  fly  in  a  concave  below 

Through  a  vista  of  down-growing 


The  current,  unrippled  by  %-olaule  aiia. 

Now  glitters,  iww  darkens  along ; 
And  yonder  o'erflowing  incessantly  bears 

Symphonious  accordance  to  song : 
The  song  of  the  rii^-dove  enamoor'd.  *«t 

Like  soft-melting  murmurs  of  grief; 
The  song  of  the  redbreast  in  ominoos  nom 

Foretelling  the  (all  of  the  leaf; 

The  song  of  the  bee,  in  its  serpentine  fiifh^ 

From  Uossom  to  blossom  that  roves ; 
The  song  of  the  wind  in  the  silenc«  of  nighi. 

When  it  wakens  or  hushes  the  groves  : 
And  siii-eet,  through  the  choms  of  laptare  aisl  b** 

Which  God  in  his  temple  attends. 
With  the  song  of  all  nature,  beneath  and  aimf. 

The  voice  of  these  waters  ascends! 

The  beauty,  the  music,  the  blias.  of  that  socn& 

With  ravishing  sjrmpathy  stole 
Through  the  stranger's  dark  bosom,  illnniiMd  hiiaMi 

And  soothed  and  exalted  his  soul. 
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Cold,  gloomy  fivcbodings  then  vaDuh  away. 

Hii  terron  to  ecttacien  turn, 
Ai  the  vapon  of  night,  at  the  dawning  of  day, 

With  splendor  and  loveliness  bum. 

The  stranger  reposed  in  the  lonely  retreat, 
Now  smiling  at  phantonu  gone  by : 

When,  lo !  a  new  welcome,  in  numbers  most  sweet, 
Saluted  his  ear  through  his  eye ; 

It  came  lo  his  eye,  but  it  went  to  his  soul- 
Some  Muse,  as  she  wander'd  that  way. 

Had  dropt  from  her  boeom  a  mystical  scroll, 
Whoae  secrets  I  dare  not  betray. 

Strange  tones,  we  are  told,  the  pale  mariner  hears 

When  the  mermaids  ascend  from  their  caves. 
And  sing  where  the  moon,  newly-risen,  appMis 

A  column  of  gold  on  the  waves : 
And  wild  wrtes  of  wonder  the  shepherd  entrance. 

Who,  dreaming,  beholds  in  the  vale, 
By  torch-light  of  glow-worms,  the  &ihos  that  dance 

To  minstrelsy  piped  in  the  gale. 

Not  less  to  that  stranger  mysteriously  brought. 

With  harmony  deep  and  refined. 
In  language  of  silence  and  music  of  thought. 

Those  numbers  were  heard  in  his  mind : 
He  listen'd  and  wonder'd,  he  trembled  and  wept. 

While  transport  with  tenderness  vied. 
It  aeem'd  as  the  harp  of  a  seraph  were  swept 

]^  a  spirit  that  sung  at  his  side. 


All  ceased  in  a  moment,  and  nothing  was  heard, 

And  nothing  was  seen  through  the  wood. 
Bat  the  twittering  cry  of  a  fugitive  bird. 

And  the  snn<«et  that  Uazed  wi  the  flood : 
He  rose ;  for  the  shadows  of  evening  grew  long, 

And  narrow  the  glimpses  between : 
Tlie  owlet  in  ambui^  was  whooping  his  song. 

And  the  gossamer  waved  on  the  green. 

Oft  paoaing,  and  hearkening,  and  turning  his  ejre. 

He  left  the  sequesler'd  retreat. 
As  the  stam  in  succession  awoke  through  the  sky, 

And  the  moon  of  the  harvest  shone  sweet; 
So  pore  was  her  lustre,  so  lovely  and  bright. 

So  soft  on  the  landscape  it  lay. 
The  shadows  appear'd  but  the  slumber  of  light, 

And  the  night-scene  a  dream  of  the  day. 

Ha  walked  lo  the  mansion — though  silent  his  tongue, 

And  hb  heart  with  its  fullness  opprest. 
His  spirit  within  him  melodiously  song 

The  feeUngs  that  throbb'd  in  his  breast : 
■■  O  ye,  who  inherit  this  privileged  spot. 

All  hinoming  like  Eden  of  3rore, 
What  earth  can  aflbrd  is  alreaidy  your  lot. 

With  the  promiae  of  life  evermcxre ! 

**  Here,  oft  as  to  strangers  your  table  is  spread, 

Blay  angeb  sit  down  at  the  board! 
Here,  oft  as  the  poor  to  your  dwelling  are  led, 

Be  charity  shown  to  your  lord! 
Tim  walking  with  Ciod  in  your  paradise  here. 

In  humble  communion  of  love. 
At  length  may  your  spirits,  when  Christ  shall  appear, 

Ba  otnght  up  to  glory  above  !*' 


LOVEST  THOU  MEf      ^  1^ 

"  L0VE8T  thou  me  ?"  I  hear  my  BvAiflfi 
Oh !  that  my  heart  had  power  to  answw  "  YM| 
Thou  knowest  all  things.  Lord,  in  heavMi  above. 
And  earth  beneath:  Thou  knowest  that  I  hnrt!** 
But 't  IB  not  so ;  in  word,  in  deed,  in  thouf^ 
I  do  not,  cannot  love  thee  as  1  ought 
Thy  love  must  give  that  power,  thy  love  alone; 
There 's  nothing  worthy  of  thee  but  thine  own. 
Lord,  with  the  love  wherewith  thou  lovest 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad,  would  I  love  Aes, 


A  SIMILE  ON  A  LADTS  PQirrRAIT. 

A  FOUNTAIN,  issuing  into  U^ 
Before  a  marble  polaoe^  threw 

To  heaven  its  column,  pure  and  hriilit. 
Returning  thence  in  showen  of  dew ; 

But  sucm  an  humbler  course  it  took. 

And  glid  away — a  nameless  brook. 


Flowers  on  its  graiay  margin  sprung, 
Flies  o'er  its  eddying  surfiice  i^y'd, 

Birds  'midst  the  waving  branchea  sung. 
Flocks  through  the  verdant  meadows 

The  weary  there  lay  down  to  rest. 

And  there  the  halcyon  built  her  nest 


'Twas  beautiful — to  stand  and  watch 
The  fountain's  crystal  turn  to  gems, 

And  such  resplendent  colors  catdi, 
As  though  't  were  raining 

Yet  all  was  cold  and  curious  H^ 

That  charm'd  the  eye,  but  miss'd  the  heart. 


Dearer  to  me  the  little  stream 
Whose  unimprison'd  waters  run, 

Wild  an  the  changes  of  a  dream. 
By  rock  and  glen,  through  shade  and 

Its  lovely  links  have  power  to  bind 

And  whirl  away  my  willing  mind. 


So  thought  I,  when  I  saw  the  (ace. 

By  happy  portraiture  reveal'd. 
Of  one,  adom'd  with  every  grace ; 

Her  name  and  date  from  me  conceal'd. 
But  not  her  story  .-—she  had  been 
The  pride  of  many  a  splendid  scene. 

She  cast  her  glory  round  a  court. 

And  frolick'd  in  the  gayest  ring. 
Where  Fashion's  high-bom  minions  sport 

Like  gilded  insects  on  the  wing; 
But  thence,  when  love  had  touch'd  her  soul 
To  nature  and  to  truth  she  stole. 

From  din,  and  pageantry,  and  strife, 

'Midst  woods  and  mountains,  vales  and  plate 

She  treads  the  paths  of  purer  life. 
And  in  aflection's  bosom  reigns : 

No  fountain  scattering  diamood'Showen. 

But  the  sweet  streamlet,  edged  with  fkmen. 
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K^rrS  BENEDICTION. 


to  ft  TcMBif  Lftdy.  in  ft  dklftnt  eomty.  who  hid 
tow  iBOi*'  iB  tht  Aatbor^t  owb  hudwritiif. 


BrnuTV  in  heaven  may  interchange 
Hioughti,  without  voice  or  sound ; 

Spiriti  on  earth  at  will  can  range 
Wherever  man  is  found ; — 

T%eir  thoughts  (as  silent  and  as  fleet 
As  summer-lightnings  in  the  west. 
When  evening  sinks  to  glorious  rest) 

In  written  symbols  meet. 

The  motioa  of  a  feather  darts 
Hie  secrels  of  sequester'd  hearts 

To  kindrsd  hearts  afiu*. 
As  in  the  itiUness  of  the  night 
Quick  nqra  of  intermingling  light 

Sparide  fiom  star  to  star. 

A  spirit  to  a  spirit  speaks 

\Vhere  these  few  letters  stand : 
Strangers  alike,^ — the  younger  seeks 

A  token  from  the  hand 
That  traced  an  unpretending  song. 

Whose  numbers  H-on  her  genile  soul. 

While,  like  a  mountain  rill,  they  stole 
In  trembling  harmony  along : 

What  shall  the  poet's  spirit  send 
To  his  unseen,  unseeing  friend  ? 
— A  wish  as  pure  as  e'er  had  birdi 
In  thought  or  language  of  this  earth. 
Cynthia  9  young. — mny  iho  be  old  ; 

And  fair,  no  doubt. — may  she  grow  wrinkled ; 
Her  locks,  in  verse  ai  leo«t,  ore  gold, — 

May  they  turn  silver,  ihinly  sprinkled ; 
The  rose  her  cheek,  tlie  fire  her  eye. 
Youth,  health,  and  strength  successive  fly, 
And  in  the  end — may  Cvntiiia  die! 

**  Unkind — inhuman ! "  Stay  your  tears, 
I  only  wish  you  length  of  yeart ; 
And  wish  them  still,  with  all  their  woes 
And  all  their  blessings,  till  the  dose : 
For  Hope  and  Fear,  with  anxious  strife, 
Are  wrestlers  in  the  ring  of  life ; 
And  yesterday, — to-day, — ^to>morrow, — 
Are  but  alternate  joy  and  sorrow. 

Now  mark  the  sequel : — May  your  mind 
In  wisdom's  ways  true  pleasure  lind. 
Grow  strong  in  \irtue,  rich  in  truth. 
And  year  by  year  renew  its  youth ; 
Till,  in  the  late  trium^^nt  hour, 
The  Spirit  shall  the  flesh  o'erpower, 
This  from  its  suflerings  gain  release. 
And  that  take  wing  and  part  in  peace. 


FOR  THE  nRST  LEAF  OF  A  LADY'S  ALBUM. 

Flowxk  after  flower  comes  forth  in  spring, 
Bird  after  bird  begins  to  sing ; 


TW  oopie  and  field  in  ridieat  Uooa. 
Sparkle  with  dew,  and  bceaShe 
While  hill  and  valley,  all  day  long. 
And  half  the  night,  leaonnd  with 
So  may  aoqoaintanoe,  one  by  one* 
Come  like  spring-dowen  to  meet  fhm  mau 
And  o'er  tfaeae  pages,  pure  and  wfahe. 
Kind  words,  kind  thiwighta,  kind  ptayvn  ii 
Which  sweeter  odor  shall  dispen— 
Than  vernal  Uossoma  to  the  sense  ; 
Till  woods  and  stmms  leas  fiur  appear 
Than  autographs  and  sketches  here : 
— Or,  like  the  minstreb  of  the  groire. 
Pour  strains  of  harmony  and  lore. 
The  music  made  by  heart  to  heeit. 
In  which  the  least  can  bear  a  pert. 
More  exquisite  than  all  the  noiee 
Of  nightingales'  and  thrushes'  thraeto. 
Thus  shall  this  book,  from  end  to  end. 
Show  in  succession  firicnd  on  fiiend. 
By  their  ov^n  living  hands  portimy'd, 
In  prose  and  verse,  in  light  and  ahade. 
By  pen  and  pencil. — till  her  eye. 
Who  owns  the  \*olume,  shall  descry 
On  many  a  leaf  some  lovely  trace. 
Reminding  <^  a  lovelier  fiice ; 
With  here  and  there  the  humbler  line. 
Recalling  such  a  phiz  as  mine. 


THE  FIRST  LEAF  OF  AN  AI^UM. 


Ut  {ricUirs,  pocsis. — Htr.  dt  .fit.  .PSct 


Two  lovely  sisters  here  unite 

To  blend  improvement  with  delight ; 

Painting  and  poetry  engage 

By  turns  to  deck  the  Album's  page. 

Here  may  each  glowing  picture  be 
The  quintessence  of  Po€S>', 
Witii  skill  so  exquisitely  wrought. 
As  if  the  colors  were  pure  thought, — 
Thought  from  the  bosom's  inmoel  cell. 
By  magic  tints  made  visible. 
That,  while  tlie  eye  admires,  the  mind 
Itself,  as  in  a  glass,  may  find. 

And  may  the  poet's  verse,  alike. 
With  all  the  power  of  Painting  strike ; 
So  freely,  so  divinely  trace. 
In  every  line,  the  line  of  grace ; 
And  beautify,  with  such  sweet  art. 
The  inmge^lianiber  of  the  heart. 
That  Fancy  here  may  gaw?  her  fill, 
Forming  fresh  scenes  and  shapes  at  will. 
Where  silent  words  alone  appear. 
Or,  borrowing  voice,  but  touch  the  ear. 

Yet  humble  prose  with  these  shall  stand ; 
Friends,  kindred,  comrades,  hand  in  hand. 
All  in  this  fair  inclosure  meet. 
The  lady  of  the  book  to  greet. 
And,  with  the  pen  or  pencil,  make 
These  leaves  Iove4oken«.  for  her  aake. 
SheffiM.  1828. 
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TO  A  FRIENI), 
EH  BrruBH  to  cktum,  as  a  mimionaet,  aftcr 

I  A  TUrr  IN  INGLAMO. 

Horn.  Undrad,  fiiends,  and  ooimtryr— (hcM 
Are  ties  with  which  we  never  part; 

From  dime  to  dime,  o'er  land  and  Mas, 
We  bear  them  with  w  in  our  heart: 

But  O,  'til  hard  to  feel  rotign'd, 

When  theae  muet  all  be  left  behind! 

Yet,  when  the  pUgrim't  ataff  we  take, 
And  follow  Chriat  from  ahore  to  tiim. 

Gladly  for  Him  we  all  fonake, 
Pren  on,  and  only  look  before ; 

Though  humbled  Nature  mouma  her  Umn, 

The  spirit  gkmes  in  the  cross. 

It  is  no  sin,  like  man,  to  weep, 

For  Jesus  wept  o*er  Lanrus  dead ; 

Or  3ream  for  home  beyond  the  deep. 
He  had  not  whore  to  lay  his  head : 

llie  patriot  pang  will  He  condemn. 

Who  grieved  o*er  lost  Jerusalem  f 

Take  up  your  cross,  my  friend,  again ; 

Go  forth  without  the  camp  to  Him 
Who  left  his  throne  to  dwell  with  men, 

Who  died  his  murderers  to  redeem : 
O!  tell  his  name  in  every  ear; 
Doobt  not,  the  dead  themselves  shall  hear ; — 

Hear,  and  come  forth  to  life  anew : 

Hmo,  while  the  Gentile  courts  they  fill. 

Shall  not  your  Savior's  words  stand  true  7 
Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  country,  still, 

In  Candy's  wildest  woods  you'll  find, 

Tet  lose  not  thoae  you  left  behind. 

SHORT-HAND, 

TO    ACCOMFAjrr    SOMK    LESSONS    IN    STKNOQRAPHT, 
WHICH  TBS  AUTHOR  WROTE  TOR  A  TOUMG  LADT. 

These  lines  and  dots  are  locks  and  keys. 
In  narrow  space  to  treasure  thought. 
Whose  predous  boards,  whene'er  jrou  please. 
Are  thus  to  light  from  darimess  brought 

On  the  small  tablet  of  your  heart. 
By  Heaven's  own  finger  be  engraved, 
Within,  without,  through  every  part. 
The  **  words  whereby  you  must  be  saved. 

Th»n  the  bright  pages  of  God's  book 
In  secret  characters  may  lie. 
Where  you  alone  have  power  to  lodt, 
Tlioogh  hid  from  man  or  angel's  eye. 

Could  nature's  secrets  all  bo  found 
Unbosom'd  where  the  billows  roll, 
In  Bowers  embroider'd  on  the  ground, 
Bf  stars  amUanm'd  o'er  the  pole  .• — 
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Ocean  and  land  the  globe  divide; 

Summer  and  winter  share  the 
Darkneas  and  light  walk  side  by  aide; 

And  earth  and  heaven  are  always  mar. 

Though  each  be  good  and  fair,  alone. 
And  glorious,  in  its  time  and  place ; 

In  all,  when  fitly  pair'd,  is  shown 

More  of  their  Maker's  power  and  grace. 

Then  may  the  union  of  young  hearts. 

So  early  and  so  well  begun, 
like  sea  and  shore,  in  all  their  parts. 

Appear  as  twain,  but  be  as  one. 

Be  it  like  summer — may  they  find 
Bliss,  beauty,  hope,  whero'er  they 

Be  it  like  winter,  when  confined — 
Peace,  ocHnfort,  happiness,  at  home  >> 

Like  day  and  night— sweet  interchange 
Of  care,  ei\jo3rraont,  action,  rest ; 

Absence  nor  coldness  e'er  estrange 
Hearts  by  unfiiiling  love  possess'd : 


like  earth's  horivm — ^be  their  scene 
Of  life  a  rich  and  various  ground ; 

And,  whether  lowering  or  scrcne, 
Heaven  all  above  it  and  around. 

When  land  and  ocean,  day  and  night. 
When  years  and  nature  cease  to  be, 

May  their  inheritance  be  light, 
'Their  union  one  eternity ! 


EPITAPH  ON  A  GNAT. 


t. 


Found  crached  on  tho  leaf  of  a  Ladj'i  Album,  and  writtso 
{with  «  different  ruuiing  in  tkt  last  line)  in  tosd-psacil  be- 
neath  it.  ^ 

Lie  there,  embalm'd  from  age  to  age! — 
This  is  the  Album's  noblest  page, 
Though  every  glowing  leaf  be  fraught 
With  painting,  poesy,  and  thought ; 
Where  tracks  of  mortal  hands  are  seen, 
A  hand  invisible  has  been. 
And  left  this  autograph  behind. 
This  image  from  th'  eternal  mind ; 
A  i^-ork  of  skill  surpassing  sense» 
A  labor  of  Omnipotence ! 

Though  frail  as  duet  it  meet  the  eye, 
He  form'd  this  Gnat  who  built  the  sky ; 
Stop — lest  it  vanish  at  thy  breath — 
This  speck  had  life,  and  suflfer'd  death ! 

Shegidd,  My  18. 1827. 


A  RIDDLE, 


were  the  smn  of  truth  reveal'd. 
Through  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea  express'd, 
Than  would  be  written  then,  and  seal'd. 
Once  and  for  ever,  in  your  breast 

3G 


WHICH  EVERT  READEK  MAT  SOLVE  TO 
NONE  TO  ANOTBKE. 


HIMiliiF,  KIT 


I  KNOW  not  what  these  lines  will  be, 
I  know  not  who  these  lines  may  sae; 
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iriDce  a  word  in  teann  tent, 

A  bow  at  hazard  bent, 

leach  a  roving  eye,  or  dart 

fiction  through  a  carele«  heart, 

O  that  an  arrow  I  might  find 
In  die  mail  quiver  df  my  mind. 
Which  with  unerring  aim  •hould  itiike 
Eadi  who  encounteri  it  alike. 

Raader,  attoation!  I  wiU  tpiing 

A  wondroua  thought ,^—*t ii  on  the  wing: 

Guaid  well  your  heart^-you  guard  in  vam, 

The  wound  it  made,  yet  gives  no  pain ; 

Surprise  may  cause  your  cheek  to  glow. 

Yet,  courage !  none  but  you  shall  know ; 

The  thought  awaken'd  l^  my  spell 

Is  more  than  I  myself  can  telL 

How  ?  search  the  secrets  of  your  breast. 

And  think  of  Ikai  which  you  Jaee  best! 

Then  ask  within,  «  What  wll  this  be, 

A  thousand  ages  hence,  to  roe ?" 

And  if  it  will  not  pass  the  fire 

In  which  all  nature  shall  expire. 

Think,  ere  these  rhymes  aside  are  cast, 

(As  though  the  thought  might  bo  your  last), 

••  When  shall  I  find  below,  above. 

An  object  worthy  of  my  love  ?" 

Now  heaiken !  and  forget  it  never— 
Love  that  which  you  may  love  for  ever. 

Shefdd,  1820. 


TIME  employi:d,  tlme  enjoyed. 

AODRESSRD  TO  A  YOrNO  LADV  FBOM  WHOM  THE  AU- 
THOR HAD  RKCKIVED  AN  ILBQANTLY  WROOOHT 
WATC  M-POCKKT. 

Within  this  curious  case 
Timo*8  Sentinel  I  place. 
Who,  while  calm  unconscious  slumber. 
Shuts  creation  from  mine  eyes. 
Through  the  silent  gloom  shall  number 
Every  moment  as  it  flies. 
And  record,  at  dawn  of  day, 
Thrice  ten  thousand  past  away. 

On  each  of  these  my  breath 
May  pause  'twixt  life  and  death ; 
By  a  subtler  line  depending 
Than  the  ray  of  twinkling  light 
Which  the  smallest  star  is  sending 
Every  moment  through  the  night ; 
For,  on  films  more  finely  spun. 
All  things  hang  beneath  the  sun. 

Rapt  through  a  wildering  dream. 
Awake  in  sleep  I  seem ; 
Sorrow  wrings  my  soul  with  anguish, 
Joy  expands  my  throbbing  breast; 
Now  o'erwhelm'd  with  care  I  languisb. 
Now  serene  and  tranquil  rest : 
Morning  comes;  and  all  between 
b  m  though  it  ne'er  had  been. 


But  Time  has  dayUght  howa. 
And  Bfan  immortal  powers; 
Waking  joys  and  sleeplea 
WoiUly  care,  cdestial  peace; 
life  renewing  every  morrow. 
Not  with  death  itself  shall  cease : 
Bian,  through  all  etemily. 
What  he  here  hath  been  rimQ  be! 

May  i^  whose  skOfol  hand 

This  foiry  net-work  plann*d. 

Still  in  innocent  empfoyment. 

Far  from  vanity  and  vice. 

Seek  the  pearl  of  true  e^foyment. 

On  her  path  to  Paradiae ; 

Time,  for  earth  or  heaven  empfey'd, 

(Both  have  claims)  is  Tinie  enjoy*d. 

Every  day  to  her  in  flight 
Bequeath  a  gem  at  nighty — 
Some  sweet  hope,  some  hallow'd 
From  remembrance  ne'er  to  part ; 
Hourly  blessings  swell  the  treasme 
Hidden  in  her  grateful  heart ; 
And  may  every  moment  cast 
Brighter  glory  on  her  last ! 

THE  LAURUSmNUS;  FOR  R  0 

Fadl  tree  of  v^inter!  fresh  and  fbwering. 
When  all  around  is  dead  and  dry ; 
Whose  ruby  buds,  though  storms  are  lowcn 
Spread  their  white  blossoms  to  the  sky : 
Green  are  thy  leaves,  more  purely  green 
Through  every  changing  period  seen ; 
And  when  the  gaudy  months  are  peat. 
Thy  loveliest  season  is  the  last 

Be  thou  an  emblem — thus  unfolding 
The  history  of  that  Maiden's  mind. 
Whose  eye.  these  humble  lines  beholding. 
In  them  her  future  lot  may  find : 
Through  life's  mutations  may  she  be 
A  modest  Evergreen  like  thee : 
Though  bless'd  in  youth,  in  age  more  hlesi' 
Still  be  her  latest  days  the  besL 


MOTTOES  FOR  ALBUMS. 

I. 
Mind  is  invisible,  but  you  may  find 
A  method  here  to  let  me  see  your  mil 

2. 

Behold  my  Album  unbegun. 

Which  when  *tis  finish'd  will  be  non 

3. 

Faint  lines,  on  brittle  glass  and  dear. 
A  diamond  pen  may  trace  with  art ; 
But  what  the  feeblest  hand  writes  be 
Is  graven  aa  the  Owner's  heart. 

4. 

May  all  the  names  recorded  here 
In  the  Lamb's  book  of  life  appear. 
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5. 
Here  fiiendi  UMmUe,  huid  and  heart, 
Wbom  life  may  lever*  death  muat  part; 
Sweet  be  their  deaths,  their  lives  well  spent, 
And  this  their  firiendship's  mnnmnent 

6. 
My  Albmn  is  a  barren  tree. 
Where  leavee  and  only  leaves  yon  see; 
But  tooch  il— dowets  and  fruiti  will  spring, 
And  birds  among  the  i>liage  siog. 

7. 
fUriea  were  kind  to  ooontry  Jennies, 
And  in  their  shoes  dropp'd  silver  pennies ; 
Here  the  bright  tokens  which  you  leave. 
As  fiury  iavon  I  receive. 

a 

My  Albmn'sopen;  come  and  see; — 
What,  won't  yoo  waste  a  thought  on  me  f 
Write  but  a  word,  a  word  or  two. 
And  make  me  love  to  think  on  you. 

9. 

Give  me  of  your  esteem  a  sample ; 
A  line  will  be  of  price  untold : 

In  gifts,  the  heart  is  all,  and  ample ; 
It  makes  them  worth  their  weight  in  gold. 

la 

The  fiury  made  the  little  girl 
Whene'er  she  spoke,  drop  gold  and  pearl. 
Sweet  flowers  or  sparkling  gems ; 
So  be  the  words  which  you  indite 
Ringa,  roses,  jewels,  in  my  sight. 
Worth  all  the  wealth  of  diadems. 

11. 
Not  every  bird  in  spring 
is  seen  at  once  upon  the  wing. 

Or  heard  in  song  or  call ; 
So  in  my  Album,  turn  about 
My  friends,  like  birds  in  spring,  come  out : 

Ton  're  welcome  one  and  alL 

12. 

TBI  OWNXR  OP  THE  BOOK  TO  BXK  nUDID. 

My  Album  b  a  garden-plot. 
Here  all  my  friends  may  sow, 

Where  dioms  and  thistles  flourish  not ; 
But  flowers  alone  will  grow : 

With  smiles  ibr  sunshine,  tears  fiir  showers, 

1 11  water,  warm,  and  watch  these  flowers. 

A  nnND'8  REFLT. 

Soeh  floweia  among  these  leaves  be  found, 
Aj  once  the  blissful  garden  crown'd ; 
And  here  the  happy  owner  dwell. 
Like  Eve  in  Eden  ere  she  fell. 


A  VOYAGE  ROUND  THE  WORLD. 


of  Eteinity, 
Unbegimnng,  endless  Sea ! 
Let  me,  launch  my  soul  on  thee. 

Sail,  nor  keel,  nor  helm,  nor  oar. 

Need  I,  arit  I,  to  explore 

TUne  expanae  tnuk  Aon  to  tbton» 


By  a  single  glance  of  thought,  JL 
Tliy  whole  realm 's  before  me  fwoU|B[- 
like  the  univene,  from  nought       lEt-. 

All  diine  aspects  now  I  view. 

Ever  old,  yet  ever  new ; 

Time  nor  tide  thy  powers  subdue. 

AU  thy  voices  now  I  hear ; 
Sounds  of  gladness,  grandeur,  fear, 
Meet  and  mingle  in  mine  ear. 

All  thy  wonden  are  reveal'd : 
Treeaures  hkkiai  in  thy  field! 
From  the  birth  of  nature  seal'd. 

But  thy  depths  I  search  not  now. 
Nor  thy  limpid  tnuface  plow 
With  a  ibam-repelling  prow. 

Eager  fency,  unoonfined. 
In  a  voyage  of  the  mind 
Sweeps  along  thee  like  the  wind. 

Here  a  breese,  I  skim  thy  plain ; 
There  a  tempest,  pour  amain 
Thunder,  lightning,  hail,  and  rain. 

Where  the  billows  cease  to  roll, 
Round  the  silence  of  the  pole. 
Thence  set  out  my  venturous  soul ! 

See,  by  Greenland  cold  and  wild. 
Rocks  of  ice  eternal  piled ; 
Yet  the  mother  bves  her  child ; 

And  the  wildernesses  drear 
To  the  native's  heart  are  dear ; 
All  life's  charities  dwell  here. 

Next,  on  lonely  Labrador, 

Let  me  hear  the  snow-fells  roar. 

Devastating  all  before. 

Yet  even  here,  in  glens  and  coves, 
Man,  ihe  heir  of  all  things,  roves. 
Feasts  and  fights,  and  laughs  and  loves. 

But  a  brighter  virion  breaks 
O'er  Canadian  woods  and  lakes ; 
—These  my  spirit  soon  forsakes. 

Land  of  exiled  liberty. 

Where  our  fathers  once  were  firee. 

Brave  New-England,  hail  to  thee ! 

Pennsylvania,  while  thy  flood 
Waters  fields  unbought  with  blood. 
Stand  for  peace  as  thou  hast  stood. 

The  West  Indies  I  behold. 

Like  the  Hesperides  of  old, 

— ^Trees  of  life,  with  fruits  of  gold. 

No— a  curse  is  on  the  soil. 
Bonds  and  scourges,  tears  and  tofl, 
Man  degrade,  and  earth  despoiL 


Horror-struck,  I  turn  away. 
Coasting  down  the  Miaxic^SA  Vac|\ 


^^ 
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limi  the  Yoioe  of  Freedom  ipolEe ; 
Ewy  eocent  tplit  a  yoke, 
^  fivery  woid  a  dungeon  brokA. 

Soatfa  America  eipande 
Mountain-foreeli,  river-landi. 
And  a  noUer  mce  demanda 

And  a  nobler  race  aritOr 

Stretch  their  limfaa,  mickiM  their  efee, 

Chum  the  earth,  and  eeek  the 


Gliding  through  Magellan'!  Stnife^ 
Where  two  oceans  ope  dieir  gatee^ 
What  a  ipectade  awaila! 

The  immense  Pacific  snilea 
Round  ten  tbouiand  little  ialei^ 
— ^Haunts  of  violence  and  wilea. 

But  the  powers  of  darknem  yield. 
For  the  cron  is  in  the  field. 
And  the  light  of  life  reveal'd. 

Rays  from  rock  to  rock  it  darts, 
ConquwB  adamantine  hearts. 
And  immortal  bUas  imparts. 


North  and  west,  receding  far 
From  the  evening's  downward  star. 
Now  I  mount  Aurora's  car, — 

Pale  Siberia's  deserts  shun, 

From  Kamlschatka's  headlands  run. 

South  and  east,  to  meet  the  sun. 

Jealous  China,  strango  Japan, 
With  bcwilder'd  thought  I  scan, 
— ^They  aro  but  dead  seas  uf  man. 

Ages  in  succession  find 

Fomifl  unchanging,  stagnant  mind ; 

And  the  some  they  leave  behind. 

Lo !  the  eastern  Cyclndes, 
Phcmix-nests,  and  halcycm  seas ; 
But  I  tarry  not  ^ith  these. 

Pass  we  low  New-IIoIland's  shoals, 
Where  no  ample  river  rolls ; 
— World  of  undiscover'd  souls ! 

Bring  them  forth — *t  is  Heaven's  decree : 

Man,  assert  thy  dignity  ! 

Let  not  brutes  look  down  on  thee. 

Either  India  next  is  seen. 

With  the  Ganges  stretch'd  between : 

Ah !  what  horrors  there  have  been ! 

War,  dii^uised  as  Commerce,  came ; 
Britain,  canying  sword  and  flame. 
Won  an  empire,  lost  her  name. 

But  that  name  shall  be  restored. 
Law  and  Justice  v^ield  her  sword. 
And  her  God  be  here  adored. 

By  the  Gulf  of  Persia  sail, 
Where  the  true-love  nightingale 
Wooes  the  rose  in  every  vale. 


Thou^  Arabia  cbaige  the 
With  the  ineenae  of  her 
On  I  pnas  o*er  aoutheni 


Cape  of  Stoma!  thy 

AikI  the  angel  Hope,  inslwirt. 

Lights  from  heaven  upon  thy 


Where  thy  Table-mumHain 
Barbanras  hordes,  fion  dreary 
Bleas  Ae  sight,  with  lifted  handr 

Sl  Helmia's  dimgeoiiJceep 
Scowls  defiance  o'er  the  dee|^— 
There  a  Hero'a  relics  aleepi 

Who  he  was,  and  how  he  feD, 

Europe,  Asia,  Afiic,  tell ; 

On  that  theme  all  times  ahall  dwcfl. 

But,  hencefertfa,  till  nature  diea. 
These  three  simple  woids  oompiise 
All  the  future — **  Here  he  lies.** 

Mammon's  plague-ships  throng  the  wa 
Oh  't  were  mercy  to  the  slavea 
Were  the  maws  of  sharks  their  gnrw 

Not  for  all  the  gems  and  gold 
Which  thy  streams  and  mountains  hdd 
Or  for  which  thy 


Land  of  negroes !  would  I  dan 
In  this  felon  trade  to  share. 
Or  its  infamy  to  spare. 

Hercules,  thy  pillars  stand. 
Sentinels  of  sea  and  land ; 
Cloud-capt  Atlas  towera  at  hand. 

Where,  at  Gate's  word  of  fete;. 
Fell  the  Carthaginian  slate. 
And  where  exiled  Mahus  aate. — 

Mark  the  dens  of  oaitifl*  Miiors : 
Ha !  the  pirates  sciTe  the  oars — 
Fly  the  desecrated  shores. 

Egypt's  hieroglyphic  realm 

Other  floods  than  Nile's  o'crii^elin — 

Slaves  tum'd  despots  hold  the  hefaa 

Judah's  cities  are  forlorn, 
Lebanon  and  Caimel  shorn, 
Zion  trampled  down  xnih  scorn. 

Greece !  thine  ancient  lamp  is  spent ; 
Thou  art  thine  own  monument ; 
But  the  sepulchre  is  rent. 

And  a  vnnd  is  on  the  wing. 

At  whose  breath  new  heroea  spring. 

Sages  teach,  and  poets  aing. 

Italy,  thy  beauties  shroud 
In  a  gorgeous  evening  clond  .- 
Thy  refulgent  head  is  bow'd. 

Rome,  in  ruins  lovely  still. 
From  her  Capitolian  hill 
Bids  thee,  mourner .'  weep  thy  fill 
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TM  who*  Romm  geniiii  nigim, 
Bomm  bkwd  mast  wann  the  ymtm ; 
-»Look  weU»  tynnti !  to  your  cbaiiM. 

Feudal  realm  of  old  ramance! 
Spain,  thy  lofty  iioiit  advance, 
Oraep  diy  ahiddt  and  ooach  thy  Imoeb 


At  die  fira^aih  of  thine  eye^ 

Giant  Bigotiyihall  fly; 

At  thy  ¥oice^  Oppnmaoa  die. 

Lneitania!  firom  the  duit 

Shake  thy  locks ;  thy  cause  is  just— 

Strike  ftr  fireedom,  strike  and  trust 

Fnmoe!  I  huny  fiom  thy  shore; 
TImxi  art  not  the  France  of  yon ; 
TImxi  art  new4)om  France  no  more. 

Great  thou  wast,  and  who  like  theef 
Then  mad-drunk  ^ith  liberty ; 
Now,  thou  *rt  neither  great  nor  free. 

Sweep  by  Holland,  like  the  blast; 
One  quidE  glance  at  Denmark  cast, 
Smtd&a,  Russia  ;-^-a]l  is  past 

Elbe  nor  Weser  tempt  my  stay ; 

Geimany !  beware  the  day 

Whm  thy  Schoohnen  bear  the  sway. 

Now  to  thee,  to  thee  I  fly, 
Fairest  Isle  beneath  the  sky. 
To  my  heart  as  in  mine  eye ! 

I  have  seen  them,  one  by  one, 
Every  shore  beneath  the  sun. 
And  my  voyage  now  is  done. 

While  I  bid  them  all  be  bless'd, 
Britain !  thou  *rt  my  home — my  rest ; 
My  own  land,  1  love  thee  best 
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Hie  place  where  they  are  least  at  hooMl 
Yet  hither  fiom  all  dimea  they  come,    ' 
And  pay  their  gold  for  leave  to  shed 
Tears  o'er  the  generations  fled. 

Around  th'  eternal  mountains  stand. 
With  Hinnom's  darkling  vale  between ; 
(Hd  Jordan  wanders  through  the  land, 
Blue  Carmel's  seaward  crest  is  seen ; 
And  Lebanon,  yet  sternly  green. 
Throws,  whm  the  evening  sun  declines, 
Its  cedar  shades,  in  lengthening  lines. 

But,  ah !  fi>r  ever  vanish'd  hence 
The  Temple  of  the  living  God, 
Once  Son's  glory  and  defence— 
Now  mourn  bexieath  th'  oj^vessor's  rod 
The  fields  where  fiiiihful  Abraham  trod ; 
Where  Isaac  walk'd  by  twilight  gleam. 
And  Heaven  came  down  on  Jacob's  dream. 

For  ever  mingled  with  this  soil 
Those  armies  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
That  conquer'd  Canaan,  shared  the  spoil, 
Quell'd  Moab's  pride,  storm'd  Blidian's  posts. 
Spread  poleneas  through  Philistia's  coasts. 
And  taught  the  fees,  whose  idols  fell, 
**  There  is  a  God  in  Israel." 

Now  David's  tabomacle  gone, 
What  roigh^  builder  shall  restore ! 
The  golden  throne  of  Solomon, 
And  ivory  palace,  are  no  more ; 
The  Flmlmist's  song,  the  Preacher's  lore, 
Of  all  they  did,  alono  remain 
Unperish'd  trophies  of  their  reign. 

Holy  and  beautiful,  of  old. 
Was  Zion  'midst  her  princely  bowers ; 
Besiegers  trembled  to  behold 
Bulwarks  that  set  at  nought  their  powers : 
Swept  from  the  earth  are  all  her  towers ; 
Nor  is  there — so  is  she  bereft- 
One  stone  upon  another  left* 


Jews  nrnsMonsBf  bdd  ■  tolemn  saemblr  in  the  vaDey  of 
hMSirfwil.  die  andeiit  burial-place  of  thair  paopla.  iW 
•  c<f  paBad  to  pay  a  faaavy  tax  to  the  Mahrwiialaiis  fbr  tha 
hrilaieoraioafmBff  ioftilliiMiatthaMpalekiss  of  their 


In  BabyUm  they  sat  and  wept 

Down  by  the  river's  wiUowy  side. 

And  when  the  breese  their  har|>«bingB  swept, 

The  strings  of  breaking  hearts  replied : 

A  deeper  sorrow  now  they  hide; 

No  Cyras  comes  to  set  them  free 

From  ages  of  captivity. 

All  lands  are  Babylons  to  them* 
Exiles  and  fugitives  they  roam ; 
What  is  their  own  Jerusalem  7  * 


odian,  a  few  brief  notieaa,  coDeeted  from  tha  traTeb  of  Bandn, 
Clarke,  Jowett,  and  othcn,  may  be  nacaiary.]— to  no  part  of 
tha  world  are  tlia  Jaw*  mc»e  dasiaded  and  oppieend  tban  in 
Jeraaaleni,  vbere.  oo  the  ilightieft  pretenoe,  and  by  tha  moat 
remonalaai  eruelty,  money  ia  extorted  from  them :— for  ex- 
ample, in  18SM.  Rabbi  Mendel  waa  dragced  from  hie  bed,  with 
three  of  hie  inmatee,  and  impriioned  till  he  had  paid  a  fine, 
amonntint  to37t  atarlinff,  on  a  charge  of  harinc  Ml  iSbte  itreet- 
door  of  hia  home  open.  Mr.  Jowett  «ayi :  "  I  obaerved  as  we 
pamed  throagh  the  Jewish  quarter,  and  upon  many  fteee  in 
moit  parti  of  Jeniaalem.  a  timid  ezpremion  of  coantenanee 
called  in  ■eriptnra  'pnuii#  away;*  with  a  corloeity  that  dewrai 
to  knowerenrthingeoocerDing  aatranger.  there  ia,  at  the  tame 
tiflM,  a  ihrinking  away  from  the  cnrioaity  of  ocheri."  He  addi, 
with  regard  to  the  Jew*  in  thii  their  nati^  city : — **  How  truly 
is  that  threat  aeeompliibed,  *Thy  hfb  ihall  hang  in  doobt  be- 
fbre  thee,  and  thou  ihah  fear  by  day  and  niglrt,  and  ihak  have 
none  aamranoe  of  thy  fife.*  DeuU  xxriiL  08.** 

1  See  Fkahn  xlriii.  1  to5  aod  ISto  13.  alio  Lm^teaUtlmu,  if. 
IS.  "The  king!  of  the  earth,  and  all  tha  inhabitant!  of  tha 
world,  woold  not  have  beiicTed  that  the  advemry  andtheena- 
nyriMmld  have  entered  into  the  gatoiofJeraaalBm.**  Thiewas 
nid  of  the  deatruction  of  the  city  by  Neboehadnenar.  On  in 
■eeood  and  irrecoverable  deetraction  by  "ntus,  Joeephoi  layi. 
[Tboogh  it  ia  hoped  that  the  preceding  ataasaa  wffl  be  nf-  that  the  Roman  General,  on  viewfaig  tha  Mnpendone  ittangth 

tr  IlilMilhh  In  mnnr  rne^nra  rtiT  fnr  ttin  frfr^tliim  it^  -f  '-^  '•-"^-'^ '-' — » —^^  »»*—  ""*''.!;'j  "^"^ 
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The  very  nle  vrbenDo  ihe  MDod, 
la  vkin  tbe  £»(.  (he  ejn  wouM  Dace. 
ViDgeance.  lor  Binu'  (nd  nar^n'  bkud 
Hec  n-nlli  did  uttarlf  e&ce : ' 
DuDgcoM  and  den  tnorp  ibeir  |dice ; 
The  Cr«  and  CreBCent  •hiitc  n&r,* 
Bat  where  u  Jncob'i  aoul  uar  I 


And  bilB  Ihc  lip.  and  clench  the  hand : — 
Tc^day  in  thai  loni  vale'  they  weep. 
When  paoiarchi,  kinga,  and  pfopheli  alMp. 

0.  wlul  a  ipecMcle  of  woe ! 

In  gron|B  they  aellle  on  the  ground ; 

Hen,  women,  children,  gathering  •low. 

Sinh  down  in  reverie  pcofaond ; 

There  a  no  voice,  nor  ipeech,  nor  nound — 

But  through  ihe  ihnddeHDg  (rame  ■•  ihotvn 

Tha  heart'!  unulterable  gnon. 


iBrtc. 


Where,  ihrined  in  rocki  abartk  bi^iA 
With  dodi  akng  the  nlby  afn^ 
Their  ancolon,  «adii  ID  bii  had, 
ShaU  ral.  nil.  al  ^  iod^HOt^, 
Death  and  Ihe  grara  givB  19  thaa  p^. 


Bal'ldniod"'  od  all  diey  aea 
BrvwU  Iirael'i  t»l  ilalMiy  g— 
Then,  lut  and  wnm.  and  ii  alii^  aD 
Their  Crimea  and  n&iingi — &l«i'i  U 


Nor  breeie,  doc  bird,  mr  {Blm-tree  am. 
Kedron'i  univaler'd  bnnk  k  dtimb ; 
Bui  Ihniugh  Ihal  glen  of  lepolrhia 
li  heard  the  cily'i  fervid  hum  : 
Voice*  of  dogi  and  children  come ; 
Till,  loud  and  long,  the  MuediinV'  aj. 
From  Omar'i  moai|ue.  peak  round  the  tt 

Blighi  through  their  vein  thoae  aixeBB  1 
In  agony  of  mute  dapair. 
Th«r  gBimenU  u  by  amtih  Ihey  rend; 
Thuy  pluck  uncon»oiou.ly  their  hair^— 
Thii  a  Ihc  Moileni'i  hour  of  [nyer' 
Twu  Judah'i  onn — bui  lane  and  ftm 
Aliar  and  ncrifice,  have  ceued. 

And  by  the  Genlilea  in  ihfir  pnde 
Jnusaleru  ii  liuddan  down ;  * — 
-How  loop; I  Sh  ever  wilt  thou  hide 
Thy  face.  O  Lord  <  Ibr  ever  frown ' 

lamel  w  m  once  ihy  gloriom  crown. 
In  ti^hl  of  all  [he  hralhen  worn  ; 
Non-  from  ihy  bron  indtgnani  turn. 

"Zion,  foreakcn  and  forgot, 
Halh  fell  Ihy  itioke.  and  owib  i)  jieI  . 
O  God,  our  tied '.  reject  her  iml, 
Whose  Kdia  uike  plpuiire  m  her  dun 
How  ii  Lhe  nne  gold  dimni*d  with  nu' 
Tlie  city,  thnMicd  in  gorgeou*  viaie. 
How  dulh  ihe  now  ril  dnolale  l 

■•  V/btm  ii  thine  oalh  to  David  mora ' 

We  by  Ihe  windi  like  chaff  are  diivta. 

Yet '  unto  ui  a  Child  ■  bom.' 

Yet '  unto  tu  a  Sen  ii  given  ; ' 

Hii  throne  ii  n  Ihe  throne  of  Unveo— 

When  ihatl  he  come  10  our  rvleaae. 

The  migliiy  God.  the  Prince  of  Peace  • " 


lose 


EU^ 


fious  poEiia 
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hliBd  with  vnlMUef  thejr  ay ; 
But  hope  imnit  not  tlieir  gkxxn ; 
Seil'd  trt  the  woidi  of  piopheqr, 
Seal'd  as  iIm  laerati  of  the  tomb^ 
WImm  all  it  daifc— dioai^  wild  flowen  bkxNii, 
Biidi  nog,  itnaini  muimur,  heaven  above, 
And  earth  around,  aie  hSb,  light,  love. 


ThenBgoeadown;  the  motuning  crowda, 
R&^fwtiam^  ai  fion  ■lumber  atart ; 
Thej  nal  fluttenoe  here,  like  doodi ; 


Like  dooda  in  nlenoe  thejr  depart : 
Still  dinga  thia  tbouf^  to  every  heart. 
Still  from  their  lipa  eacapea  in  ngha, 
"  By  ^diom  ihall  Jacob  yet  ariae  T* 

By  whom  ■hall  Jacob  yet  ariae  f— 
Even  by  the  Power  that  wakea  the  dead : 
He  whom  your  fiuhera  did  deapiae, 
He,  who  §br  you  on  Calvary  Ued, 
On  ZioQ  ahall  hia  enaign  ■pread— 
Captivea !  by  all  the  world  enalaved, 
KiK>w  your  Radeemer,  and  be  aaved ! 
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T\>  ChailM  lioTdt  an  unezpected  Viator   . 

TIm  Time  Frionds 

1\>  a  River  in  which  a  Child  was  drowned 

The  Old  Familiar  Faces t& 
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A  Vawn  of  Repentance 
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QoMo  Orina^i  Dnam 
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hf  Lumardo  Da  Vmd 

m  the  mme  Pkbtre  hemg  remened  to 
flttfes  phee  for  a  Portrait  ^  a  Ladj^  by 
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On  tta  oelebrated  picture  byLioaaido  da 
Wiua,  called  the  Virgin  of  the  Rocks  .  . 
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Childhood ^ 

TheCbrandame A 

The  Sabbath  Bells S 

Fancy  empfeyed  on  Divine  Snl^eelB  ....  & 

Composed  at  Midnight & 

livmg  witboot  God  in  dM  Werid M 

On  an  Infuit  dying  aa  aoen  aa  bon ^ 

Veiaes  fcr  an  Albom. ^ 

Qaatosini  lo  the  Editor  of  dw  Kiuydif 

Book fl 

To  M.  C  Bomey.  Esq.  on  iMifaling  ts  kin 

the  Ftase  Woiki  of  dM  A«*or A 

Angel  Help A 

Somiet — Tto  Mim  KeDy i> 

On  the  8«ht  of  Sirana  ia  Mm- 

sif^ton-GaideDa S 

^Was  it  soaae  sweat  daviea". .  -  i> 
FMethinks  how  dam^  aapaat**.  .  A> 

^When  last  I  roved" A 

^A  timid  grace  sits  treaabliag".  .  A 

^If  fiommy  Upa" A 

.■^.■^.^•^■^^10  Famuy  ^mbw  ■.•■...•la 
To  John  Lanb»Eaq.of  dwSsirih 

Se»Arase 9 

^Oh!  I  coold  hu^  to  hear**.  .  .  ^ 

^We  were  two  pratty  babes**  .  .  ik 

^-They  talk  of  Time" * 

The  Chiisleoing ^ 


JHemoir  oc  €fuixU»  Humfh 


Cbaklb  LAMiy  though  leu  esteemed  as  a  poet 
tfum  as  a  writer  of  essays  and  sketches  of  human 
diaracter,  which  display  extraordinary  powers  of 
daecription  and  observation,  is  one  of  the  most 
peculiar  and  original  characters  of  the  time.  His 


Sb^and, — or  rather  modelled  upon  the  style  of 
tke  Elizabethan  writers,  for  his  matter  is  ezdu. 


mains  on  terms  of  friendship,  himself  rnishakm 


and  miseduced  by  their  pemicions  example. 

In  1798,  Charles  Lamb  appeared  before  the 
public,  in  conjunction  with  his  friend  Charles 


Lloyd ;  and  the  volume  which  they  gave  to  the 

poetry  is  all  copied  from  the  Elizabethan  era  of|  world  was  enUtled  "*  Blank  Verses.**  A  **  Tisle  of 

Rosamund  Grey  and  Old  Blind  Margaret**  fcOaW' 
ed,  the  same  year ;  but  a  tragedy  entitled  **  John 

•ively  his  own ;  and  his  way  of  life,  like  that  of|  Woodvil,**  a  work  of  singular  power  and  beanty, 

tke  oourtiers  and  literary  men  around  the  Maiden 

Qasen,  is  to  the  present  public  much  of  a  mystery. 

It  k  known  that  he  was  bom  in  London  about 

tlie  year  1775,  educated  at  the  Grammar  School 

of  Clirist*s  Hospital,  and  that  he  spent  his  years, 

op  to  a  very  recent  period,  in  fulfilling  the  duties 

of  a  derk  in  the  Accomptant.General*s  office  in 

IIm  India  House,  an  impediment  in  his  speech 

kaving  incapacitated  him  for  a  situatioo  where 

1m  eould  have  displayed  his  powers. 

Fkom  the  earliest  time  of  his  life  Charles  Lamb 
a  strong  predisposition  for  literary  pur- 
MTith  hb  fondness  for  these  the  active 
of  his  situation  were  neVer  suffered  to 

Intflbie.    His  friends  were  nearly  all  selected 

ftom  authors,  and  not  from  individuals  employed 

in  bnriness  or  commerce.    In  early  lifb  his  inti- 

■Mcies  and  friendships  were  principally  among 

that  class  of  writers  designated  as  the  **  Lake 

Foets,**'— ^nen  who  set  out  with  revolutionary 

prineiples  in  politics,  sonnetized  regicides,  and 

phoned  pantisocratic  societies  in  transatlantic 

deserts;  and  then  in  a  few  years  apostatised,  and 

beeame  the  most  servile  tools  of  arbitrary  power. 

Not  so  Charles  Lamb.   While  it  does  not  appear 

that,  even  hr  a  moment,  he  went  into  their  wild 

extremes,  so  he  never  to  the  present  hour  desert- 
ed the  principlee  with  which  he  began  Uft,  and 

which,  at  between  fifty  and  sixty  years  of  age, 

he  has  lived  to  see  obtain  ground,  and  fix  them- 

selves  immutably  in  the  world.    Whatever  he 

saw  of  genius  in  these  writers  he  still  admits ; 

and  it  is  not  a  little  honorable  to  his  charity, 

that  with  most  of  his  lake  acquaintance  he  re. 

1  The  lake  poets  iren  so  desicnated  bseanse  ttey  af 
iKtii  soUtade  and  a  love  of  nature,  and  oobm  of  them 
np  their  leeideiiee  on  the  Lakes  of 
their 


which  came  out  in  1801,  may  be  said  to  have 
tablished  the  writer*s  fame.  This  tragedy  has  all, 
the  faults  and  beauties  of  its  author*s  style,  but  it 
never  has  been  popular,  it  being  a  great  misfbrtnne 
of  the  writers  of  more  than  one  of  the  schools  of 
poetry  which  have  been  established  and  declined 
in  England  during  the  last  thirty  years,  that  their 
mannerism  has  prevented  their  becoming  riveted 
in  the  public  mind ;  a  sort  of  stifihess  and  mys- 
tery too,  in  additi(m,  has  excluded  them  fh>m  be- 
ing classed  among  those  poets  whose  verses  the 
simple  and  wayfaring,  the  child  and  the  unin- 
structed,  keep  perpetually  upon  their  Hpe.  The 
thousand  songs  of  our  writers  in  verse  of  past 
time  dwell  on  all  tongues,  with  the  Melodies  of 
Moore ;  but  who  learns  or  repeats  the  cumbrous 
verses  of  Wordsworth,  which  require  an  initia- 
tion fW>m  their  writer  to  comprehend  7  Lamb  has 
written  some  beautiful  poetry,  as  close  as  pos- 
sible to  the  style  in  which  he  thinks  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher  would  write  it,  or  Sir  Philip  Sidney 
or  any  of  the  poets  of  the  era  on  which  he  de- 
lights to  dwell,  and  with  the  characters  of  which 
he  loves  to  fancy  himself  communing. 

While  he  continued  his  acquaintance  with 
many  of  the  members  of  the  Lake  School,  most 
probably  fVom  early  association  and  that  Bohle 
principle  which  he  avows  of  setting  his  &eo 
against  the  too  prevalent  sin  of  estimating  a  man's 
intellect  by  reference  to  his  political  tenets,  an- 
other school  of  poetry  arose  in  opposition  to  that 
of  the  Lakers.  The  latter  viewed  this  new  school 
with  hitler  hatred ;  but  though  opposed  in  moral* 
religious,  and  political  principles  to  his  early 
companions,  Lamb  became  intimate  among  and 
lives  on  terms  of  friendship  with  most  of  its  mem- 
bers, who  have  the  merit,  whatever  may  be  the 
opinion  of  their  doctrines,  of  far  greater  honesty 
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and  conautency  of  principle  than  the 
Thair  talenta  aie  before  the  world.  To  this  new 
■ehool  belonged  the  late  poet  Shellej,  whoee 
lofty  power*  are  unqueitianable ;  Keata,  alio 
now  deceaMd;  and  Leigh  Hunt  These  were 
generally  called  the  ""Cockney**  school  by  their 
opponents.  Their  peculiar  style  of  writing  is 
getting  into  desnetnde  among  that  portion  o£  the 
oommnnity  with  which  it  was  once  popular. — 
wild  and  theoretic,  but  disi^aying  talent  amidst 
aH,  tin  &te  of  these  literary  schools  is  what  might 
be  expected,  when  they  carried  so  far  into  ex- 
tremes,  opinions  and  systems  that  overstepped  the 
modesty  of  nature.  Charles  Lamb*s  intrepid  re- 
sistance to  despotism  in  the  republic  of  letters, 
did  him  infinite  honor;  and  he  never  would 
haye  been  forgiven  by  the  ""Lakers,"  had  not 
his  companionship  been  too  interesting  and  his 
friendship  too  honorable,  to  allow  his  early  as- 
sociates to  forego  either  in  revenge  for  his  Uber- 
ality.  Lamb  is  independent  in  property,  and 
beyond  any  interested  motives  in  his  conduct; 
political  subserviency  he  would  look  upon  with 
scorn,  for  he  would  purchase  nothing  with  the 
sacrifice  of  one  iota  of  free  thought  or  expression. 
It  was  his  lofty  abhorrence  of  calculating  a  wri- 
ter's talents  by  his  political  creed,  that  made 
Charles  Lamb  alike  a  contributor  to  the  "*  Lon- 
don Magazine,"  the  ""New  Monthly,"  and  ""Black- 
wood's,'* though  each  publication  supported  op- 
posite political  parties. 

Besides  the  poetical  works  already  enumerat- 
ed, Charles  Lamb  has  published,  from  time  to 
time,— ""Tales  from  Shakspeare,"  "*Tho  Adven- 
tures of  Ulysses,"  ""  Spocimens  of  English  Dra- 
matic Poetry,  with  Notes,  etc."  **  Essays,"  and  on 

unsuccessfid  force  coiled  •*  Mr.  H ,"  brought 

out  at  Drury-Lane,  in  1806.  Having  scattered  his 
writings  about  anonymously  in  periodical  works, 
it  was  not  until  1818  that  the  first  coUection  of 
them  was  made.  Lamb  is  utterly  careless  of 
fame,  and  looks  upon  ambition  with  the  eye  of  o 
philosopher.  His  works,  though  so  vorious,  ore 
original,  and  his  essays  and  criticisms  equal  to 
ony  of  modem  times ;  perhaps  the  first  ore  de- 
cidedly superior  to  any  that  hove  been  produced 
by  ocmtempororicfl.  His  sketches  published  under 
the  signature  of ""  Elio"  ore  chorming  specimens 
of  this  kind ;  and  his  remarks  on  the  works  of 
the  contemporaries  of  Shokspeore  gave  o  new 
tone  to  the  criticism  of  the  day,  and  even  were 
the  means  of  reviving  and  bringing  into  general 
estimation  that  great  body  of  dramatists.  They 
introduced  the  public,  as  it  were,  into  the  very 
literary  atmosphere  that  Shokspeore  inholcd. — 
Of  Charles  Ijomb's  comprehension  of  the  finest 
and  subtlest  things  in  a  great  writer,  Leigh  Hunt 
says,  that  he  ""  would  hove  been  worthy  of  heor- 


ing  Shakspaare  read  one  of  his 
hot  from  tha  brain." 

Tlie  oooTeraaiian  of  Charles  Lamb  ia  mj|M|. 
nant  with  matter  from  his  extanai-fe  reading,  fv- 
ticolarly  on  thoaa  aobjecCa  which  are  his  hoUaa 
It  would  be  no  great  difficulty,  in  this  »*-*^m^ 
ing  age,  to  cominla  one  out  of  the  eonvcnrtoi 
of  an  evening  or  two  apent  in  hia  aodety.  Hi  ii 
a  great  humorist,  even  in  hie  moat  serioos  cfk^ 
iooa,  and  displays  at  timea  a  liind  of  dniDery.  h 
everything,  however,  even  in  hia  philoaophy  lal 
his  jokes,  humanity  is  panunoont;  and  »>  am 
exists  who  believes  more  deroatly  in  tfaf 
of  Shakspaare,  that  ""there  ia  a  aool  of 
in  thinga  evil."  He  b  the  least  obtmaive  naa  ii 
existence,  and  lives  amid  the  dreams  of  the  p«t 
time.  Antiquity  is  his  idol ;  he  cannot  fling  hia- 
self  forward  into  the  future,  and  build  hb  iaafi 
of  poetic  glozy  in  an  approaching  (^itiainB  a 
things;  he  b  content  to  think  the  past  fod 
enough  for  hb  quiet  unambitiooa  spirit,  and  e 
desire  to  re-embody  the  dust  which  he  wonhips 
All  he  does  b  in  a  calm  atmosphere,  mosbif  oi 
bygone  things.  Obscure  or  dim  as  these  mayki, 
they  lose  none  of  their  charma  for  him.  He  ^ 
likes  novelty  of  every  kind,  and  has  no  valfu 
artifices  or  cant  about  him.    To  describe  in  oU 
building,  portrait,  or  his  school-days  at  Chri^'i 
Hospital,  b  hb  greatest  enjoyment — In  readior. 
it  b  the  same.    Few  of  the  books  on  which  fx 
delights  to  dwell  have  been  written  since  the  tja 
yoor  of  the  lost  century*.    The  Englbh  auiL'Ts. 
down  to  the  year  1700,  ore  his  revel, — nc4  iu: 
he  b  ignorant  of  the  productions  of  more  reoio*. 
writers,  but  they  hove  not  the  same  hold  od  II* 
mind,  because  they  do  not  belong  to  his  peculir 
time,  to  the  day  with  which  his  spirit  claims  kin- 
dred.   0\-er  old  John  Bunyon  he  will  pxpatii:^ 
by  the  hour,  or  on  Burton*s  '"Anatomy  of  Mf Iin- 
choly."  All  around  him  is  tempered  with  a  »ij3- 
plicity  peculiorly  his  oi^'n,  and  the  same  thin;  i* 
observable  in  his  manners,  for  he  in  remorkabJ; 
plain,  with  somewhat  of  singularity  in  his  car- 
riage.   He  is  a  connoisseur  in  pictures  of  a  pe- 
culiar class ;  but  his  knowledge  of  art  u  cctt- 
fined,  like  hb  fiivorite  study  of  poetry,  to  cq' 
particular  line,  lie  is  in  o\-Gry  sense  of  the  woni 
o  ""Londoner,"  ond  Uvvb  among  its  old  localii^. 
connecting  them  with  associations  of  past  thin^A. 
which  he  would  not  part  with  for  any  earth.'; 
consideration.  An  old  building,  a  spot  in  a  corse: 
of  o  street,  consecrated  by  tale  or  romance,  br 
real  events,  departed  genius,  or  lofly  character,  a 
to  him  fairy-lond. 

Such  a  temperament  may  well  be  supposed  f^ 
shrink  from  everything  meretricious  and  ^udj, 
and  accordingly  Charles  Lomh  is  utterly  df >u- 
tuto  of  presumption  and  intrusion,  of  evcrvthiD^ 

3^4' 
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with  ihow  or  &sh]on ;  he  ii  too  proud 
to  be  indebted  to  that  which  he  holdi  in  ■com. 
ideal  seem  to  be  hii  realitiei,  and  the  dtuky 
of  a  bygone  fimn  is  more  agreeable  to  him 
to  contemplate  than  the  gnt^Mi  and,  worldlj- 
••Itemed,  most  glorious  thing.  In  abetnise  etn* 
diee  he  haa  nerer  made  progreee ;  not  became  he 
ham  not  the  power,  but  became  they  do  not  bar. 
mooiae  with  the  pnnuits  to  which  hit  peculiar 
nund  oan  alone  aMimilate.  On  hit  favorite  topica 
te  is  enthiiaiaatic,  and  he  aeemt  to  with  to  exact 
m  likie  enthmiatm  from  others.  He  moit  be  coort- 
•d  to  friendship,  rather  than  expected  to  make 
tki  first  advances,  bat  his  friendship  is  the  sound- 
•r  fiv  the  slowness  with  which  it  is  founded.  His 
Miiiliig  nature,  and  little  fondness  for  display 
the  public,  or,  in  truth,  his  contempt  for 
would,  but  for  the  publication  of  his  ceca- 
ls in  diflforent  periodical  publications, 
prevented  hu  being  known  extensively  as 
•B  essayist  He  would  hardly  ever  else  have 
tnobled  himself  to  publish  a  volume  of  them 
;  ibr  all  he  has  done  is  by  detached 


Ib  person  Charles  Lamb  is  diminutive,  and  ap- 
pemitly  fteble,  yet  his  head  is  of  the  finest  and 


most  intellectual  cast,  of  which  Titian  would  have 
painted  a  most  Titianic  picture,  for  it  seems  of 
the  order  which  that  great  artist  preferred  to 
represent  Lamb  is  a  great  smoker,  and  not  only 
inhales  the  fUmes  of  tobacco  that  way,  but  takes 
immoderate  quantities  of  snuff.  In  reading,  it  is 
singular  that  he  hesitates  much,  though  his  speech 
is  fluent,  and  exhibits  no  signs  of  halting ;  and 
with  a  friend  of  congenial  temper,  he  will  sit  in 
discourse  far  into  the  morning.  His  residenoe  is 
close  to  the  New  River  at  Islington,  where,  is 
Churchill 


City  iwaiiif  in  lap  of  doUncM  dressL 

His  only  living  relative,  a  maiden  sister,  livee 
with  him,  and  she  too  possesses  strong  inteUectt 
and  a  heart  the  counterpart  of  his  own  in  hu- 
manity. They  are  devotedly  attached  to  each 
other,  and  the  next  best  thing  to  reading  a  book 
from  the  pen  of  Charles  Lamb,  is  the  listening  to 
a  conversation  between  him  and  his  sister.' 


1  This  lady  la  tbe  author  of  aeveral  pieoea  glvea  la  tks 
followinf  pagea  amongat  her  brother*a  worka,  with  whkh 
they  have  alwaya  been  puMlahed.  She  haa  alao  writtse 
some  worka  for  youth,  auch  aa,  **  Bin.  Ldeaaterla  fldSNl,** 
lamo  1806 :  and  "  Poetry  for  Childiea,**  ttoo  1800L 
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DEDICATION. 

TO  S.  T.  COLERIDGE,  ESQ. 

Mt  Dear  Coleridgb, 

Ton  will  nnile  to  tee  the  ilender  labon  of  your  friend  dengnated  bjr  the  title  of  Work$ ;  but  nidi 
Hhe  with  of  the  gentlemen  who  have  kindly  undertaken  the  trouUe  erf*  collecting  diem,  and  from  duir 
judgment  could  be  no  appeaL 

It  would  be  a  kind  of  diiloyalty  to  ofier  to  any  but  ]rounelf  a  volume  containing  the  eariypieou,  which 
"men  firrt  pobliihed  among  your  poems,  and  were  fiiirly  derivatives  from  you  and  them.  My  friend  Uoyd 
and  myself  came  into  our  first  battle  (authorship  is  a  sort  of  warfare)  under  cover  of  the  greater  Ajix. 
How  this  association,  which  shall  always  be  a  dear  and  |»oud  recollection  to  me,  came  to  be  broken^— 
mbo  snapped  the  three-ibld  oord^ — whether  yourself  (but  1  know  that  was  not  the  case)  grew  ^wniH  of 
joor  fcrmer  companions/— or  whether  (which  is  by  much  the  more  probable)  some  ungrsdoos  bookseller 
wm  author  of  the  seporatxMi, — I  cannot  tell ; — but  wanting  the  support  of  your  friendly  efan  (I  speak  lor 
njaelf),  my  vine  has,  since  that  time,  put  forth  few  or  no  fhiits ;  the  sap  (if  ever  it  had  any)  hia  beeone^ 
in  a  manner,  dried  up  and  extinct 

Am  I  right  in  assuming  this  as  the  cause?  or  is  it  that,  as  years  come  upon  us  (except  with  some  nan 
healthy  happy  spirits),  tife  itself  loses  much  of  its  Poetry  for  us  ?  we  transcribe  but  what  we  read  in  the 
gnat  volume  of  nature ;  and,  as  the  characters  grow  dim,  we  turn  off,  and  look  another  way.  Yon  your* 
aalf  write  no  Christabels,  nor  Ancient  Mariners,  now. 

Some  of  the  Sonnets,  which  shall  be  carelessly  turned  over  by  the  general  reader,  may  haply  awaken 
■I  joa  remembrances,  which  I  should  be  sorry  should  be  ever  totally  extinct— the  memory 

Of  mniinflr  dsjn  and  of  defightfU  jstit— 
eivwi  so  far  back  as  to  those  old  suppers  at  our  old  *****  Inn^ — when  life  was  fi«sh,  and  topics  exfaansdeM^ 

and  you  first  kindled  in  me,  if  not  the  power,  yet  the  love  of  poetry,  and  beauty,  and  kindlinesB 

What  worda  hsTB  I  beaid 
Spoke  at  the  Mannaid! 

TIm  worid  haa  given  you  many  a  shrewd  nip  and  gird  since  that  time ;  but  either  my  eyes  are  grown 
dimiiier,  or  my  old  friend  is  the  mane,  who  stood  befcre  me  three-and-twenty  years  ago— his  hair  a  littla 
confessing  die  hand  of  time,  but  still  shrouding  the  same  capacious  brain« — his  heart  not  altered,  scaroely 
where  it  **  alteration  finds.'* 

One  piece,  Coleridge,  I  have  ventured  to  publish  in  its  original  form,  though  I  have  heard  yon  complain 
of  a  certain  over-imitation  of  the  antique  in  the  styla  If  I  could  see  any  way  of  getting  rid  of  the  olgei^ 
tioa,  without  rewriting  it  entirely,  I  would  make  some  sacrifices.  But  when  I  wrote  Jchn  Woodvil,  I  never 
fuposed  to  myself  any  distinct  deviation  from  common  English.  I  had  been  newly  initiated  in  the  writinga 
of  our  elder  dramatists ;  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  Maasinger,  were  then  ^JbrH  love;  and  from  what  I 
waa  ao  ficahly  conversant  in,  what  wonder  if  my  language  imperceptiUy  took  a  tinge  ?  llie  very  turn, 
which  I  had  chosen  for  my  story,  that  which  immediately  followed  the  Restoratian,  seemed  to  require,  in 
an  English  play,  that  the  flnglish  should  be  of  rather  an  okler  cast,  than  that  of  the  precise  jrear  in  which 
il  happened  to  be  written.    I  wish  it  had  not  some  foults  which  I  can  less  vindicate  than  the  languafa^ 

I  remain,  My  dear  Coleridge,  Tour's,  with  unabated  esteem, 

C.  LAME 


A  TRAGEDY. 


CHARACTERS. 


ku 


Sib  WALim  Woodvil. 

Join, 
Sowii, 

Jj][^       I  pnlnM  friends  ff  Mn. 


! 


Saji  DFoao,  SirWalter*»oid 

MAmoAEXT,  orphim  ward  qf  Sir  Woher, 

Foua  Gkntlemxn,  Joibi's  rioUma 

Skrvants. 

Scira— /or  the  moelpartat  Sir  HUter** 

DsvoNSHiKE ;  at  dker  timta  m  lAe/oreat  ^ 
Shcewoob.  T\ui. — ioim  oficr  tiha 
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JOHN  WOODVIL. 

ACT  I. 

SCENB  I. 
A  8enmi£  ApartmaU  m  Wooivil  Hatt. 
SenMUtU  dntJuRg — Time,  the  morning. 

A  Song,  6y  Danixl. 
*  When  Ike  King  enjoys  hie  oum  ogam.'* 

PKTKE. 

A  ddieat0  nng.    Where  didsi  le«ni  it,  fieUowf 

DANIEL. 

fiven  there,  where  thou  leameet  thy  oaths  and  thy 
politiei— «t  our  maiter*!  taUe. — ^Where  elae  should  a 
aenrn^f-man  pick  up  his  poor  acoomphshments? 

MAKTIX. 

WeQ  spoken,  Daniel.  O  rare  Daniel ! — ^his  oaths 
and  his  politics!  excellent ! 

PaANCIB. 

And  where  did*Bt  pick  up  thy  knavery,  Daniel  ? 

PKTKR. 

Thatcametohimbyinhmtance.  His  fiunily  have 
■mHilifiil  the  shire  of  Devoo,  time  out  of  mind,  with 
good  thieves  and  bad  ser\'ing-men.  All  of  his  race 
have  cone  into  the  world  without  their  conscience. 

HAKTIX. 

Good  thieves,  and  had  serving-men !  Better  and 
better.  I  marvel  what  Daniel  hath  got  to  say  in  reply. 

DANIEL. 

I  marvel  more  when  thou  wilt  say  anything  to  the 
purpose,  thou  shalbw  serving-man,  whose  swiftest 
oonoeil  carries  thee  no  higher  than  to  apprehend  with 
diflkulty  the  stale  jests  of  us  thy  compeeis.  When 
wast  ever  known  to  club  thy  own  particular  jesi 
among  us? 

MAKTIN. 

Most  unkind  Daniel,  to  speak  such  biting  things  of 


[Mb 
I's  to  fbm.  tMdk 


Aad  10  tbaa,  DanieL 

I 
And  to  thee,  Peler. 

Thank  yiMb  Fkaacii.  Aad 

I  shall  be  liiddlad 

And  drunkenness  I  hold  to  bemva  If  <lsia<aMiiw 

ALL. 

O!  ashoddngvica.  [Tkeydwuk 

rKTKM- 

Inasmuch  as  it  tafceth  away  the 

DAim 
And  makes  the  eyes  red. 


And  the  tongue  to  stammer. 

DAICIU* 

And  to  blab  out  secrets. 
[Dartiif  l&tf  oomersBfioit  Cftey 


Some  men  do  not  know  an 
when  they  are  drunk. 

DAHIXU 

Certainly  sobriety  is  the  health  of  die  aooL 


Now  I  know  I  am  going  to  ha  dmnk. 


FKANCIS. 

8ee  if  he  hath  not  brought  tears  into  the  poor 
ftUow's  eyes  with  the  saltness  of  his  rebuke. 

DANIEL. 

No  oB&oce,  brother  Martin — I  meant  none.  Tis 
trae^  Heaven  gives  gifts,  and  withholds  them.  It  has 
been  pleased  to  bestow  upon  me  a  nimble  invention 
to  the  manufiicUire  of  a  jest ;  and  upon  thee,  Martin, 
an  indifierent  bod  capacity  to  understand  my  meaning. 

MAaTIN. 

Is  that  all  ?  I  am  content  Here 's  my  hand. 

PaANCIS. 

Well.  I  like  a  little  innocent  mirth  myself,  but 
never  could  endure  ba^*dry. 

DANIEL. 

Qiurf  Aositfies  tot  eententi^, 

MAaTIN. 

And  whatis  thatr 

DANIEL. 

T  is  Greek,  and  argues  difierence  of  opinion. 

MAETIN. 

I  hope  there  is  none  between  us. 

DANIEL. 

Hflra*8  to  thee,  brother  Martin.  [Driafa. 


how  canst  tell,  dry-bonesf 

MAKTDC. 

Because  I  begin  to  be  melandioly.  Tlai'^ahHyi 
a  sign. 

niANClB. 

Take  care  of  filartin,  hell  topple  off  his  seaiife 

[MAKTUf  dropetak^ 


Times  are  gready  altered,  since  young ; 
upon  himself  the  government  oC  tfaia  hnnashnM 


Greatly  altered. 

FAANCI9. 

I  think  everything  be  altered  fcr  the  baUsi 
ffis  Majesty's  Messed  rpstnratino. 


In  Sir  Walter  s  days  there  waa  no 
given  to  good  house-keepii^. 

ALL. 

None. 

DANIBI- 

For  instance,  no  possibility  of  getting  drank  bete 
two  in  the  afternoon. 

PETEE. 

Every  man  his  allowance  of  ale  at  breakisst    ha 
quart! 

ALI* 

A  quart!!  [Indmmm. 

DANIELi 

Nothing  left  to  our  own  sweet  discretions. 

PBTEm. 

Whereby  it  may  appear,  we  were  treated  man 
like  beasts  than  what  we  were— iliacnet  and : 
able  serving-men. 

ALL. 

Like 


JOHN  WOODVIL. 


8 


MAftTiN  (opoitfiy  kU  eyes). 
likebeuti. 

DANISLi 

To  deep,  wtg-tail! 

FRANcn. 
I  manrel  all  thu  while  where  the  old  gentleman 
found  means  to  aecrete  himaelC  It  aeema  no 
has  heard  of  him  since  the  day  of  the  King's 
ivtim.  Can  any  tell  why  our  young  master,  being 
&Tored  by  the  court,  should  not  have  interest  to  pro* 
eure  his  &ther*s  pardon  7 

DANIEL. 

Marry,  I  think 't  is  the  obstinacy  of  the  old  Knight, 
that  wiU  not  be  beholden  to  the  court  for  his  safety. 

HAKTIN. 

Now  that  ia  wilful. 

FKANCIS. 

But  can  any  tell  me  the  place  of  his  concealment? 

nTEK. 

That  cannot  I ;  but  I  have  my  conjectures. 

DANIEL. 

Two  hondred  pounds,  as  I  hear,  to  the  man  that 
•hall  apprehend  him. 

FRANCIS. 

Well,  I  have  my  suspicions. 


And  so  have  I. 

MARTIN. 

And  I  can  keep  a  aecreL 

FRANCIS  (to  Peier). 
Warwickshire,  you  mean. 

FETXR. 

Perhaps  not 

FRANCIS. 

Nearer  perhaps. 


[Amde. 


laay  nothing. 

DANIEL. 

I  hope  there  is  none  in  this  company  would  be 
eoongh  to  betray  him. 


0  Lord !  surely  not 

[7Vy  drink  to  Su  Walter's  mfety. 

FRANCIS. 

1  have  oAen  wondered  how  our  master  came  to 
be  eioepled  by  name  in  the  late  Act  of  Oblivion. 

DANIEL. 

Shall  IteU  Uie  reason  f 


Tou  laiy  feasters  at  another's  cost. 

That  eat  like  maggots  into  an  estate, 

And  do  as  little  work. 

Being  indeed  but  foul  excrescences. 

And  no  just  parts  in  a  well-order'd  fiunily ; 

You  base  and  mscal  imitators, 

Who  act  up  to  the  height  your  master's  vices. 

But  cannot  read  his  virtues  in  your  bond : 

Which  of  you,  as  I  enter'd,  spake  of  betraying  f 

Was  it  you,  or  you,  or,  thin-fiice,  wea  it  you  ? 

MARTIN. 

Whom  does  he  call  thin-fiice  f 

8ANDF0RD. 

No  prating,  loon,  but  tell  me  who  he  was. 

That  I  may  brain  the  villain  with  my  sta£ 

That  seeks  Sir  Walter's  life  ? 

You  miserable  men. 

With  minds  more  slavish  than  your  slave's  estate. 

Have  you  that  noble  bounty  so  fon;ot. 

Which  took  you  from  the  looms,  and  fhnn  the  plows. 

Which  better  had  ye  feUow'd,  fed  ye,  clothed  ye. 

And  entertain'd  ye  in  a  worthy  service. 

Where  your  best  wages  was  the  world's  repute. 

That  thus  ye  seek  his  life,  by  whom  ye  live  ? 

Have  you  forgot,  too, 

How  often  in  old  times 

Your  drunken  mirths  have  stunn'd  day's  sober  ears, 

Carousing  full  cups  to  Sir  Walter's  health?— 

Whrnn  now  ye  would  betray,  but  that  he  lies 

Out  of  the  reach  of  your  poor  treacheries. 

This  learn  from  me, 

Our  master's  secret  sleeps  with  trustier  tongues. 

Than  will  unlock  themselves  to  carles  like  you. 

Go,  get  you  gone,  you  knaves.  Who  stirs  ?  this  staff 

Shall  teach  you  better  mannem  else. 


Ay,  do. 

DANIEL. 

Tis  thooght  he  is  DO  great  friend  to  the  present 
iMppy  estabtidunent 

ALL 
Of   tnnwtwMM  t 


Well,  we  are  going. 

SANDFORD. 

And  quickly  too :  ye  had  better,  for  I  see 
Young  mistress  Margaret  coming  this  vmy. 

[Exeunt  aB  but  Sandford. 

Enter  Margaret,  €ta  ina  fright,  purtved  by  a  Gen- 
tleman,  wko^  seeing  Sandford,  retires  muttttring  a 
curse. 

Sandford,  Margaret. 


Twas  a  chance 


FaUoW'CsrYantB,  a  thought  strikes  me. — ^Do  we,  or 
do  w»  not,  oome  imder  the  penalties  of  the  treason- 
aiet,  hf  reasQO  of  our  being  privy  to  this  man's  con- 
wlnwitf 

ALL. 

TViiljt  a  wad  conmdenAxL 

7b  Aim  enters  Sandford  snddmdy. 

SANDFORD. 

Ton  wdl-led  aad  mprofitahle  groons, 

9H2 


SANDFORD. 

Good  morrow  to  my  fair  mistri 

I  saw  you,  lady,  so  intent  v^-as  1 

On  chiding  hence  these  graceless  serving-men. 

Who  cannot  break  their  fest  at  morning  meals 

Without  debauch  and  mistimed  riotinga. 

This  house  hath  been  a  scene  of  nothing  else 

But  atheist  riot  and  profane  excess. 

Since  my  old  master  quitted  all  his  rights  hare. 

MARGARET. 

Each  day  I  endure  fresh  insult  from  the  soom 
Of  Woodvil's  friends,  the  uncivil  jests, 
And  free  discourses,  of  the  dissolute  men 
That  haunt  this  mansion,  making  me  their  mirth. 

SANDFORD. 

Does  my  young  master  know  of  these  affrools  f 

MARGARET. 

I  cannot  tell.    Perhaps  he  has  not  been  toU ; 
Perhaps  he  might  have  seen  theoi  if  he  wmild. 
I  have  known  him  mre  t^fntkm^^nA  \j*.^QBalb 
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An  thingi  Kem  changed,  I  think.    I  had  a  fiiend 

(I  can't  bat  weep  to  think  him  alter'd  too), 

Tbew  things  are  best  forgotten ;  but  I  knew 

A  man,  a  young  man,  young,  and  full  of  honor, 

That  would  have  pick'd  a  quarrel  ix  a  straw, 

And  fought  it  out  to  the  extremity, 

E*en  with  the  dearest  friend  he  had  alive. 

On  but  a  bare  surmise,  a  possibility, 

Tliat  Margaret  had  sufler'd  an  aflBtmt 

Some  are  too  tame,  that  were  too  splenetic  once. 

SANDFORD. 

T  were  best  he  should  be  toU  of  these  afironti. 

MAKGARRT. 

I  am  the  daughter  of  his  iatheKs  friend, 

Sir  Walter's  orphan-ward. 

I  am  not  his  ser\-ant-raaid,  that  I  should  wait 

The  oi^xvtunity  of  a  gracious  hearing, 

Inquire  the  times  and  seasons  when  to  put 

My  peevish  prayer  up  at  young  Wuodvil's  feet. 

And  sue  to  him  for  slow  redress,  who  was 

Ilimself  a  suitor  late  to  Margaret 

I  am  somewhat  proud :  and  Woodvil  taught  me  pride. 

I  was  his  fovoritp  once,  his  playfellow  in  in£uicy. 

And  joyful  nustrei«  of  his  youih. 

None  once  so  ^eaxant  in  his  eyes  as  Margaret : 

His  conscience,  his  religion.  Margaret  wa». 

His  dear  heart's  confeMor,  a  heart  within  that  he^rt, 

And  all  dear  things  vumm'd  up  in  her  alone. 

As  Margaret  sniileil  or  fn)^^!'!!,  John  lived  or  died : 

His  dress,  speech,  gesture,  studies,  friendships,  all 

Being  feshion'd  to  her  likinsr. 

His  flatteries  taught  mc  first  this  self-esteem, 

His  flatteries  and  caresses,  while  he  loved. 

The  worid  esteem*d  her  happy,  who  had  won 

His  heart,  who  won  nil  hearts ; 

And  ladies  envied  mc  the  love  of  Woodvil. 

SANDFORO. 

He  doth  affect  the  coiinier's  life  too  much. 

Whose  art  is  to  forgot. 

And  that  has  wrought  thii}  seeming  change  in  him, 

That  wai  by  nature  noble. 

'T  is  these  court-plagues,  that  swarm  alxiut  our  house, 

Have  done  the  iniiichicf^  making  lii:*  fancy  giddy 

With  images  of  state,  preferment,  place. 

Tainting  his  generous  spirit  with  ambition. 

MARGARET. 

I  know  not  how  it  is ; 

A  cold  protector  is  John  grown  to  me. 

The  mistress,  and  prcRumplive  wife,  of  Woodvil 

Can  never  stoop  so  low  to  supplicate 

A  man,  her  equal,  to  rc<lres8  those  wmncrs, 

Which  he  was  boimd  fimt  to  prevent ; 

But  which  his  own  neglects  have  sanction'd  rather. 

Both  sanction'd  and  provoked :  a  mark'd  neglect, 

And  strangeness  fast'ning  l>itter  on  his  love, 

His  love  which  long  has  been  upon  the  wane. 

For  me,  I  am  determined  what  to  do : 

To  leave  this  house  this  night,  and  lukewarm  John, 

And  trust  for  food  to  the  earth  and  Providence. 

8ANDF0RD. 

O  lady,  have  a  care 

Of  diese  indefinite  and  spleen-bred  resolves. 

Toa  know  not  half  the  dangers  that  attend 

Upon  a  life  of  wandering,  which  your  thought!  now, 

Feeling  the  swellings  of  a  lofly  anger, 

Td  your  abwed  fimcy,  as  H  is  likely. 


Pntray  widioiit  ill  luiun« 
And  repnaentDMOtB  of  ~ 
You  know  not  what  it  is 
leiayoo. 


to  leave  iheraorAtfi 


I  have  thoagfat  on  ereiy  poaable  event. 
The  dangen  and  diaeoimigemenia  yon  qmk«C 
Even  tin  my  woman's  heart  hath  eieaaed  to  i 
And-oowaidice  growa  enamour'd  of  me 
Nor  am  I  so  imftunidi'd,  as  you  tlimk. 
Of  practicable  schemea.  ^ 

BAITDFOaD. 

Now  God  forbid;  think  twice  oT  thia,  dear  faiy. 

MABOAaET. 

I  pray  yon  spare  me.  Air.  Sandfbtd, 

Axid  once  ibr  all  believe,  nothing  can  ahakeiay] 

■AirDpoai>. 
But  what  ooune  have  you  thought  on  f 

MARGAarr. 
To  seek  Sir  Walter  in  the  forest  of  Shqaued. 
I  have  letters  from  >'oung  ^roon. 
Acquainting  me  with  all  the  ciimmrtancci 
Of  their  concealment,  place,  and  manner  of  fife. 
And  the  merr>'  hours  they  spend  in  the  green ! 
Of  Sherwood,  nigh  which  place  they  havela*enal 
In  the  town  of  Nottingham,  and  pnas  for 
Wearing  the  dress  of  Frenchmen^ — 
All  which  I  have  perused  with  so  altent 
And  child-like  longings,  that  u>  my  doling 
Twx)  sounds  now  seem  like  one. 
One  meaning  in  twx)  words,  Sherwood  and  libet^ 
And.  gentle  Mr.  Sandfbrd. 
T  is  v-ou  that  must  provide  now 
The  means  of  my  departure,  which  for  safety 
Must  be  in  boy's  ap^nrel. 

BANDPORD. 

Since  >'ou  will  have  it  so, 

(My  careful  age  trembles  at  all  may  happens 

I  ^ill  engage  to  furnish  V'ou : 

I  have  the  ke>-s  of  the  wardrobe,  and  can  fit  yea 

Willi  garments  to  your  site. 

T  know  a  suit 

I 

I  Of  lively  Lincoln  green,  that  shall  much  grace  vm 
In  the  wear,  being  gloss)'  fresh,  and  worn  but  seldM. 
Young  Stephen  Woodvil  wore  them,  while  be  bv«d 
I  have  the  kevs  of  all  this  house  and  paanres. 
Aiul  ere  dav-break  will  rise  and  let  vou  forth. 
^Mlat  things  soe'or  you  have  need  of  I  can  furnish  vk  . 
And  will  provide  a  horse  nnd  trusty  guide. 
To  bear  you  on  yoiur  way  to  Notlingham. 

MARGARKT. 

That  once  this  day  and  night  were  fiurhr  past ! 
For  then  1 11  bid  this  house  and  love  ferewell : 
Farewell,  sweet  Devim;  fiirewell.  luke!;%:arm  Jobs- 
For  with  tlic  morning's  liglit  will  Margaret  be  gou. 
Thanks,  courteous  Mr.  Sandfbrd. — 

[Ezmnt  divert  vs.n 

ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. 

An  apartment  in  Wocdril  BaB. 

John  Woodvil— oZone. 

(Reading  Porta  of  a  Ijr»^T:s 

"  WHE.S  Love  grows  cold,  and  iikdiflerence  has  unip- 
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old  eHeem,  it  ii  no  marvel  if  the  world 
aooomit  ihat  dependence,  which  hitherto  has 
eemed  hoDonUe  shelter.  The  ooune  I  have 
I  leaving  thia  home*  not  eeaily  wrought  there- 
emed  to  me  beet  fat  the  once-(br-all  releaiing 
elf  (who  in  timea  past  have  deserved  vnU 
from  die  now  daily,  and  not-to-be-endored, 
if  finrced  love,  and  ill-diiMmliled  reluctance 
aon. 

"  Maboarkt.** 

pne!  my  girl ?  eo  haity,  Margaret! 

ret  a  Idis  at  parting  f  shallow  lovea, 

inga  of  a  ten  days'  growth,  use  courtesies, 

rw  red  eyes  at  parting.  Who  bids  **  fiirewell  '* 

une  tone  he  cries  ** God  speed  you.  Sir?" 

of  joyful  victories  at  sea, 

be  hath  ventures  f  does  not  rather  muffle 

ms  to  emit  a  leaden  sound, 

the  melancholy  doll  *'  fiirewell," 

Jiey  in  Heaven  not  use  f — 

ish,  Margaret? 

the  common  error  of  your  sex, 

vat  idolatry  slackens,  or  grows  less, 

i  of  woman  bom  can  keep  his  fiusolty 

drataon,  being  a  decaying  faculty, 

r  strain'd  to  the  pitch  ?  or  can  at  pleasure 

renewable,  as  some  appetites  are, 

tely.  Hunger,  Thunt  f — )  this  being  the  case, 

z  us  with  neglect,  and  love  grown  cold, 

linings  of  the  perfidy  of  men, 

mto  maxims  pass,  and  apophthegms 

Btaird  in  ballads. — 

them  alL 

«  jealous,  when  our  larger  hearts  receive 

lests  than  one  (Love  in  a  woman's  heart 

1  in  one).  For  roe»  I  am  sure  I  have  room  here 

«  disturbers  c^  my  sleep  than  one. 

all  have  part>  but  Love  shall  not  have  all 

n.  Pleasure,  Vanity,  all  by  turns, 

» in  my  bed,  and  keep  me  fresh  and  waking; 

^e  not  be  excluded. — ^Foolish  wendi, 

have  loved  her  twenty  years  to  come, 

1  have  kept  my  liking.  But  since  *t  is  so, 

re  thee  well,  dd  playfellow !    I  'U  try 

eae  a  tear  ibr  old  acquaintance  sake. 

wt  grudge  so  much. 

To  him  enUrt  Lovkl. 

LOVXL. 

us,  Woodvil !  what  is  the  matter  f  I  protest, 
iKMif^t  you  had  been  weeping. 

WOOOVU*.  jM' 

ing  ia  the  matter,  only  the  wench  has  forced 
Iter  into  my  eyes,  which  will  quickly  disband. 

LOVXL. 

not  conceive  you. 

WOODVIL. 

aret  is  flown. 

LOVXL. 

what  pretence  ? 

WOODVIL. 

Mt  oo  my  part:  which  it  seems  she  has  had 
to  discover,  mongre  all  my  pains  to  comoeal  it 

LOVXL. 

,  foa  oootei  die  cfaaife  t 


WOODViL. 

To  say  the  truth,  my  love  for  her  has  of  late  stopt 
diort  on  this  side  idoUury. 

LOVXL. 

As  all  good  Christians*  should,  I  think. 

WOODVIL. 

I  am  sure,  I  could  have  bved  her  still  within  die 
limits  of  warrantable  love. 

LOVXL. 

A  kind  of  brotherly  affection,  I  take  it 

WOODVIL. 

We  should  have  made  excellent  man  and  wife  in 
time. 

LOVXL. 

A  good  old  couple,  when  the  snows  fell,  to  crowd 
about  a  seapcoal  fire,  and  talk  over  old  matters. 

WOODVIL. 

While  each  should  feel,  what  neither  cared  to  ac- 
knowledge, that  stories  ofl  repeated  may,  at  last,  come 
to  lose  some  of  their  grace  by  the  repetition. 

LOVXL. 

Which  both  of  you  may  yet  live  long  enough  to 
discover.  For,  take  my  woid  for  it,  Margaret  is  a 
bird  that  will  come  back  to  you  without  a  lore. 

WOODVIL.  ^ 

Never,  never,  Lovel.  Spite  of  my  levity,  with  tears 
I  confess  it,  she  was  a  lady  of  most  confirmed  honor, 
of  an  unmatchable  spirit,  and  determinable  in  all 
virtuous  resolutions ;  not  hasty  to  anticipate  an  a^ 
front,  nor  slow  to  feel,  where  just  provocation  was 
given. 

LOVXL. 

What  made  you  neglect  her,  then  ? 

WOODVIL. 

Mere  levity  and  ]routhfulnesB  of  blood,  a  malady 
incident  to  young  men:  physicians  call  it  caprice. 
Nothing  else.  He,  that  slighted  her,  knew  her  value: 
and  't  is  odds,  but,  ibr  thy  sake,  Margaret,  John  will 
yet  go  to  his  grave  a  bachelor. 

[A  noise  heardt  at  of  one  drunk  and  mnging. 

LOVXL. 

Here  comes  one,  that  will  quickly  dissipate  these 
humors. 

(Enter  one  drunk,) 

OXUNKXN  MAN. 

Good-moRow  to  you,  gentlemen.  Mr.  Lovel,  I  am 
your  humble  servant  Honest  Jack  Woodvil,  I  will 
get  drunk  with  3rou  to-morrow. 

WOODVIL. 

And  why  to-morrow,  honest  Mr.  Freeman  f 

DXUMKXN  MAN. 

I  scent  a  traitor  in  that  question.  A  beastly  qneS' 
tioD.  Is  it  not  his  migesty's  birth-day  f  the  day  of  all 
days  in  the  year,  on  which  King  Charles  the  second 
was  graciously  pleased  to  be  bom.  {Singg^  **  Greet 
pity  'tis  such  days  as  those  should  come  but  once  a 
year." 

LOVXL. 

Drunk  in  a  morning !  fi>h !  how  he  stinks! 

DXUNKXN  MAN. 

And  why  not  drank  in  a  morning  f  can'st  ten,  boDy  f 

WOODVIL. 

Because,  being  the  sweet  and  tender  in&ncy  of  die 
day,  methinks,  it  should  ill  endure  such  early  Mightinff. 

DXI7NKXN  MAN. 

I  grant  you,  'tis  in  some  sort  the  youth  and  tendsK 
nonsge  of  the  day.  Yoa'di'm\»dbac<(£^«sA\iBE«%>^ 
cap  to  enoouita'^  VSoigth  "^  ^^  '^^'^^ 
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Grimalkm  pnte." — At  nooo  I  drink  for  thhit,  at  niglit 
fir  ieUo«v«hip»  bat,  above  ail,  I  love  to  uaber  in  the 
baihfiil  morning  under  the  auapices  of  a  freahening 
aloap  of  liqucHT.  iSing$)  **  Ale  in  a  Sazoo  nunkin  then 
makea  valor  burgeon  in  tall  men.'* — ^Bot,  I  crave 
pardon.  I  fear  I  keep  that  gentleman  from  aerioaa 
Ihougfali*  There  be  thoae  that  wait  for  me  in  the  celhr. 

WOODVIL. 

Who  are  they  f 

DKUKKS3I  MAN. 

Gentlemen,  my  good  Inends,  Cleveland,  Delaval, 
and  Tmby.  I  know  fay  this  time  they  are  all  dam- 
oroQi  for  me.  [Exii,  dngmg. 

WOODVIL. 

Tina  keeping  of  open  hooae  aoqaainn  a  man  with 
itnnge  eompamona. 
(filter,  at  aiutker  door,  T%ree  odUmgfor  Hajut 

FftEEMAN.) 

Harry  Freeman,  Harry  Freeman. 
He  ia  not  here.  Let  ub  go  look  for  him. 
Where  ia  Freeman? 
Where  ia  Harry? 

[Exovmt  the  Thrte^  calling  for  Fuemam. 

WOODVIL. 

Did  yon  ever  aee  Buch  gentry  ?  {laughing.)  Theae 
are  they  that  fotten  on  ale  and  tobacco  in  a  morning, 
drink  burnt  brandy  at  noon  to  promote  digeation,  and 
piooaly  conclude  with  quart  bumpers  afler  au|^r, 
to  prove  their  loyalty. 

LOVEL. 

Come,  ahall  we  a^jo^im  to  the  Tennia  Court? 

WOODVIL. 

No,  you  ahall  go  with  me  into  the  gallery,  where 
I  will  diow  you  the  Vandike  I  have  purchased.  **The 
late  King  taking  leave  of  his  children." 

LOVCL. 

I  will  but  adjust  my  dress,  and  attend  you. 

{Exit  LovEL. 
J0H.N  WOODVIL  {alone). 
Now  universal  EIngland  gettoth  drunk 
For  joy  that  Charles,  her  monarch,  is  restored : 
And  she,  that  sometime  \^-ore  a  saintly  maxk, 
Tlie  stale-grown  vixOT  from  her  fece  doth  pluck. 
And  weareth  now  a  suit  of  morris-bells. 
With  which  she  jingling  goes  through  all  her  towns 

and  villages. 
Hie  baffled  (actions  in  their  houses  skulk : 
The  ooomuHiwealthsman,  and  state  machinist, 
llie  cropt  fonatic,  and  fiAh-nionarchy-man, 
Who  heareth  of  these  visionaries  now  ? 
They  and  their  dreams  have  ended.  Fools  do  sing. 
Where  good  men  yield  God  thanks ;  but  politic  spirits. 
Who  live  by  observation,  note  these  changes 
Of  the  popular  mind,  and  thereby  serve  their  ends. 
Then  why  not  I  ?  What's  Charles  to  me,  or  Oliver. 
But  as  my  own  advancement  hangs  on  one  of  them  7 
I  to  myself  am  chief         I  know. 
Some  shallow  mouths  cry  out,  that  I  am  smit 
With  the  gauds  and  show  of  state,  the  point  of  place. 
And  tridc  of  precedence,  the  ducks,  and  nods. 
Which  weak  minds  pay  to  rank.   T  is  not  to  sit 
In  place  of  worship  at  the  royal  masques, 
niflir  pastimes,  plays,  and  Whitehall  banquctings. 
For  none  of  these. 
Nor  yet  to  be  seen  whispering  with  some  great  one. 


Do  I  affect  the  frvoia  of  the  oourt. 
I  would  be  great,  for  greatneaa  iMlfa 
And  tbat'a  the  Irnit  I  readi  ai^— 
Great  apiriis  wJk  great  plagr-roofB. 
Widi  these  prophetic  aweUiiiga  in  my 
That  prick  and  goad  me  on,  and 
To  the  fortunes  aoowthing  tells  me  I 
Who»  with  audi  Donitota  witluB  to  aiir 
Would  ait  him  down,  vnth  lesy 
A  unit,  a  thing  widioat  a  name  in  the 
A  aomething  to  be  govem'd.  not  to  govcn, 
A  fishii^  hawkiiv. 


ife! 


BCSNX  n. 


fhm  Walter  Woodvu.  StMox  WoovfiL 


aim  WAX.TEB. 

How  &rea  my  boy,  Simon,  my  ymmgeat  ban? 

My  hope  my  pride,  young  WoodrQ,  speak  to  as 

Some  grief  untold  weigba  heavy  at  thy  heart: 

I  know  it  by  thy  altered  cheer  of  late. 

Thinkest,  thy  brother  phya  thy  lather  Ur? 

It  is  a  mad  and  thiiftlem  prodigal. 

Grown  proud  upon  the  fovara  of  tlia  eont; 

Court  mannen,  and  court  finhioiiB»  he 

And  in  the  heat  and  nndieck'd  Uood  of 

Harbors  a  company  of  liotona  men. 

All  hot,  and  young,  court  aeekeia,  fike 

Most  skilful  to  devour  a  patrimony ; 

And  these  have  eat  into  my  old  natniw. 

And  theae  have  drain'd  thy  fother'a  eeUan  dry 

But  these  so  common  foulta  of  ymith  not  named. 

(Things  whidi  themselves  outg  row,  left  to  thcmMtm 

I  know  no  quality  that  stains  his  honDr. 

My  life  upon  his  foith  and  noble  mind. 

Son  John  could  never  play  thy  fother  fobe- 

aixo.v. 
I  never  thought  but  nobly  of  my  brother. 
Touching  his  honor  and  fidelity. 
Still  I  could  wish  him  charier  of  hia  peraon. 
And  of  his  time  more  frugal,  tiian  to  spend 
In  riotous  hving,  graceless  society. 
And  mirth  unpalatable,  hours  better  employ'd 
(With  those  persuasive  gracea  nature  lent  him) 
In  fervent  pleadings  for  a  fother's  life. 

SIE  WALTER. 

I  would  not  owe  my  life  to  a  jeolona  court. 
Whose  shallow  policy  I  know  it  ia. 
On  some  reluctant  acts  of  prudent  mercy 
(Not  voluntary,  but  extorted  fay  the  times. 
In  the  first  tremUings  of  new4ized  power. 
And  recollection  smarting  from  old  wounds}. 
On  these  to  build  a  spurious  popularity. 
Unknowing  what  free  grace  or  merry  mean, 
Tliey  fear  to  punish,  therefore  do  th^  pardon. 
For  this  cause  have  I  oA  forbid  my  aon. 
By  1  'ttors,  overtures,  open  solicitinga. 
Or  cV  «et-tamperings,  l^  gold  or  fee. 
To  beg  or  bargain  with  the  court  for  my  life. 

BIMOIf. 

And  John  has  ta'en  you,  fother,  at  your  woid. 
True  to  the  letter  of  his  paternal  charge ! 
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8Ul  WALTER. 

,  my  food  cuiie,  and  my  good  conacieiice,  boy, 
be  for  Mm  to  me,  if  John  prove  ftlae. 
die  but  once,  and  the  o|^rtunity 
noble  death  is  not  an  every-day  fcntime : 
I  gift  which  noble  ipiriti  pray  for. 

BllfOlf. 

dd  not  wrong  my  brother  by  surmise : 

w  him  generous,  full  of  gentle  qualities^ 

able  of  base  compliances, 

"odigal  in  his  nature,  but  affecting 

■how  of  bravery  for  ambitious  ends. 

inks,  for  'tis  the  humor  of  the  court, 

Irink  may  one  day  wrest  the  secret  from  him, 

[duck  you  from  your  hiding-place  in  the  sequel. 

Sni  WALTER. 

leath  shall  be  my  doom,  and  foul  life  his. 
rhen,  we  11  live  as  free  in  this  green  forest 
Oder  deer,  who  roam  unfearing  treason ; 
seem  the  Aborigines  of  this  place, 
erwood  theirs  by  tenure. 

SIMON. 

Mid,  that  Robert  Earl  of  Huntingdon, 
^rd  him  Robin  Hood,  an  outlaw  bold, 
a  merry  crew  of  hunters  here  did  haunt, 
paring  the  king's  venison.    May  one  believe 
Atique  tale  ? 

Sn  WALTER. 

f  if  much  likelihood, 

handiiB  did  in  England  erst  abound, 

polity  was  young.    1  have  read  of  the  pranks 
It  mad  ardier,  and  of  the  tax  he  levied 
ivellers,  whatever  their  degree, 

or  kmg^t,  whoever  pass'd  these  woods, 
m  or  priest,  not  sparing  the  bishop's  mitre 
■ritual  regards!  nay,  once,  'tis  said, 
bb'd  the  king  himself 

■IMON. 

loos  man.  [SmSing. 

SIR  WALTER. 

iniedy  we  live  here, 

d  in  the  world's  business, 

ike  no  note  of  all  its  slippery  changes ! 

■e  best  we  make  a  vrorld  among  ourselves, 

e  world, 

ut  the  ills  and  falsehoods  of  the  greater; 

ro  being  all  the  inhabitanti  of  ours, 

ingi  and  sulgectB  both  in  one. 

■IMOlf. 

be  dangerous  errors,  fond  conceits 

I  make  the  business  of  that  greater  world, 
ittTe  no  place  in  ours : 

mely,  riches,  honors,  birth,  place,  courtesy, 
hme  and  had,  rumors  and  popular  noises, 

creeds,  opinions,  prejudices  natiooaL 
rs  particular, 
illing  lies,  and  truths  that  work  small  good, 

factions,  enmities,  relationships, 

hatreds,  sympathies,  antipathies, 

II  the  intricate  stuff  quarrels  are  made  ofl 

(MAiflAarr  enfrrs  in  hoy's  apparel) 

SIR  WALTER. 

pretty  boy  have  we  here  f 

MAiaARBT. 

w,mnmmn.  Ye  lava  Iwaidioma KntfiA  foot. 
0 


I  should  have  ta'en  you  else  for  other  two^ 
I  came  to  seek  in  the  forest 

■IE  WALTER. 

Who  are  they? 

MAROAIIET. 

A  gallant  brace  of  Frenchmen,  curled  monsieani^ 
That,  men  say,  haunt  these  woods,  affocting  privacj. 
More  than  the  mann^  of  their  countiynieii. 

SIMON. 

We  have  here  a  wonder : 
The  face  is  Maigaret's  foce. 

SIR  WALTER. 

The  foce  is  Margaret's,  but  the  dress  the  same 
My  Stephen  sometime  wore. 

(Th  Margaiet.) 
Suppose  us  them ;  whom  do  men  say  we  are? 
Or  know  you  what  you  seek  ? 

MARGARET. 

A  worthy  pair  of  exiles. 

Two  whom  the  politics  of  state  revenge. 

In  final  issue  of  long  civil  broils. 

Have  houseless  driven  from  3rour  native  France, 

To  wander  idle  in  these  English  woods. 

Where  now  ye  live ;  most  part 

Thinking  on  home,  and  all  the  joys  of  France, 

Where  grows  the  purple  vine. 

SIR  WALTER. 

These  woods,  young  stranger. 
And  grassy  pastures,  which  the  slim  deer  loves^ 
Are  they  less  beauteous  than  the  land  of  Fraaee 
Where  grows  the  purple  vine  f 

MARGARET. 

I  cannot  tell. 

To  an  indiflerent  eye,  both  show  alike. 

'T  is  not  the  scene. 

But  all  fomiliar  objects  in  the  scene. 

Which  now  ye  miss,  that  constitute  a  difierence 

Te  had  a  countiy,  exiles,  ye  have  none  now ; 

Friends  had  ye,  and  much  wealth,  ye  now  liave 

nothing; 
Our  manners,  laws,  our  customs,  all  are  foreign  to  yoD, 
I  know  ye  lothe  them,  cannot  leam  them  readily; 
And  there  is  reason,  exiles,  ye  should  love 
Our  English  earth  less  than  3rour  land  of  Franee^ 
Where  grows  the  purple  vine ;  where  all  delights  grow. 
Old  custom  has  made  pleasant 

SIR  WALTER. 

Tou,  that  are  read 

So  deeply  in  our  story,  what  are  you  ? 

MARGARET. 

A  bare  adventurer ;  in  brief  a  woman. 

That  put  strange  garments  on,  and  came  thus  for 

To  seek  an  ancient  fnend  : 

And  having  spent  her  stock  of  idle  words. 

And  feeling  some  tean  coming. 

Hastes  now  to  clasp  Sir  Walter  Woodvil's  kneei^ 

And  beg  a  boon  for  Maigaret,  his  poor  ward.  [KnetKwg. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Not  at  my  feet,  Margaret,  not  at  my  fiMt 

MARGARET. 

Tes,  tiD  her  suit  is  answer'd. 

an  WALTER. 

Name  it 

MARGARET. 

A  little  boon,  and  yet  so  great  a  grace, 
8h«  ftaia  lo  ask  it 
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Sone  riddle,  fiiugaret  7 

MAiaARXT. 

No  riddle,  but  a  pUin  request 

8Dl  WALTER. 

NemeiL 

MARGARET. 

Free  libeitjr  of  Sherwood, 

And  leave  to  take  her  lot  with  yoa  in  the  foreit 

SIR  WALTER. 

A  Kant  petition,  Margaret,  bat  take  it, 
Seal'd  with  an  oki  man's  teaia^ — 
Itise,  daughter  of  Sir  Rowland. 

[Addrtttet  them  hoA. 

O  you  most  worthy, 
Toil  conaluit  followers  of  a  man  proacribed ; 
Following  poor  nuscry  in  the  throat  of  danger ; 
Fast  servitors  to  crazed  and  penniless  poverty, 
Ser>-ing  poor  poverty  without  hope  of  gain ; 
Kind  children  of  a  siro  unfortunate ; 
Green  clinging  tendrils  round  a  trunk  deoay'd. 
Which  needs  must  bring  on  you  timeless  decay ; 
Fair  living  forms  to  a  dead  carcass  join'd ! 
What  sha!l  1  say  ? 

Better  the  dead  were  gather'd  to  the  dead, 
Than  death  and  life  in  disproportion  meet. — 
Go,  seek  your  fortunes,  children. — 

SIMON. 

Why,  whither  shall  we  go  7 

SIR  WALTER. 

Tom  to  the  Court,  where  now  your  brother  John 
Commits  a  rape  on  Fortune. 

8IM0.V. 

Lock  to  John ! 

A  light-heel'd  strumpet,  when  the  sport  is  done. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Ycm  to  die  sweet  society  of  3rour  equals, 

Where  the  worid*s  fiuhion  smiles  on  youth  and  beauty. 

MARGARET. 

Where  young  men's  flatteries  cozen  young  maids* 

beauty. 
There  pride  of>  gets  the  vantage  hand  of  duty. 
Tliere  sweet  humility  withers. 

8IM0X. 

Blistress  Margaret, 

How  &red  my  brother  John,  when  you  left  Devon  7 

MARGARET. 

John  was  well.  Sir. 

8IM0V. 

T  is  now  nine  months  almost 

Since  I  saw  home.  What  new  friends  has  John  made  7 

Or  keeps  he  his  first  love  f — I  did  suspect 

Some  foul  disloyslty.     Now  do  I  know, 

John  has  proved  felse  to  her,  for  Margaret  weeps. 

It  is  a  scurvy  brother. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Fie  upon  it 

An  men  are  fiUse.  I  think.    The  date  of  love 
Is  out  expired,  its  stories  all  grown  stale, 
0*erpast  forgotten  like  an  antique  tale 
Of  Hero  and  Leondcr. 

8IM0X. 

I  have  known  some  men  that  are  too  general-C(»i- 
tonplalive  for  the  narrow  paarioo.  I  am  in  some 
aoit  a  general  lover. 


In  die  nuM  of  the  boy-god«  who  pbfi  m 
man-blind  with  the  Moaea,  and  cmrm  iM 
catches ;  what  m  it  you  }orm  ff 

aiMOJi; 
Simply,  all  dungs  that  live, 
FYom  the  crook'd  worm  to  oMui'a  imperial 
And  God-reaembUng  likeness     Tlie  poor  dy. 
That  makea  short  holiday  in  the  ounheaa. 
And  dies  by  some  chiki*8  hand.    The  feelile 
With  little  wings,  yet  gready  ▼cnturooB 
In  die  upper  ahy.   The  fish  in  ih*  oifaar 
Hiat  knowa  no  touch  of  ekiqiMQoe.     What 
Ton  tdl  and  elegant  alag. 
Who  paints  a  dandng  ahadoisr  of 
In  the  water,  where  he  drinka. 


I  myaelf  love  all  theae  thinga.  yet  ao  aa 
ference: — for  example,  some   animab 
others,  some  men  rather  than  odier  men : 
ingale  before  the  cuckoo,  the  srwilt  and 
frey  befora  the  slow  and  asinine  mole.  Toar 
goes  to  confound  all  qualiiiea. 
What  sports  do  you  use  in  the  foreat  f^— 

SIMON. 

Not  many ;  some  few,  aa  tfaua  a— 
To  see  the  sun  to  bed,  and  to  ariaa, 
like  some  hot  amoorist  with  c^knaiDg  efa^ 
Bursting  the  lazy  bands  of  sleep  diat  bomid  1 
Widi  all  his  fins  and  tiaveUing  gloriea 
Sometimes  the  naoon  on  aoft  nig^u«kiodB  to 
Like  beauty  nestling  in  a  young  man's 
And  all  die  winking  stara,  her  liaiidnmidB^ 
Admiring  silence,  while  those  loveia  alaep. 
Sometimes  outstreteh'd,  in  very  idleness. 
Nought  doing,  saying  little,  thinking  leas. 
To  view  the  leaves,  thin  dancera  upon  air. 
Go  edd>'ing  round ;  and  small  iMrda.  how  they 
When  mother  Autumn  fills  their  beaka  with 
Filch'd  from  the  careless  Amalihea^s  horn ; 
And  how  the  woods  berries  and  wonns  prands 
Without  their  pains,  when  earth  haa  nooght 
To  answer  their  small  wanta. 
To  view  the  graceful  deer  come  tripping  liy. 
Then  stop,  and  gaze,  then  turn,  they 
Like  bashful  younkers  in  society. 
To  mark  the  structure  of  a  plant  or  tree. 
And  all  foir  things  of  earth,  how  &ir  ibey  be. 

MARGARET  (SaoZlit^). 

And  afterwards  them  paint  in  sinule. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Mistress  Margaret  will  have  need  of 

ment 
Please  you,  we  have  some  poor  viands  within. 

MARGARET. 

Indeed  I  stand  in  need  of  them. 

SIR  WALTER. 

Under  the  shade  of  a  thick-spreading  tree, 
ITpon  the  grass,  no  better  carpeting. 
We  '11  eat  our  noon-tide  meal ;  and. 
One  of  us  shall  repair  to  Nottingham, 
To  9eek  some  safe  night-kxJging  in  the  town. 
Wliorc  you  may  sleep,  while  here  with  us  youdwdL 
By  day,  in  the  forest  expecting  better  times^ 
And  gentler  habitations,  noUe  Margaret 

SIMOX. 

AOons,  young  Fkenchaan— 
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know  not  efe^ 


JOHN  WOODVIL. 


9 


MAROARXT. 

Sit  EngliahmaD.   The  time  has  been, 
I  "re  ftudied  lovc-layB  in  the  RiiKlish  tongue. 
And  been  enamour'd  of  mro  poe«y : 
Which  now  I  must  unlearn.   Henceforth, 
flvraet  mother^ton^ie,  old  Engliih  niicGch,  adieu; 
For  Maigaiet  has  got  new  name  and  language  new. 

[EzeunL 


ACT  in. 

SCElfE  I. 

Am  AparbmaU  cf  SlaU  in  Woodvd  HdL — CavaUen 

drinking. 

John  Woodvil,  Lovkl,  Gray,  and  four  more. 

JOHN. 

Mon  miith,  I  beeeech  you.  Gentlemen — 
Mr.  Gray,  you  are  not  merry. 

GRAY. 

Afore  wine,  say  I.  and  mirth  shall  ensue  in  course. 
What!  we  have  not  yet  above  three  hall^pints  a  man 
to  nawer  fiur.  Brevity  is  the  soul  of  drinking,  as  of 
wiL  DiBpatch,  I  say.  More  wine.  [FUIs. 

FIRST  GXNTLIMAN. 

I  antnst  yoa,  let  there  be  some  order,  some  method, 
in  our  drinkings.  I  love  to  lose  my  reason  with  my 
•fei  ajpmu  to  commit  the  deed  of  drunkenness  with 
AnadiDaght  and  deliberation.  I  love  to  feel  the  fumes 
of  tho  Uqaar  gathering  here,  like  clouds. 

nOOND  GENTLKMAN. 

And  I  am  fi>r  plunging  into  madness  at  once.  Damn 
fRdcr*  and  medbod,  and  steps,  and  degrees,  that  he 
ipeaka  of!  Let  ooofusion  have  her  legitimate  work. 

LOVKL. 

I  marvel  why  the  poets,  who,  of  all  men,  methinks, 
poasesB  the  hottest  livers,  and  most  empyreal 
,  rixmld  aflbct  iDsee  such  virtues  in  cold  water. 

GRAY. 

Virtna  in  odld  water !  ha !  ha !  ha ! 

JOHN. 

your  poet-bom  haOi  an  internal  wine, 
tfian  Hppaim  or  canaries,  yet  uncrushed  from 
«i^gimp8B  of  earth,  unpressed  in  mortal  wine*presses. 

THIRD  GENTLEMAN. 

Whnt  nay  be  the  name  of  this  wine  f 

JOHN. 

It  hath  as  many  names  as  qualities.  It  is  denomi- 
naiad  indiflerantly,  wit,  conceit,  invention,  inspiration ; 
bat  its  moat  royal  and  comprehensive  name  im  fancy. 

THIRD  GENTLEMAN. 

And  wfa«re  keeps  he  this  sovereign  liquor  ? 

JOHN. 

Iti  eallars  are  in  the  brain,  whence  your  true  poet 
derivatfa  iniozication  at  will ;  while  his  animal  spirits, 
ftrhtng  a  pride  from  the  quality  and  neighborhood 
of  thair  noUe  relative,  the  brain,  refuse  to  be  sua* 
by  wines  and  fermentations  of  earth. 

THIRD  GENTLEMAN. 

is  yoor  poetrboni  always  tipsy  with  this  liquor? 

JOHN. 

He  hath  his  Htoo|Mngit  aiul  roixjttra ;  hut  his  proper 
eliiii  lit  is  the  sky.  and  in  the  Hu)iiirh»iof  theempyrean. 

THIRD  ORNTLKMAN. 

b  foor  wine-iutellectual  sn  exquisitot  hanoefixth. 


I,  a  man  of  plain  conceit,  will,  in  all  humility,  con- 
tent my  mind  with  conaries. 

FOURTH  GENTLEMAN. 

I  am  for  a  song  or  a  catch.  When  will  the  catches 
o(Hne  on,  the  sweet  wicked  catches  7 

JOHN. 

They  cannot  be  introduced  with  propriety  before 
midnight  Every  man  nvM  commit  his  twenty  bum- 
pers first.  We  are  not  yet  well  roused.  Frank  Lovel, 
the  glass  stands  with  you. 

LOVEU 

Gentlemen,  the  Duke.  [FSU. 

ALL. 

The  Duke.  [Tkey  drink. 

GRAY. 

Can  any  tell,  why  his  Grace,  being  a  Papist — 

JOHN. 

Pahaw !  we  will  have  no  questions  of  state  now. 
Is  not  this  his  Majesty's  birth-day  f 

GRAY. 

What  follows? 

JOHN. 

That  every  man  should  sing,  and  be  joyful,  and 
ask  DO  questions. 

8B00ND  GENTLEMAN. 

Damn  politics,  they  spoil  drinking. 

THIRD  GENTLEMAN. 

For  certain,  *t  is  a  blessed  monarchy. 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

The  cursed  fimatic  days  we  have  seen !  Hie  times 
have  been  when  swearing  was  out  of  fashion. 

THIRD  GENTLEMAN. 

And  drinking. 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

And  wenching. 

GRAY. 

The  cursed  yeas  and  forsooths,  which  we  have 
heard  uttered,  when  a  man  could  not  rap  out  an 
innocent  oath,  but  straight  the  air  was  thought  to  be 
infected. 

LOVEL. 

T  was  a  pleasant  trick  of  the  saint,  which  that  trim 
puritan  Swear^nat<it<dl  Smootk-ipeet^  used,  when  his 
spouse  chid  him  with  an  oath  for  committing  with 
his  servant-maid,  to  cause  his  house  to  be  fumigated 
with  burnt  brandy,  and  ends  of  scripture,  to  dispone 
the  devil's  breath,  as  he  termed  it 

ALL. 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

GRAY. 

But 't  wos  pleasanter.  when  the  other  soint  JUdai- 
the-devU-and-he-will-fiu-from-thee  Purrman  was  over- 
taken in  the  act,  to  ploeul  an  illiwio  \isus.  and  main- 
tain his  sanctity  upon  a  supponod  power  in  the  ad- 
versary to  counterfeit  the  shapes  of  things. 

ALL. 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

JOHN. 

Another  round,  and  then  let  every  man  devise 
what  trick  he  can  in  his  fancy,  finr  the  better  mani- 
festing our  loyalty  this  day. 

GRAY. 

Shall  we  hang  a  puritan  7 

JOHN. 

No,  that  has  been  dime  already  in  Coleman-Sireet 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

Or  fire  a  conventicle  ? 
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JOHN. 

Tbftt  u  itele  toa 

THIRD  GENTLSHAN. 

Or  Uun  diA  Aawmbly's  catechism  f 

FOURTH  OENTUUIAN. 

Or  drink  the  king's  health,  every  man  standing 
upoD  his  head  naked  ? 

JOHN  {IhJdOMt). 

We  have  here  some  pleasant  madness. 

THIRD  GCNTLIMAN. 

Who  shall  pledge  me  in  a  pint  bumper,  while  we 
drink  to  the  king  upon  our  knees  ? 

L0VE1«. 

Why  on  our  knees,  Cavalier  ? 

JOHN  (smiling). 
For  more  devotion,  to  be  sure^-— (7b  a  ttrmni). 
EKnah,  fetch  the  gilt  goblets. 

[TkB  goUeU  are  brought.  They  drink  the  king* a 
AeoAA,  kneding.  A  ikout  of  general  oppro&o- 
Ijon  fdUomng  the  Jirtt  appearance  of  tke 
gMeU. 

JOHN. 

We  have  here  the  unchecked  virtues  of  the  grape. 
How  die  vapors  curl  upwards !  It  were  a  life  of  gods 
to  dwell  in  such  an  element :  to  see,  and  hear,  and 
talk  iMrave  things.  Now  fie  upon  these  casual  pota- 
tioQs.  Hiat  a  man's  roost  exalted  reason  should  de- 
pend upon  the  ignoble  fermenting  of  a  fruit  which 
*  apanows  pluck  at  as  well  as  we ! 

GRAY  {atide  to  Lmoel). 
Observe  how  he  is  ravished. 

LOVRI* 

Vanity  and  gay  thoughts  of  Ynne  do  meet  in  him, 
and  engender  madness. 

[IVUZe  the  rest  are  engafred  in  a  vild  kind  of 
talk,  John  advances  to  the  front  of  the  stage  and 
soliloquizes. 

JOHN. 

My  spirits  turn  to  fire,  they  mount  so  fast 

My  joys  are  turbulent,  my  hopes  show  like  fruition. 

These  high  and  gusty  relishes  of  life,  sure, 

Have  no  allayings  of  mortality  in  them. 

I  am  too  hot  now  and  o'ercapable. 

For  the  tedious  processes,  and  creeping  wisdom. 

Of  human  acts,  and  enterprises  of  a  nmu. 

I  want  some  seasonings  of  adversity. 

Some  strokes  of  the  old  monitier  C'alaniily. 

To  take  these  swellings  down,  divincu  call  vanity. 

FIRST  GEXTF.EMAN. 

Mr.  Woodvil.  xMr.  Woodvil. 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

When  is  Woodvil  I 

GRAY. 

Let  him  alone.    I  have  seen  him  in  these  lunes 
before. 
His  abstractions  must  not  taint  the  good  mirth. 

JOHN  (continuing  to  soliloquize). 
O  for  some  friend  n<»w. 
To  conceal  nothing  from,  to  have  no  secrets. 
How  fine  and  noble  a  thing  is  confidence. 
How  reasonable  iw,  and  almost  godlike ! 
Fast  cement  of  fast  friends,  band  of  s«)oiety. 
Old  naturni  go-between  in  the  world's  business. 
Where  civil  life  and  order,  wanting  tliis  cement, 
Would  presently  rush  back 
Into  the  pristine  stale  of  siugularity. 
And  each  man  stand  alone. 


Gentlemen,  the  fire-worka  are  uady. 


What  be  theyf 


LOTRX.. 


The  work  of  London  aitjata,  whidi  oar ! 
provided  in  honor  of  ihia  day. 

BXCOND  GENTLDLaN. 

'Sdeath,  who  wouM  part  with  his  wine firai 

LOVEL. 

Why  truly,  gentkmen,  aa  our  kind  hoal  has  ksa 
at  the  paina  to  provide  tfaia  spectacle,  we  camiom 
less  than  be  present  at  it  If  will  not  take  19  wmdk 
time.  Evoy  man  may  return  fieah  and 
his  Uqnor. 

THIRD  GKNTLEMAir. 

There  is  reason  in  what  he  aeys. 

8RCOND  ORNTLKMAlf. 

Charge  on  then,  bottle  in  hand.  There's] 
in  that. 

[Tkejf  go  oirf,  singing.  Only  Lacd 
observes  WoodviL 

JOHN  (still  talking  to  hiaueif.y 
This  Lovel  here 's  of  a  toogh  honesty. 
Would  put  the  rack  to  the  proo£  He  is  not  of  that  sit 
Which  haunt  my  house,  anoiting  the  Uqnon. 
And  when  their  wisdoms  are  afloat  with  wioik 
Spend  vows  as  fast  as  vapors,  which  go  off 
Even  \nih  the  fumes,  their  fathen.   He  is  taw, 
Whoae  sober  morning  actiooa 
Shame  not  his  o'emight  promisee ; 
Talks  little,  flatters  less,  and  makea  no  praniHi: 
Why  this  is  he,  whom  the  dark-wiadom'd  Ato 
Might  trust  her  counsels  of  p**^***'"**^***  vhAl 
And  the  world  be  no  loser. 
Why  should  I  fear  this  man  ?  [^^'^i'V  Lt)'^^ 

Where  is  the  OHnpany  gone  ? 

LOVEL. 

To  see  the  fire-works,  where  you  will  be  txpKiai 
to  follow.  But  I  perceive  }*ou  arc  better  cDgsgid 

JOHN. 

I  have  been  meditating  this  half-hour 
On  all  the  proiierties  of  a  brave  friendship. 
The  mysteries  that  are  in  it,  the  noUe  uses. 
Its  limits  withal,  and  its  nice  boundaries. 
Exempli  gratidt  how  for  a  man 
May  lawfully  forswear  himself  for  his  friend ; 
What  quantity  of  lies,  some  of  them  brave  ooei. 
He  may  lawfully  incur  in  a  friend's  behalf; 
WHiat  oaths,  blood-crimes,  hereditary  quarreb, 
Night  brawls,  fierce  words,  and  duelr  in  the  Donuoj. 
He  need  not  stick  at,  to  maintain  his  friend's  hoour. 
or  his  cauite. 

LOVEL. 

I  think  many  men  would  die  for  their  friends. 

JOHN. 

Death!  why  *t  is  nothing.   We  go  to  it  for  sport. 
To  gain  a  name,  or  purse,  or  please  a  sullen  hsaur. 
When  one  has  worn  his  fortime's  livery  threadbsrr. 
Or  liis   spleen'd   mistress  frowns.     Husband*  mil 

venture  on  it. 
To  cure  the  hot  fits  and  cold  shakings  of  jealooiy- 
A  friend,  sir,  must  do  more. 

LOVEL. 

Can  he  do  more  than  die  f 

JOHN. 

To  serve  a  fnend,  this  he  may  da    Pray  maik  ■» 
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ng  a  law  within  (great  ipiritB  feel  one) 
annot,  ought  not  to  be  bound  by  any 
ive  laws  or  ord'nanoes  extern, 
nay  reject  all  these :  by  the  law  of  fiieodihip 
■ay  do  so  much,  be  they,  indifierently, 
I'd  statutes,  or  the  land's  unwritten  usages, 
iiUic  &me,  civil  c(»npliances, 
amed  honor,  trust  in  matter  of  secrets, 
"ows  and  promises,  the  feeble  mind's  religioQ 
ing  our  morning  knowledge  to  approve 
I  last  night's  ignorance  spake) ; 
des  of  blood  withal,  and  pr^udice  of  kin. 
tiese  weak  terrors 

never  shake  me.    I  know  what  belongs 
worthy  friendship.    Come,  you  shall  have  my 
confidence. 

LOVXL. 

B  you  think  me  worthy. 

JOHN. 

vill  smile  to  hear  now — 

'alter  never  has  been  out  of  the  island. 

LOVEL. 

imase  me. 

JOHN. 

lame  report  of  his  escape  to  France 

I  fine  tale,  Ibiged  fay  myself— 

la! 

w  it  would  stagger  him. 

LOVKL. 

give  me  leave. 

B  has  he  dwelt,  how  lived,  how  lam  conoeal'df 

[  may  ask  so  much. 

JOHN. 

place  to  phice,  dwelling  in  no  place  long, 
other  Simon  still  hath  borne  hhn  omipany, 
I  brave  youth,  I  envy  him  all  his  virtues), 
led  in  foreign  garb,  they  pass  for  Frenclunen, 
Votestant  exiles  from  the  Limosin, 
'  arrived.  Their  dwelling  *s  now  at  Nottingham, 
>  no  soul  knows  them. 


JOHN. 

Or  drink,  sir?  do  you  never  drink  too  freely  t 
Some  men  will  drink,  and  tell  you  all  their 

LOVXL. 

Why  do  you  questiflo  me,  who  know  my  hafailit 

JOHN. 

I  think  you  are  no  sot. 

No  tavem-troubler.  worshipper  of  the  giape; 

But  all  men  drink  sometimes. 

And  veriest  saints  at  festivals  relax, 

The  marriage  of  a  friend,  or  a  wife's  birthday. 

LOVKL. 

How  much,  sir,  may  a  man  with  safety  drink  f 


JOHN. 

Sir,  three  half-pinti  a  day  is  reasonable ; 
I  care  not  if  yon  never  exceed  that  quantity. 

LOVKL. 

I  shall  observe  it; 

On  holidays  two  quarts. 

JOHN. 

Or  slay;  you  keep  no  wencht 

LOVKL. 


LOVEL. 

you  assign  any  reason,  why  a  gentleman  of 
iter's  known  prudence  should  expose  his  per^ 
lighUyT 

JOHN. 

ve,  a  certain  fondness, 

l-like  cleaving  to  the  land  that  gave  him  birth, 
him  like  &te. 

LOVKL. 

known  some  exiles  thus 

in  out  the  term  of  the  law's  indulgence, 

hanzd  of  being  known. 

JOHN. 

ly  suppose  sometimes 

M  the  neighb'ring  Sherwood  for  their  sport, 

ixerdse  and  freer  recreation. — 

XI  smile.    Fny  now,  be  carefril. 

LOVEL. 

>  babbler,  sir ;  you  need  not  foar  me. 

JOHN. 

M  men  have  been  known  to  talk  in 
1  fine  tales  that  way. 

LOVEL.  I 

heard  so  much.    But,  to  say  tmth,  f  moiUyl 
sleep  alone. 

SI 


Ha! 

JOHN. 

No  painted  mistress  for  your  private  bouist 
You  keep  no  whore,  sir  f 

LOVKL. 

What  does  he  mean  f 

JOHN 

Who  fof  a  ck)se  embrace,  a  toy  of  sin. 
And  amorous  praising  of  your  worship's  breath 
In  rosy  junction  of  four  melting  lips. 
Can  kiss  out  secrets  from  you  ? 

LOVKL. 

How  strange  this  passionate  behavior  shows  in  yoa! 
Sure  you  think  me  mxae  weak  one. 

JOHN. 

Pray  pardon  me  some  fears. 

Ton  have  now  die  pledge  of  a  dear  fother's  lift. 

I  am  a  son — would  foin  be  thought  a  loving  one ; 

Yon  may  allow  me  some  fears :  do  not  despMe  me^ 

If,  in  a  posture  foreign  to  my  spirit. 

And  by  our  well-knit  friendship  I  conjure  yon. 

Touch  not  Sir  Walter's  lifo.  [JTiMrfi: 

You  see  these  teais.    My  fother's  an  old  man. 

Pnty  let  him  live. 

LOVKL. 

I  BDUst  be  bold  to  tell  you,  these  new  freedooM 
Show  most  tmhandsMne  in  you. 

JOHN  (riiing). 
Ha !  do  you  say  so  f 

Sure,  you  are  not  grown  proud  upon  my  secret! 
Ah !  now  I  see  it  plain.    He  would  be  babUhig. 
No  doubt  a  garrulous  and  hard-fiiced  traitor 
But  1 11  not  give  you  leave.  [Drmsa. 

LOVKL. 

What  does  this  madman  mean  f 

JOHN. 

Come,  sir,  here  is  no  subterfuge. 
You  must  kill  me,  or  I  kill  yon. 

LOVKL  (drawing). 
Then  self-defence  plead  my  ezeiae. 
Have  at  yon,  mr. 
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JOUM. 

8iay,Su: 

I  hope  you  have  made  your  will ; 

If  not,  *tiB  DO  great  matter. 

A  bnd&en  cavalier  has' seldom  much 

He  can  bequeath :  an  old  worn  peruke, 

A  muffbox  with  a  picture  of  Prince  Rupert, 

A  roBty  sword  he  'U  swear  \\9»  used  at  Naseby, 

Tliough  it  ne'er  came  within  ten  miles  of  the  place ; 

And,  if  he  *s  very  rich, 

A  cheap  edition  of  the  Icon  Basilike, 

Is  mostly  all  the  wealth  he  dies  possessed  of 

Ton  say  few  prayers,  I  fency , — 

So  to  it  again. 

\Tkeyfght  again.    LovxL  is  dimrmed. 

LOVEL. 

Tou  had  bast  now  take  my  life.  I  guess  yoa  mean  it 

JOHN  {musing). 
No  .—Men  wiU  say  I  fear'd  him,  if  I  kill'd  him. 
live  still,  and  be  a  traitor  in  thy  wish, 
Bat  never  act  thy  thought,  being  a  coward. 
That  vengeance,  which  thy  soul  shall  nightly  thirst  for, 
And  ttiis  disgrace  I  've  done  >'ou  cry  aloud  fi>r, 
Still  have  the  will  without  the  power  to  execute. 
So  now  1  leave  you, 
Feeling  a  sweet  security.    Ko  doubt 
My  secret  shall  remain  a  \-irgin  §[)r  you ! — 

[Goes  out,  smiling  in  scorn. 

LOVEL  (xisifig). 
For  once  you  are  mistaken  in  your  man. 
The  deed  ]rou  wot  of  nhall  forthwith  be  done. 
A  bird  let  loose,  a  secret  out  of  hand, 
Ratuiiia  not  back     Why,  then  't  is  baby  policy 
To  menace  him  who  hath  it  in  his  keeping. 
I  will  go  look  for  Gray  ; 

Then,  northward  ho !  such  tricks  as  we  shall  play 
Have  not  been  seen,  I  think,  in  merry  Sherwood, 
Since  the  days  of  Robin  Hood  that  archer  good. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  Woodvil  HaR. 

JOHN  woooviL  (alone). 
A  weight  of  wine  lies  heavy  on  my  head. 
Hie  onoonoocted  follies  of  last  night. 
Now  all  those  jovial  fkncicn,  and  bright  hopes, 
Children  of  wine,  go  off  like  dreams. 
This  sick  vertigo  here 
Preacheth  of  temperance,  no  sermon  better. 
These  black  thoughts,  and  dull  melancholy. 
That  stick  like  burs  to  the  brain,  will  they  ne'er 

leave  me? 
Some  men  arc  full  of  choler,  when  they  are  drunk; 
Some  brawl  of  matter  foreign  to  themselves ; 
And  some,  the  most  resolved  fools  of  all, 
Have  told  their  dearest  secrets  in  their  cups. 


SCENE  II. 

T%eFortst. 

BOL  Walter,  Simon,  Lovel,  Grat. 

LOVEL. 

Sir,  we  are  Bony  we  cannot  return  your  F^remA 
ulatatkia 


QMAT. 

Nor  odierwiw  connder  this  gub yoa trMlto te 
as  a  poor  disguise. 

LOTKL. 

Nor  use  muoh  oenmony  with  m  traitor. 

QRAT. 

Thereime,  without  much  inductxn  of  mpotav 
words,  1  attach  you.  Sir  Waller  WoodviU  of  B|^ 
Tieaaoo,  in  the  King*s  name. 

LOVEL. 

And  of  taking  part  in  the  greet  rebeUka 
our  late  lawful  Sovereign,  Cbariea  ihtt  FinL 

siMOfr. 
John  haa  betray'd  as,  &ther. 

LOTKL. 

Come,  Sir,  you  had  best  aoirender&irly.  Wtkasv 
you,  Sir. 

SIMON. 

Hang  ye,  villains,  ye  are  two  beuer  known  thas 
trusted.  I  have  seen  thoae  fecea  before.  Are  rr  M 
two  beggarly  rclainen,  frmrhrr  fireBiics.  to  Jshs ' 
I  think  ye  rank  above  hia  footmen.  A  sort  of  hsd 
and  boeid  ^x)rmB — ^locusts  that  iaicet  oar  hsasf; 
a  leprosy  that  long  has  hung  upoo  ila  waDi  vd 
princely  apartments,  reaching  to  fill  all  the  oanm 
of  my  brother's  once  noUe  heait. 

GRAr. 

We  are  his  fiiends. 

aiMOH. 

Fie,  Sir.  do  not  weep.  How  thcae  rogiica  mSl  m- 
umph!  Shall  I  whip  off  their  heada,  fiuher  I  [Dmu. 

LOVKL. 

Come,  Sir,  although  thia  abow  handsoeie  in  ne 
being  his  son,  yet  the  law  must  haTe  its  oomse. 

BIMON. 

And  if  I  tell  you  the  law  ahall  not  have  its  coatf. 
cannot  ye  be  omtent }  Courage,  &thcr :  shsU  focii 
things  as  these  apprehend  a  man  7  Which  of  ft  wJi 
venture  upon  mef — ^Will  you,  Mr.  Constable  j*r'S 
elect  ?  or  you,  Sir,  with  a  pimple  on  your  now.  tn 
at  Oxford  by  hard  drinking,  your  only  badge  of  1^- 
altyf 

GRAT. 

Tis  a  brave  youth — ^I  cannot  atiike  at  him. 

SIMON. 

Father,  why  do  ]rou  cover  your  fiice  with  voa 
hands  ?  Why  do  you  fetch  your  breath  so  hani '  Sec. 
villains,  his  heart  is  burst!  O  villains,  he  caniMi 
speak.  One  of  you  run  for  some  v«ater :  quicklr.  ye 
knaves ;  will  ye  have  your  throats  cut  r  [IT^y  ^^ 
dink  off.]  How  is  it  with  ]ft>u.  Sir  Walter  FLici 
up.  Sir,  the  villains  are  gone.  He  hears  me  not.  uA 
this  deep  di^race  of  treachery  in  his  son  hath  un.rk- 
ed  him  even  to  the  death.  O  most  distuned  and  da- 
tempered  world,  where  sons  talk  their  aged  &ibe» 
into  their  graves !  Garrulous  and  diseased  world.  tsJ 
still  empt}',  rotten  and  hollow  talking  wt»rld.  wfaeic 
good  men  decay,  states  turn  round  in  an  endksi  bb- 
tability.  and  still  for  the  worse :  nothing  is  at  a  ftar. 
nothing  abides  but  vaility,  chaotic  vanity. — firoihcr- 
adieu! 

There  lies  the  parent  stock  which  gave  aa  bfe. 
Which  I  will  see  consign'd  with  tears  to  earth. 
Leave  thou  the  solemn  funeral  rites  to  me. 
Gnof  and  a  true  remorse  abide  with  thee. 

[Bears  m  cAr  M j 
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8CBI7B  in. 

Another  part  of  the  ForUU 

MARGAEKT  (dUme), 
>rror  merely,  and  no  crime, 
)Cting  opeimeM  in  jrouth, 
\m  lipt  the  &t»l  lecret  drew, 
Jd  have  dept likeone  of  nature's  myiteriea, 
t  any  man. 

deed! 

ihoald  Maigaret  do  in  the  foreat? 
I  John! 

,  man  enfeoffed  to  despair ! 
irewell  of  peace. 
>k  again  to  see  good  days, 
y  lids  in  comfortable  nights, 
nk  a  happy  thought  again, 
lavo  heaid  be  true. — 
f  the  world  most  Woodvil  live, 
ell  these  men. 

must  speak  to  him,  no  tongue  of  man 
,  when  he  wakes  up  in  a  morning; 
lod  night'*  to  John.     Who  seeks  to  live 
nth  thee,  must  for  thy  sake 
world's  reproach.    What  then  f 
;aret  join  the  clamors  of  the  woild, 
r  ihend  f  O  undisceming  world, 
ot  from  misfortune  separate  guilt, 

thought !  O  never,  never.  John, 
o  share  the  fortunes  of  her  friend 
jrfor  worse,  thy  Margaret  comes, 
ilo  thy  wounds  a  healing  love. 

the  memory  of  an  ancient  friendship. 
m  me,  thou  spirit  of  Sir  Walter, 
smpassion  to  the  wretched  living, 
few  tears  to  waste  upon  the  dead. 


SCENE   IV. 
WoodvUHaH 


poan,  MAtOAKBT  (aafrom  a  journey). 

BAKDFORD. 

olenoe  of  the  sodden  mischance  hath  so 
in  him,  who  by  nature  is  allied  to  nothing 
a  self-debasing  humor  of  dejection,  that  I 
)r  seen  an3rthing  more  changed  and  spirit^ 
He  hath,  with  a  peremptory  resolution,  dia- 
)  partners  of  his  riots  and  late  hours,  denied 
and  person  to  their  most  earnest  solicitings, 
be  seen  by  none.  He  keeps  ever  alone, 
rief  (which  is  solitary)  does  nM  so  much 
imsiT  and  govern  in  him,  as  it  is  by  him, 
Ifulneas  of  most  manifest  affection,  entar- 
d  cherished. 

MAaOAKET. 

ears  be  np  against  the  coinmon  nmort 

BAUDPORD. 

Strange  indifierence.  which  wbosoevardivas 
he  nicenesi  of  his  sorrow  might  mistake  for 
and  insensate.  Tet  are  the  winip  of  his 
Bver  clipt ;  and  yet  a  virtuous  predominance 
rief  is  so  ever  uppermost,  that  you  may  dis- 
I  thoughts  less  troubled  vrith  oonjeetoring 
ng  opinions  will  say,  and  judge  of  his  deeds. 
3rbed  and  buried  with  the  dead,  whom  his 
onoMdeio. 


MAXOAmrr. 

I  knew  a  greatness  ever  to  be  resident  hi  him,  to 
which  ^  admiring  eyes  of  men  should  look  op  ev«i 
in  the  declining  and  bankrupt  state  of  his  pride. 
Fain  would  I  see  him,  foin  talk  with  him ;  but  that 
a  sense  of  respect,  which  is  violated,  when  witiioiit 
deliberation  we  press  into  the  society  of  the  unhappy, 
checks  and  holds  me  back.  How,  think  yon,  he 
would  bear  my  presence  t 

■ANDFoao. 

As  of  an  assured  friend,  whom  in  the  forgetfulnasi 
of  his  fortunes  he  passed  by.  See  him  you  must;  bat 
not  to4Ught  The  newness  of  the  sight  shall  move 
the  bitterest  compunction  and  the  truest  remoiae;  hot 
afterwards,  trust  me,  dear  lady,  the  happiest  efieda 
of  a  returning  peace,  and  a  gracious  comfort,  to  him, 
to  you,  and  dl  of  oa. 

MAlUIAmET. 

I  think  he  would  not  deny  me.  He  hath  en  this 
received  forewell  letters  from  his  brother,  who  hath 
taken  a  resolution  to  estrange  himself^  for  a  time,  from 
country,  friends,  and  kindred,  and  to  seek  oocupatioii 
for  his  sad  thoughts  in  travelling  in  foreign  places, 
where  sights  remote  and  extern  to  himself  may  draw 
from  him  kindly  and  not  painful  ruminationa. 

SANOPORD. 

I  was  present  at  the  receipt  of  the  letter.  Tlie  ooii- 
tents  seemed  to  aflfect  him.  for  a  moment,  widi  a 
more  lively  passion  of  grief  than  he  has  at  any  time 
outwardly  shown.  He  wept  with  many  tean  (which 
I  had  not  before  noted  in  him),  and  appeared  to  be 
touched  with  a  sense  of  some  unkindness;  but  Uie 
cause  of  their  sad  separation  and  divorce  quickly  re- 
curring, he  presently  returned  to  his  former  inward- 
ness of  suffering. 

MAmaARKT. 

The  reproach  of  his  brother's  presence  at  this  hour 
should  have  been  a  weight  more  than  could  be  su^ 
tained  by  his  already  oppresred  and  sinking  spirit- 
Meditating  upon  these  intricate  and  wide-«pread 
sorrows,  hath  brought  a  heaviness  upon  me,  aa  of 
sleep.    How  goes  the  night  7 


BANDFOaD. 

An  hour  past  sunset  You  shall  first  refresh  your 
limbs  (tired  with  travel)  with  meats  and  some  cordial 
wine,  and  then  betake  your  no  less  wearied  Blind  to 
repose. 

MAROARBT. 

I     A  good  rest  to  us  all. 


Thanltai,  Uwiy. 


SANDfORO. 


ACT  V. 

scBirs  I. 

JoBH  Woodvil  (jirtiting). 

JOHN. 

How  beautiful,  [HmdUng  kit 

And  comely  do  these  mourning  garments  show ! 

Sure  Grief  hath  set  his  sacred  impress  here, 

IV)  claim  the  worid's  respect !  they  note  so  foelin|^ 

By  outward  types  the  serious  man  witlmL^ 

Alas !  what  part  or  portion  can  I  claim 

In  all  tfte  decendea  of  virtiKMe 
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Whidi  odier  moaroen  use  f  m,  namely, 

llui  black  attire,  abitractioa  from  lociety, 

Good  thoQgfati,  and  fieqaent  tight,  and  teldom  milei. 

A  cleaving  ndnea  native  to  the  brow. 

All  aweet  oondolements  of  like-grieved  fiiendi, 

^niat  ateal  away  the  tense  of  Ion  almoat), 

Bf«n*t  pity,  and  good  offices 

Which  enemies  themselves  do  for  us  then. 

Patting  their  hostile  disposition  ofi^ 

As  we  pat  off  our  high  thoughts  and  proud  looks. 

[Paiuei,  and  obterves  the  pictures. 
These  pictaies  must  be  taken  down : 
The  portraitures  of  our  most  ancient  fiunily 
For  nigh  three  hundred  years !  IIow  have  I  listened, 
To  bear  Sir  Walter,  with  an  old  man's  pride, 
Holding  me  in  his  arms,  a  prating  boy. 
And  pointing  to  the  pictures  where  they  hung. 
Repeat  by  course  their  worthy  histories, 
(As  Hugh  de  Widville,  Walter,  first  of  the  name, 
And  Anne  the  handsome,  Stephen,  and  fiunous  John: 
Tdiling  me  I  must  be  his  fiunous  John). 
Bat  that  was  in  old  times. 
Now,  no  more 

Moat  I  grow  proud  upon  our  house's  pride. 
I  rather,  I,  by  most  unheard-of  crimes. 
Have  backward  tainted  all  their  noble  blood. 
Rased  out  the  memory  of  an  ancient  &mily, 
And  quite  reversed  the  honors  of  our  house. 
Who  now  shall  sit  and  tell  us  anecdotes? 
Hie  secret  history  of  his  own  times. 
And  fiahions  of  the  world  when  he  was  young : 
How  England  slept  out  three-and-twenty  years, 
While  Can*  and  Villiers  ruled  the  baby  kmg : 
Tlie  costly  fancies  of  the  pedant's  reign, 
Balls,  feastings,  huntings,  shows  in  allegory. 
And  Beauties  of  the  court  of  James  the  First 

Mahoakkt  erUera. 

JOHN. 

Comes  Margaret  here  to  witness  my  disgrace  f 
O,  lady,  I  have  sufTer'd  loss. 
And  diminution  of  my  honor's  brightness. 
Tou  bring  some  images  of  old  times,  Margaret, 
That  should  be  now  forgotten. 

MARGARKT. 

Old  times  should  never  be  forgotten,  John. 
I  came  to  talk  about  them  vrith  my  friend. 

JOHN. 

I  did  refuse  3^00,  Margaret,  in  my  pride. 

MAROARET. 

If  John  rejected  Margaret  in  his  pride, 
(As  who  does  not,  being  splenetic,  refuse 
Sometimes  old  playfellows),  the  spleen  being  gcme, 
The  ofience  no  longer  lives. 

0  Woodvil,  those  were  happy  days. 
When  we  two  first  began  to  love.    When  firrt. 
Under  pretence  of  visiting  my  father, 
(Being  then  a  stripling,  nigh  upon  my  age), 
Tou  came  a  wooing  to  his  daughter,  John. 
Do  jrou  remember, 

With  what  a  coy  reserve  and  seldom  speech 
(Toung  maidens  must  be  chary  of  their  speech), 

1  kept  the  honors  of  my  maiden  pride  f 
I  was  your  fiivorite  then. 


O  Biugant,  MMTguet 


JOHN. 


I 


These  yout  submissiooB  to  my  low  estate, 
And  cleavings  to  the  fiites  of  sunken  Woodril, 
Write  bitter  things  *gainst  my  unworthiness. 
Thou  perfect  pattern  of  thy  slander'd  sex, 
Whom  miseries  of  mine  could  never  alienate. 
Nor  change  of  fortune  shake;  whom  injuries. 
And  slights  (the  wtnst  of  injuries)  which  moved 
Thy  nature  to  return  scotn  with  like  scorn. 
Then  when  you  left  in  virtuous  pride  this  hove. 
Could  not  so  separate,  but  now  in  this 
My  day  of  shame,  when  all  the  world  fonske  m^ 
You  only  visit  me,  love,  and  forgive  me. 

MARGARKT. 

Dost  yet  remember  the  green  arbw,  Jdm, 
In  the  south  gardens  of  my  Other's  bouse. 
Where  we  have  seen  the  summer  son  go  down, 
Exchanging  true-love's  vows  without  restraint  f 
And  that  old  wood,  you  call'd  your  vrikiemsHi, 
And  vow'd  in  sport  to  build  a  chapel  in  it. 
There  dwell 

**  like  hermit  poor 

In  pensive  place  obscarB,** 

And  tell  your  Ave  Maries  by  the  curls 
(Dropping  like  goldm  beads)  on  Margaret's  Inir; 
And  make  confession  seven  times  a  day 
Of  every  thought  that  stray'd  from  love  uid  MsigiRt; 
And  I  your  saint  the  penance  should  appoiof— 
Believe  me,  sir,  I  will  not  now  be  laid 
Aside,  like  an  old  foshion. 

JOHN. 

0  lady,  poor  and  algect  are  my  dioughtB. 
My  pride  is  cured,  my  hopes  are  un^  doodi, 

1  have  no  part  in  any  good  man*s  love. 
In  all  earth's  pleasures  portion  have  I  none^ 
I  &de  and  wither  in  my  own  esteem. 
This  earth  holds  not  alive  so  poor  a  diing  is  I  sni. 
I  was  not  always  thus.  [^"f- 

MARGARKT. 

Thou  noble  nature. 
Which  lion-like  didst  awe  the  inferiw  creatoiet, 
Now  trampled  on  by  beasts  of  basest  quality. 
My  dear  heart's  lord,  life's  pride,  soul-honor'd  Joka* 
Upon  her  knees  (regard  her  poor  request) 
Tour  favorite,  once-beloved  Margaret  kneels. 

JOR.M. 

What  wouldst  thou,  lady,  ever-honor'd  Maigirrt' 

MARGARKT. 

That  John  would  think  more  noUy  of  htmsslC 

More  worthily  of  high  heaven ; 

And  not  for  one  misfortune,  child  of  chance, 

No  crime,  but  unforeseen,  and  sent  to  punish 

The  less  ofience  with  image  of  the  greater. 

Thereby  to  work  the  soul's  humility, 

(Which  end  hath  happily  not  been  frustrate  qsiieK 

O  not  for  one  ofience  mistrust  heaven's  mercy, 

Nor  quit  thy  hope  of  happy  da)^  to  oom»— 

John  yet  has  many  happy  days  to  live ; 

To  live  and  make  atonement 

JOHN. 

Excellent  lady. 

Whose  suit  hath  drawn  this  sofbieM  from  my  cytt. 
Not  the  world's  scorn,  nor  foiling  off  of  friends 
Could  ever  do.    Will  you  go  with  me,  Margarslf 

MARGARKT  {ruing), 
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JOHN. 

th  me, 

f  for  the  peace  of  oar  inquiet  mindiT 

MAKOAEKT. 

ill,  Joluk—  [Entmt 


8CBNB  n- 
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'  JOHN  irite$). 

rou  waite  that  jrouth  and  excellent  bsaiity 
V  the  golden  time  of  the  day  widi  you), 
ig  au<£  a  broken  wretch  bm  I  am. 

MAEOAEKT. 

1  break  Biargaret's  heart,  if  he  apeak  ea 
■ir,  yoa  are  too  melancholy, 
iMt  call  it  caprice.  I  am  Mimewhat  bold 
in  this.  Bat  you  are  now  my  patient, 
w  yoa  gave  me  leave  to  call  yon  to), 
oat  chide  these  pestilent  homon  fifom  you. 

JOHN. 


re,  how  cheerfully  I  speak ! 

lie  too,  and  I  almost  begin 

■stand  what  kind  of  creatare  Hope  is. 

MAEGABKT. 

I  is  better,  this  mirth  becomes  you,  John. 

JOHN. 

ne,  if  I  overact  my  mirth. 

It  a  novice,  I  may  All  into  that  error) : 

m  a  sad  indecency,  jroa  know. 

MAEGAEET. 

er  fiMur. 

mistreai  of  yoar  humors, 

shall  frown  or  smile  by  the  book. 

sin  I  shall  be  most  peremptory, 

s  shows  well,  but  that  inclines  to  levity, 

vn  has  too  much  of  the  Woodvil  in  it, 

fine  sonriiine  has  redeem'd  it  quite.'* 

JOHN. 

Mtly  Margaret  robs  me  of  myself! 

MAEOAEKT. 

yoQ  in  your  stead  a  better  self! 

foa  were,  when  these  eyes  first  beheld 

nted  on  your  sprightly  steed.  White  Margeiy, 

land  my  &lher*B  gift, 

my  maidens  gave  my  heart  for  lost 

jTOong  thing  then,  being  newly  come 

Nn  my  convent  education,  where 

sais  I  had  wasted  in  the  bosom  of  France  : 

g  hone  true  Protestant,  jron  call'd  me 

le  heretic  nun.  How  timid-bashlhl 

I  salate  his  love,  being  newly  seen. 

land  term'd  it  a  rare  modesty, 

aed  it  in  a  youth. 

JOHN. 

jgaret  weeps  herself  [AneimcfUIUktard. 

MAEOAEKT. 

ibeDs^  John. 

JOHN. 

w  dM  chiiicb4)ells  of  St  Blary  Ottmy. 
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MAEOAEST. 

I  know  it 

JOHN. 

St  Mary  Ottery,  my  native  village 
in  the  sweet  shire  of  Devon. 
Tliose  are  the  bells. 

MAEOAEIT. 

Wilt  go  to  church,  John? 

JOHN. 

I  have  been  there  already. 

MAEOAEET. 

How  canst  say  thou  hast  been  diere  already  t 
Tlie  bells  are  only  now  ringing  for  morning  service, 
and  hast  thou  bean  at  church  already  f 

/OHN. 
could  not  sleep. 
And  when  Irose,  I  look'd  (as  my  custom  is) 
From  my  chamber-window,  where  I  can  see  the  sun 


And  die  fint  object  I  discem*d 

Was  the  glistering  spiro  of  St  Maiy  Otteiy. 

MAEOAEKT. 

WeU,  John. 

JOHN. 

Then  I  remember'd  'twas  the  sabbath^y. 
Immediately  a  wish  arose  in  my  mind. 
To  go  to  church  and  pray  with  Christian  people. 
And  then  I  check'd  myself)  and  said  to  myself 
**  Thou  hast  been  a  heathen,  John,  these  two  years  past 
(Not  having  been  at  church  in  all  that  time), 
And  is  it  fit,  that  now  for  the  firrt  time 
Thou  shouldst  offend  the  eyes  of  Christian  people 
With  a  murderer's  presence  in  the  house  of  prayer? 
Thou  wouldst  but  discompose  their  pious  thoughts. 
And  do  thyself  no  good :  for  how  couldst  thou  pray. 
With  unwash'd  hands,  and  lips  unused  to  the  offices  f  ** 
And  then  I  at  my  own  presumption  smiled ; 
And  then  I  wept  that  I  should  smile  at  all. 
Having  such  cause  of  grief!    I  wept  outright : 
Teafi  like  a  river  flooded  all  my  face. 
And  I  began  to  pray,  and  found  I  could  pray ; 
And  still  I  yeam'd  to  say  my  pnyen  in  the  dmrdi. 
"  Doubtless  (said  I)  one  might  find  comfort  in  it" 
So  stealing  down  the  stain,  like  one  that  fear'd  de- 
tection. 
Or  was  about  to  act  unlawful  business 
At  that  dead  time  of  dawn, 
I  flew  to  the  church,  and  found  the  doors  wide  open, 
(Whether  by  negligence  I  knew  not, 
Or  some  peculiar  grace  to  me  vouchsafed. 
For  all  things  felt  like  mystery). 

MAEOAEKT. 

Tea. 

JOHN. 

So  entering  in,  not  without  fisar. 

I  past  into  the  fiunily-pew. 

And  covering  up  my  eyes  for  shame. 

And  deep  perception  of  unworthiness, 

Upon  the  little  hassock  knelt  roe  down. 

When  I  so  oft  had  kneel'd, 

A  docUe  mfant  by  Sir  Walter's  side; 

And,  thinkmg  so,  I  wept  a  second  flood 

Blore  poignant  than  the  firrt; 

But  afterwards  wsa  greatly  comforted. 

It  seem'd,  the  guilt  of  blood  wsa  paaring  dnm  me 

Even  in  the  act  and  agony  of  tears. 

And  an  my  mm  fioqpitn^  ^^ 


A  DRAMATIC  SKETCH  OP  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY. 


CHAIIACTER& 


OU  Sermni  intheEamUyqfQuL  Francis  Fahfoux 

STRANCnEl. 
SERVANT. 

OMxmimmer  iuglit»  Sb  Fmncii,  as  it  chanced. 

Was  padng  to  and  (ro  in  the  avenue 

Tliat  weitward  fronts  our  house. 

Among  those  aged  oaks,  nid  to  have  been  planted 

Tliree  hundred  yean  ago 

Bf  a  neighboring  prior  of  the  Fairibrd  name. 

Being  o'ertask'd  in  thought,  he  heeded  not 

Tlie  importunate  suit  of  one  who  stood  bj  the  gate. 

And  begged  an  alms. 

Some  say  he  shoved  her  rudely  fiom  the  gate 

With  angxy  chiding ;  but  I  can  never  think 

(Our  master's  nature  hath  a  sweetness  in  it) 

Hat  he  could  use  a  woman,  an  old  woman, 

With  sudi  discourtesy :  but  he  refused  her^ 

And  better  had  he  met  a  1km  in  his  path 

Hum  that  old  woman  that  night ; 

For  she  was  one  who  practised  the  black  arts. 

And  served  the  devil,  bemg  sinoe  burnt  for  witchcraft. 

She  lookM  at  him  as  one  that  meant  to  blast  him. 

And  with  a  frightful  noise 

(T  was  partly  like  a  woman's  voice. 

And  partly  like  the  hisung  of  a  snake). 

She  nothing  said  but  this  .* — 

(Sir  Frsndfl  told  the  words) 

A  mitckief,  nuM^ief,  witchkf. 

And  a  nine4ime§4aBing  curse. 
By  day  and  by  nigki,  to  the  cak^  vighU 
Who  thaket  the  poor  like  tnakeafrom  hit  door. 

And  shuts  up  the  uxmib  of  his  purse. 

And  still  she  cried 

A  mischi^. 
And  a  ninefold  withering  curse : 
For  that'shaB  come  to  thee  thai  wiU  undo  thee. 
Both  cM  thai  thoufearesi  and  worse. 


So  saying,  she  departed. 
Leaving  Sir  Francis  like  a  man,  beneath 
Whose  feet  a  snaflhMtng  wm  aaddaly  Mmi 
So  he  described  it 

8TRABIGBR. 

A  terrible  curse!  What  followed? 

SERVANT. 

Nothing  immediate,  but  sooie  two  nootb  sAv 
Toung  Philip  Faiiford  suddenly  Mi  ack. 
And  none  could  tell  what  ailed  him;  for  he  Isf, 
And  pined,  and  pined,  till  all  hk  hair  ftU  (4 
And  he  that  was  full-desh'd,  became  as  diia 
As  a  twoHmoDths'  babe  that  has  been  stsrved  is  im 

nuning. 
And  sure  I  think 

He  bore  his  death-wound  like  a  litde  child; 
With  such  rare  sweetness  of  dumb  melancfaoljr 
He  strove  to  clothe  his  agony  in  — ntloi^ 
Which  he  would  foroe  up  in  his  poor  pals  cheds. 
like  Ul-timed  guests  that  had  no  |»opsrdiraDi« 

there; 
And,  when  they  ask*d  him  his  complaint,  ha  fabd 
His  hand  upon  his  heart,  to  show  the  piaee 
Where  Sunn  came  to  him  a^iights,  he  ssid, 
And  prick'd  him  with  a  pin. — 
And  thereupon  Sir  Francis  call*d  to  mind 
TtkB  beggar-witch  that  stood  by  the  gateway 
And  begged  an  alms. 

STRANOBR. 

But  did  the  witch  confess  ? 

SERVANT. 

All  this  and  more  at  her  death. 

STRANQER. 

I  do  not  love  to  credit  tales  of  magic. 
Heaven's  music,  which  is  Order,  seems  uMtning» 
And  this  brave  world 
(The  mystery  of  God)  unbeautified. 
Disordered,  marr'd,  where  such  strange  thii^  us 
acted. 


JVi&crimtiroufit  Ij^ttm. 


HESTER 

When  maidens  such  as  Hester  die, 
Their  place  ye  may  not  well  supply. 
Though  ye  among  a  thousand  try. 
With  vain  endeavor. 

A  month  or  more  hath  she  been  dead. 
Yet  cannot  I  by  foree  be  led 
To  think  upon  the  wormy  bed 
And  her  together. 


A  springy  motion  in  her  gait, 
A  rising  stop,  did  indicate 
Of  pride  and  joy  no  common  rate, 
That  flush'd  her  spirit 


I  know  not  by  what  name  beside 
I  shall  it  call  .* — if  't  was  not  pride, 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  allied, 
^ke  did  inherit 
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Her  puenti  held  tlie  Quaker  rule* 
Which  doth  the  homan  feeling  oool. 
But  she  was  train'd  in  Nature's  school. 
Nature  had  blest  her. 

A  waking  eye,  a  prjring  mind, 
A  heart  that  stirs,  is  hard  to  bind, 
A  hawk's  keen  sight  ye  cannot  blind, 
Ye  could  not  Hester. 

My  aptii^y  neighbor,  gone  before 
To  that  unknown  and  i^ent  shore, 
Shall  we  not  meet,  as  heretofore. 
Some  summer  morning. 

When  fiom  thy  cheerful  ejres  a  ray 
Hath  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day, 
A  bliss  that  would  not  go  away, 
A  sweet  ftire  warning  f 


TO  CHARLES  LLOTD, 
AN  UNEXPECTED  VIBITOR. 

Aix>NX,  obscure,  without  a  firiend, 

A  cheerless,  solitary  thing. 
Why  seeks  my  Lloyd  the  stranger  ootf 

What  ofiering  can  the  stranger  bring 

Of  social  scenes,  home-bred  delif^ts, 
Thai  him  in  aught  compensate  may 

For  Slowey's  pleasant  winter  ni^ts. 
For  loves  and  friendships  for  away  f 


In  brief  obEvion  lo  forego 

Friends,  such  as  thine,  so  justly  dear, 
And  be  awhile  with  me  content 

To  stay,  a  kindly  loiterer,  here : 

For  this  a  gleam  of  random  joy 

Hath  floidk'd  my  onaccustom'd  cheek ; 

And,  with  an  o'erchaiged  bunting  heart, 
I  feel  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

Oh!  sweet  are  all  the  Muses*  lays. 
And  sweet  the  diarm  of  matin  bird ; 

Twas  bog  iinoe  these  estranged  ears 
The  sweeter  Toioe  of  friend  had  heard. 

Tlie  voice  hath  spoke :  the  pleasant  somids 

In  mamorjr's  ear  in  afleMime 
Shall  live,  to  sometimes  rouse  a  tear. 

And  sometimes  prompt  an  honest  rhyme. 

For*  when  the  transient  chaim  is  fled, 
And  when  the  little  week  is  o'er. 

To  cheerless,  friendless,  solitude 
When  I  return,  as  heretofore, 

LoQg,  kmg,  widiin  my  aching  heart 
The  grateful  sense  shall  cherish'd  be  { 

I  ni  think  less  meanly  of  myself^ 
That  Lloyd  will  sometimes  think  oo  me. 


THIi:  THRCE  FRIENOa 

Tbum  foung  maids  in  friendship  met ; 
hbOf,  Martha,  Margaret, 


Margaret  was  taU  and  foir, 

Mar3ia  shorter  by  a  hair ; 

If  the  first  exceird  iu  feature, 

The  other's  grace  and  ease  were  greater ; 

Mary,  though  to  rival  loth. 

In  her  best  gills  equall'd  both. 

They  a  due  proportion  kept ; 

Martha  mourn'd  if  Margaret  wept ; 

Margaret  joy'd  when  any  good 

She  of  Martha  understood ; 

And  in  sympathy  for  either 

Mary  was  outdone  by  neither. 

Thus  for,  for  a  happy  space. 

All  three  ran  an  even  race, 

A  most  constant  friendship  proving. 

Equally  beloved  and  loving ; 

All  their  wishes,  joys,  the  same ; 

Sisters  only  not  in  name. 

Fortune  upon  each  one  smiled, 
As  upon  a  fov'rite  child ; 
Well  to  do  and  well  to  see 
Were  the  parents  of  all  three ; 
Till  on  Martha's  father  crosses 
Brought  a  flood  of  worldly  losses. 
And  his  fortunes  rich  and  great 
Changed  at  once  to  low  estate ; 
Under  which  o'erwhelming  blow 
Martha's  mother  was  laid  low ; 
She,  a  haiJeas  cnrphan  left. 
Of  maternal  care  bereft. 
Trouble  following  trouble  ftst. 
Lay  in  a  sick  bed  at  last 

In  the  depth  of  her  afllctioD 
Martha  now  received  conviction. 
That  a  true  and  feithfiil  friend 
Can  the  surest  comfort  lend. 
Night  and  day,  with  friendship  tried. 
Ever  constant  by  her  side 
Was  her  gentle  Mary  found. 
With  a  love  that  knew  no  bound ; 
And  the  solace  she  imparted 
Saved  her  dying  broken4iearted. 

In  this  scene  of  earthly  fliingB 
Not  one  good  unmixed  springs. 
That  which  had  to  Martha  proved 
A  sweet  consolation,  moved 
Difierent  feelings  of  regret 
In  the  mind  of  Margaret. 
She,  whose  love  was  not  less  dear, 
Nor  affection  less  sincere 
To  her  friend,  was,  by  occaskm 
Of  more  distant  habitatkm. 
Fewer  visits  forced  to  pay  her. 
When  no  other  cause  did  stsy  her;  * 
And  her  Mary  living  nearer, 
Margaret  began  to  foar  her. 
Lest  her  visits  day  by  day 
Martha's  heart  should  steal  away. 
That  whole  heart  she  ill  could  spare  her, 
Where  till  now  she'd  been  a  sharv. 
From  this  cause  wifli  grief  shA  ^giaDaA<. 
TiVV  ^l  \ci\^  Yiftt\MssWJi  ^-wXinRA. 
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AH  her  dieeiful  ■piriii  flew, 
FM  m  Blartha  gathered  new ; 
iliid  her  nckoflM  waied  tore, 
Jaei  when  Blartha  folt  no  moie. 

Bfary.  who  had  quick  rasiacion 
Of  her  alter'd  friend*!  cooditioii. 
Seeing  Martha'e  oonvaleeoenoe 
Lm  demanded  now  her  preeen(.«, 
With  a  goodnen,  built  oo  reaion. 
Changed  her  meaauret  with  the  teann ; 
Tum'd  her  itepe  from  Blartha'e  door, 
Went  where  the  was  wanted  more ; 
All  her  care  and  thoo^ti  were  set 
Now  to  tend  on  Margaret 
Bfary,  living  'twixt  the  two, 
From  her  home  could  oft'ner  go, 
Either  of  her  friende  to  eee. 
Than  they  could  together  be. 

Truth  explain'd  is  to  nispicion 
Evermore  the  beat  physician. 
Socm  her  viaita  had  the  eflect ; 
All  that  Margaret  did  auapect. 
From  her  fimcy  vaniah'd  clean ; 
She  waa  aoon  what  ahe  had  been. 
And  the  color  ahe  did  lack 
To  her  &ded  cheek  came  back. 
Wounda  which  love  had  made  her  feel. 
Love  akme  had  power  to  heaL 

Martha,  who  the  fiiequent  viait 
Now  had  loat,  and  aore  did  miaa  it. 
With  impatience  waxed  crora. 
Counted  Margaret'a  gain  her  loas : 
All  tliat  Mary  did  confer 
On  her  friend,  thought  due  to  her. 
In  her  girluih  bosom  riae 
Little  foolish  jealouaies, 
Which  unto  such  rancor  wrought. 
She  one  day  for  Margaret  aought ; 
Finding  her  by  chance  alone. 
She  began  with  reaaona  abown, 
To  inainuate  a  fear 
Whether  Mary  waa  aincere ; 
Wiah'd  that  Mar^ret  would  take  heed 
Whence  her  actions  did  proceed. 
For  herself,  ahe  'd  long  been  minded 
Not  with  outaides  to  be  blinded ; 
All  that  pity  and  compassion, 
She  believed,  vrwt  affectation ; 
In  her  heart  she  doubted  whether 
Bfary  cared  a  pin  for  either. 
She  could  keep  whole  weeks  at  diatance. 
And  not  know  of  their  exiatence. 
While  all  thinga  remain'd  the  aame ; 
But,  when  some  nusfbrtune  came, 
Thevahe  made  a  great  parade 
Of  her  sympathy  and  aid^— 
Not  that  she  did  really  grieve, 
It  waa  only  make-bdiefx^ 
And  ahe  cared  for  nothing,  ao 
She  might  her  fine  feelinga  ahow, 
And  get  credit,  on  her  part. 
For  a  aoA  and  tender  heart 


Withnoh 
She  feond  metfaodi  to 
BfargareC  (who,  being 
From  the  doabtt  ate  'd  fek  bafiara^ 
Waa  prepared  ftr  nuatraat) 
To  believe  her  leaaoiia  joat ; 
Quite  dcatniy'd  that  oonArt  glad. 
Which  in  Mary  late  die  had ; 
Bfade  her,  in  experience'  afite. 
Think  her  friend  a  hypocrite. 
And  reaolve,  with  cruel  aooflC 
To  renounce  and  cast  her  off 

See  how  good  tamaare  lewanledl 
She  of  both  is  now  diacaidcd. 
Who  to  both  had  becaaolnte 
Tlieir  support  in  low  eainte. 
All  their  comfort,  and  their 
Now  of  both  ia  caat  away. 
But  die  league  her  preseiK«  cheriah'd. 
Losing  its  best  prop,  sooo  perish'd ; 
She,  that  was  a  link  to  either. 
To  keep  them  and  it  together. 
Being  gone,  the  two  (no  wonder) 
That  were  left,  soon  fell  asunder ) — 
Some  civilities  were  kepi. 
But  the  heart  of  friendship  slept : 
'  Love  with  hollow  fenns  was  fed. 
But  the  life  erf*  love  lay  dead : 
A  cold  interoonne  they  held. 
After  Bfaiy  waa  expeil'd. 

Two  long  yBBiu  did  intervene 
Since  they  'd  either  of  them  aeen. 
Or,  by  letter,  any  word 
Of  their  old  companion  heard^ — 
When,  upon  a  day.  once  walking. 
Of  indiflerent  mattera  talking. 
They  a  female  figure  met  j — 
Martha  said  to  Margaret, 
"  That  young  maid  in  free  does  carry 
A  resemblance  strong  of  Mary." 
Margaret  at  nearer  sight 
Own'd  her  observation  right ; 
But  they  did  not  fer  proceed 
Ere  they  knew  't  was  the  indeed. 
She — but  ah !  how  changed  they  view  ha 
From  that  person  which  they  knew  ha ! 
Her  fine  fece  diaeaae  had  acarr*d. 
And  ita  matchless  beauty  mair'd : — 
But  enough  v,-Ba  led  to  trace 
Mary's  sweetneaa — Mary's  grace. 
When  her  eye  did  first  behold  them. 
How  they  bluah'd  I — ^but,  when  she  told  thi 
How  on  a  sick  bed  she  lay 
Bfonths,  while  they  had  kept  away. 
And  had  no  inquiries  made 
If  she  were  aUve  or  dead ; — 
How,  for  want  of  a  true  friend. 
She  was  brought  near  to  her  end. 
And  was  like  so  to  have  died. 
With  no  friend  at  her  bed-side ; — 
How  tho  constant  irritation. 
Caused  by  fruitless  expectatioQ 
Of  their  coming,  had  extended 
Hie  illness,  whoa  die  might  Imva 
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TImd.  O  then,  bow  did  raflection 
Come  oo  them  with  reoollectkio ! 
All  that  she  hed  done  for  them. 
How  it  did  dieir  fiuilt  oondenm! 

Bat  iweet  Mary,  still  the  same, 
Kindly  eased  them  of  their  shame ; 
Spoke  to  them  with  accents  Uand, 
TodL  them  fiiendly  by  the  hand ; 
Boond  them  both  with  pnunise  fi»t. 
Not  to  speak  of  troubles  past ; 
Made  them  on  the  spot  declare 
A  new  league  of  friendship  there ; 
Which,  wiiioat  a  word  of  striiSi, 
Lasted  thenceforth  long  as  lifo. 
Martha  now  and  Mmguet 
Strove  who  most  should  pay  the  debt 
Which  they  owed  her,  nor  did  vaiy 
Ever  after  fiom  their  Mary. 


TO  A  RIVER  IN  WHICH  A  CHILD  WAS 

DROWNED. 

Smiling  river,  smiling  river, 

On  thy  bosom  sunbeams  play ; 
Though  they're  fleeting,  and  retreating, 

Thou  hast  more  deceit  than  they. 

In  thy  dmnnel,  in  thy  channel, 

Choked  with  ooze  and  grav'lly  stooes, 
Deep  immersed,  and  unhearsed, 

3roang  Edward's  corse :  his  bonea 


Ever  whitening,  ever  whitening, 
As  thy  waves  against  them  dash; 

What  thy  torrent  in  the  current, 
Swallow'd,  now  it  helps  to  wash. 

As  if  senseless,  as  if  senseless 
Things  had  fooling  in  this  case ; 

What  so  blindly  and  unkindly, 
It  destroy*d,  it  now  does  grace. 


THE  OLD  FAMILIAR  FACE& 

■Avs  had  playmates,  I  have  had  companions, 
Q  my  dajni  of  childhood,  in  my  joyful  school-days, 
LO,  all  are  gone,  the  old  fomiliar  foces. 

have  been  laughing,  I  have  been  carousing, 
hinldng  late,  sitting  late,  with  my  boaom  croniea, 
kB,  all  are  gone,  the  old  fomiliar  faces. 

loved  a  love  once,  foirest  among  women ; 
3ooed  are  her  doors  on  me,  I  must  not  see  her^ 
Jl,an  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  foces. 

have  a  fiieod,  a  kinder  friend  has  no  man ; 
ike  an  ingrate,  I  left  my  friend  abruptly; 
Jttt  him,  lo  muse  oo  the  old  familiar  faces. 


3hast4ike  I  paced  rouDd  the  haunts  of  my  childhood. 
SarCh  seem*d  a  deoert  I  was  bound  to  travene, 
baking  to  find  the  oU  fomiliar  faces. 

^iflDd  of  my  bosom,  thou  more  than  a  biolher, 
Ykf  w«rt  not  thoa  bom  m  my  fother's  dwelling? 
4  mi^  we  ia!k  of  ibe  iM  AmUur 


How  some  they  have  died,and  some  they  have  left  me^ 
And  some  are  taken  fiom  me ;  all  are  departed ; 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  fomiliar  ftoes. 


HELEN. 

UiGH-BOKN  Helen,  round  your  dwelling 
These  twenty  years  I've  paced  in  viin; 

Haughty  beauty,  ihy  lover's  duty 
Hath  been  to  glory  in  his  pain. 

High-bom  Helen,  proudly  telling 

Stories  of  thy  cold  disdain ; 
I  starve,  I  die,  now  you  comply, 

And  I  no  longer  can  complmn. 

These  twenty  years  I've  lived  on  tears. 
Dwelling  for  ever  on  a  fiown ; 

On  sighs  I  've  fed,  your  scorn  my  bread; 
I  perish  now,  you  kind  are  grown. 


Can  I,  who  loved  my  beloved 

But  for  the  soom  **  was  in  her  eye,** 

Can  I  be  moved  for  my  beloved. 
When  she  **  returns  roe  sigh  for  si^t 


n 


In  stately  pride,  by  my  bed-side. 
High-bom  Helen's  portrait's  hung; 

Deaf  to  my  praise,  my  mournful  lays 
Are  nightly  to  the  portrait  sung. 

To  ^t  I  weep,  nor  ever  sleep, 
Complaining  all  night  Icmg  to  her— 

HdeHj  grown  dd,  no  longer  cold. 
Said,  **  you  to  all  men  I  prefer." 


A  VISION  OF  REPENTANCE. 

I  SAW  a  famous  fountain,  in  my  dream. 
Where  shady  paihwajni  to  a  valley  led ; 

A  weeping  willow  lay  upon  that  stream. 

And  all  around  the  fountain  brink  were  spread 

Wide  branching  trees,  with  daik-green  leaf  lich  dad. 

Forming  a  doubtful  twilight-.-deaoIate  and  sad. 

The  place  was  such,  that  whoso  enter'd  in. 
Disrobed  was  of  eyery  earthly  thought. 

And  straight  became  as  one  that  knew  not  sin. 
Or  to  the  world's  first  innocence  was  broo^ ; 

EInseem'd  it  now.  he  stood  on  holy  ground. 

In  sweet  and  tender  melancholy  wnpt  around. 

A  most  strange  calm  stole  o'er  my  soothed  sprite ; 

Long  time  I  stood,  and  longer  had  I  staid, 
When,  lo !  I  saw,  saw  by  the  sweet  moonlight. 

Which  came  in  silence  o'er  that  silent  shade, 
Where,  near  the  fountain,  somniDfa  like  ddpaib 
Made,  of  that  weeping  wiUow,  garlands  for  her  hair. 

And  eke  with  painful  fingers  she  inwove 
Many  an  uncouth  stem  of  savage  thorn— - 

**  Tlie  willow  garland,  iktA  wsa  lor  her  love. 
And  fAese  her  bleeding  tem^  ^fooki^^Ssm^* 

With  ttffkM  >!«  \wttl  mi^\ssiiX«  w^v 

\AaiiMQfiKro£«aS:9idbA>Nn^^         ' 
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Tb  wham  wfaen  I  addrMt  nifMlf  to  ipMk. 

She  lifted  up  her  eyea,  and  oothing  nid; 
Tlftft  delicate  red  came  mantling  o'er  her  clieek. 

And,  gathering  op  her  knee  attire,  ahe  fled 
To  the  £tfk  covert  of  that  woody  ahade. 
And  in  her  goin|p  aeeoi'd  a  timid  gentle 


Revolnng  in  my  mind  what  thii  ahoald  mean. 
And  ^tAj  that  lovely  lady  plained  bo{ 

Perplex*d  in  thought  at  that  ntyaterioui  aoane. 
And  doubting  tf  't  were  best  lo  atay  or  go^ 

I  caat  mine  evei  in  i^ittfbl  gaae  aroondt 

When  from  the  ahadea  came  alow  a  amaU  and  plain- 
tive aound. 

•*  Piyche  am  I,  who  love  to  dwdl 
In  thne  brown  ahadea,  thia  woody  ddl. 
Where  never  boay  mortal  came. 
Till  now,  to  pry  upon  my  ahame. 


DIALOGUE  BBTWBEN  A  MOIUKI  AXDC 


*'0  LADT,  lay  your  ooady  lobea 

No  longer  may  you  gloiy  in  your  pride.** 


At  thy  feet  what  thou  doat 
Tlie  wateiB  of  repentance  be, 
Which,  night  and  day,  I  moat  augment 
With  teaiB,  like  a  true  penitent 

If  haply  80  my  day  of  grace 
Be  not  yet  paat ;  and  thia  lone  place, 
O*er-afaadowy,dark,  exdudeth  hence 
All  thoughta  but  grief  and  penitence." 

**Why  doat  Atm  weep,  thou gemde  wtaid ! 
And  wktrefore  in.  tkU  barren  akade 
Thy  hidden  thoughU  wUh  aommfeedt 
Can  thing  aofair  repentance  need?" 

**0l  I  have  done  a  deed  of  ahame. 
And  tainted  i>  my  virgin  fiune. 
And  stain'd  the  beauteous  maiden  white 
In  which  my  bridal  robes  were  dight*' 

**And  vho  the  pnmuaed  apouae,  dedare  .- 
And  what  thoae  bridal  garmenta  were.** 

**  Severe  and  saintly  righteousness 
Composed  the  clear  white  bridal  dreas ; 
Jesos,  the  son  of  Heaven's  high  king, 
Bought  with  his  bkiod  the  marriage-ring. 

«  A  wretched  sinful  creature,  I 
Deem*d  lightly  of  that  aacred  tie. 
Gave  to  a  treacherous  world  my  heart. 
And  play'd  the  Iboiish  wanton's  part 

**  Soon  to  theae  murky  shades  I  came. 
To  hide  from  the  sun's  light  my  shame. 
And  still  I  haunt  this  woody  dell. 
And  bathe  me  in  that  healing  well. 
Whose  waters  clear  have  influence 
From  sin's  foul  stains  the  soul  to  cleanse ; 
And,  night  and  day,  I  them  augment 
With  tears,  like  a  true  penitent: 
Until,  due  expiation  made. 
And  fit  atonement  fully  paid. 
Hie  lord  and  bridegroom  me  present, 
Where,  in  sweet  strains  of  high  consent, 
God's  throne  beibre,  the  Serap^m 
Shall  chaunt  the  ecstatic  marriage>hymn." 

*•  Now  Chriat  realore  thee  soon*' — ^I  said. 
And  IbeDOeforth  all  my  dream  waa  fled. 


Wherefice  khdnj  an  ""g^g  in 
Sad  soQgs,  woe  made  so  loqg  afo^  my  dea 
Thia  day  I  am  to  be  a  bride,  yon  kmm. 
Why  aing  sad  aonga,  were  made  ao  kmg  a^ 


O,  modier  lay  your  oosdy  robea 

For  you  may  never  be  •notfaer's  bride. 

That  line  I  leam'd  noMi  the  old  sm! 


I  pray  thee,  pretty  one,  now  hold  diy 
Play  with  the  brkle^naida,  and  be  glad,  m/ 
For  thou  shalt  be  a  aeoond  fiuher's  joy. 

CHILD. 

One  fiuher  fimdled  me  upon  hia  knee. 
One  fiidier  is  enough,  akme,  fiir 


QUEEN  ORIANA'S  DREABi 

Oil  a  bank  with  rosea  afanded. 
Whose  sweet  scent  the  violels  aided, 
Vu>lelB  whose  breath  nlone 
Yields  but  feeble  smell  or  none. 
(Sweeter  bed  Jove  ne'er  reposed  on 
When  his  eyes  Ol3rmpus  closed  on\ 
While  o'er  head  six  slaves  did  hold 
Canopy  of  cloth  o'  gold. 
And  two  more  did  music  keep. 
Which  might  Juno  lull  to  sleep, — 
Oriana,  who  was  queen 
To  the  mighty  Tamerlane. 
That  was  lord  of  all  the  land 
Between  Thrace  and  Somarchaod. 
While  the  noon-tide  fervor  becun'd. 
Mused  herself  to  sleep,  and  drramd. 

Thus  fiff,  in  magnific  strain. 
A  young  poet  soothed  Ms  vein. 
But  he  IukI  nor  prose  nor  numbers 
To  express  a  princess'  slumbers. — 
Youthful  Richard  had  strai^e  fanctM. 
Was  deep  verKd  in  old  nxnancee, 
And  could  talk  whole  houra  upon 
The  great  Cham  and  Preater  Joho< — 
Tell  the  field  in  which  the  So|4u 
From  the  Tartar  won  a  trophy — 
What  he  read  with  such  delight  of. 
Thought  he  could  as  ensily  write  o^ 
But  liM  over.young  invention 
Kept  not  pace  with  bra\'e  intention 
Twenty  suns  did  rise  and  set 
And  he  could  no  further  grt ; 
But  unablo  to  proceed. 
Made  a  virtue  out  of  need. 
And  his  labors  \\  iaclier  deera'd  of. 
Did  omil  what  the  qum  drmm*d  of. 
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A  BALLAD, 

IHQ  TBS  IHFrSEBNOI  OF  MCB  AND  POOR,  IN 
■B  WATS  OP  A  RICH  NOBLl't  PALACE  AND  A  POOR 
rORKHOUIB. 


To  tiM  Tima  of  tiM '*  Old  aod  Yooof  Coortitr.*' 


i  ooidy  pakoe  Tooth  goet  clad  in  gold ; 
I  wretclMd  wofkhome  Age's  limbi  are  ooM : 
tro  tfaey  iH,  tlie  old  meo  by  a  shivering  fiie^ 
I  ckae  and  doaer  oowering,  warmth  it  £eir  denitt. 

I  ootdy  palace,  when  the  brave  gallants  dine, 
ly  have  store  of  good  venison,  with  old  canary  wine, 
h  singing  and  music  ^|ribighten  the  cheer; 
use  bits,  with  gradging^lre  the  pauper's  best  &re. 

i  costly  palace  Tooth  is  still  caress*d 

i  train  of  attendants  whidi  laogh  at  my  yooiig 

Lord's  jest; 
i  wretched  workhoose  the  contrary  prevails : 
s  Age  begin  to  prattle  I— no  man  heark'nelfa  to 

his  tides. 

i  costly  palace,  if  the  child  with  a  pin 

bat  chsnce  to  piM^  a  finger,  straight  the  doctor  is 

called  in;  • 

I  wretched  wotkhoose  men  are  left  to  perish 
want  of  proper  cordials,  vrhich  their  old  age 

■u|dit  cherish. 

I  costly  palace  Tooth  enjoys  his  loai; 
I  wretched  workhouse.  Age,  in  comeis  thrust, 
oks  upon  the  former  days,  when  he  was  well  to  do, 
I  children  to  stand  by  him,  both  friends  and  kins- 
men toa 

I  costly  palace  Youth  his  temples  hides 
h  a  new  devised  peruke  that  rsaches  to  his  sides; 
.  wretdied  workhouse  Age's  crown  is  bare, 
h  a  few  thin  locks  just  to  fence  out  the  cold  air. 

leace,  as  in  war,  'tis  our  young  gallants'  pride, 
valk,  each  one  i'  the  streets,  with  a  rapier  by  his  side, 
t  none  to  do  them  injury  may  have  pretence ; 
>tched  Age,  in  poverty,  must  brook  oflence. 


HTPOCHONDRIACUa 

By  myself  walking, 
To  myself  talking. 
When  as  I  ruminate 
On  my  untoward  fiite. 
Scarcely  seem  I 
Alone  sufficiently. 
Black  thoughts  continually 
Crowding  my  privacy ; 
They  come  unbidden, 
like  foes  at  a  wedding. 
Thrusting  their  faces 
In  better  guests'  places. 
Peevish  and  malcontent, 
Clownish,  impertinent. 
Dashing  the  merriment: 


So  in  like  ftshions 

Dim  cogitations 

Follow  and  haunt  me, 

Striving  to  daunt  me. 

In  my  heart  festering. 

In  my  ears  whispering, 

*'  Thy  friends  are  treacherous. 

Thy  foes  are  dangerous. 

Thy  dreams  ominous.* 


I  *> 


Fierce  Anthropophagi, 
Spectra,  Diaboli, 
What  scared  St  Anthony, 
Hobgoblins,  Lemures, 
Dreams  of  Antipodes^ 
Night-riding  Incubi 
Troubling  the  &ntasy. 
All  dire  illusions 
Causing  confurions ; 
Figments  heretical. 
Scruples  fantastical, 
Doubts  diabolical, 
Abaddon  vexeth  me^ 
Maho  perplexeth  me, 
Lucifer  teareth  me 

Jesu!  Maria!  Ubenla  not  iA  his  dirit  friMimihn 


A  FAREWELL  TO  TOBACCa 

Blay  die  Babylonish  curse 
Straight  confound  my  stammering  verse. 
If  I  can  a  passage  see 
In  this  word-pe^exity. 
Or  a  fit  expression  find. 
Or  a  language  to  my  mind, 
(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scant) 
To  take  leave  of  ihee,  great  plant  ! 
Or  in  any  terms  relate 
Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate : 
For  I  hate,  yet  love,  thee  so. 
That,  whichever  thing  I  show,  * 
The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 
A  OHistrain'd  hjrperbole, 
And  the  passion  to  proceed 
More  from  a  mistress  than  a  weed. 

Sooty  retainer  to  the  vine, 
Bacchus'  black  ser\-ant,  negro  fine ; 
Sorcerer,  that  makest  us  dole  upon 
Thy  begrimed  com|Jexi(m, 
And,  for  thy  pernicious  sake. 
More  and  greater  oaths  to  break 
Than  recbiimcd  lovers  take 
'Gainst  women :  thou  thy  siege  dost  lay 
Much  too  in  the  female  way. 
While  thou  suck'st  the  kb'ring  breath 
FIteter  than  kisses,  or  than  death. 

Thou  in  such  a  cloud  dost  bind  us, 
That  our  worst  foes  cannot  find  us. 
And  ill  fortune,  that  would  thwart  us. 
Shoots  at  rovers,  shooting  at  us; 
While  each  man,  through  thy  heightening 
Does  like  a  —HHwg.  boRsasn^ 
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And  an  aboat  ai  don  expren 
(Fmncf  and  wH  in  ricbort  6itm) 
A  Btolian  Inritfiihif. 

TlKm  thfoo^  iiidi  a  milt  dart  ibow  Hi, 
Tliat  our  beat  fiiendt  do  not  know  uk 
And,  fiir  thoaa  allowed  featniMp 
Doe  to  naiooable  ereatoiea, 
Iikea*it  na  to  Ml  Cbimem. 
Monataia  tfaat»  who  aee  oa,  fear  xm ; 
Wona  than  Carberv  or  Qaymk, 
Or,  who  fiiBt  loved  a  dood,  Ldon. 

Baodma  we  know,  and  we  allow 
Hia  tipajr  ritei.    Bat  what  art  thou, 
llat  bat  by  reflex  canst  ahow 
What  his  deity  can  do^ 
As  the  lalse  Egyptian  spell 
Aped  the  true  Hebrew  miiade  t 
Some  few  vapon  thou  mayst  raise, 
Tlie  weak  brain  may  serve  to  amaie, 
But  to  the  reins  and  nobler  heart 
Canst  nor  life  nor  heat  impart 

Brodier  of  Bacchos,  later  bom. 
The  old  world  was  sare  forlorn. 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
Tlie  god's  victories  than  before 
All  his  panthers,  and  the  brawls 
Of  his  piping  Bacchanals. 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow, 
(^  jodge  of  tkee  meant:  only  thoa 
His  true  Indian  conquest  art ; 
And,  for  ivy  round  his  dart. 
The  refonned  god  now  weaves 
A  finer  thyrsus  of  thy  leaves. 

Scent  to  match  thy  rich  perfume 
Chemic  art  did  ne'er  presume 
Through  her  quaint  alembic  strain. 
None  so  sov'reign  to  the  brain. 
Nature,  diat  did  in  thee  excel. 
Framed  again  no  second  smell. 
Rosea,  violets,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys. 
Or  for  greener  damsels  meant ; 
Thou  art  the  only  manly  scent 

Stinking*st  of  the  stinking  kind. 
Filth  of  the  mouth  and  fog  of  the  mind, 
Africa,  that  brags  her  foyson. 
Breeds  no  such  prodigious  poison. 
Henbane,  nigfat^iade,  both  together, 
Hnnlock,  aamite 

Nay,  rather. 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtue ; 
Blisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  you. 
T  was  but  in  a  son  I  blamed  thee ; 
None  e*er  prosper'd  who  defomed  thee ; 
Irony  all.  and  feign'd  abase. 
Such  as  perplexed  lovers  ose 
At  a  need,  when,  in  despair 
To  paint  forth  their  fairest  foir, 
Ot  fai  part  bat  to  eipiess 
7%tt  asDaadiiiy 


Which  dieir  ftndaa  dodft  flo  aciike, 
lliey  boiTOW  kngoage  of  dislike; 
And,  instead  of  Dearaat  Afaa, 
Jewel,  UoDey,  SwetHhem,  Btim, 
And  those  fonna  of  old  ■jfamwiy, 

Call  her  Cockatrice  and  SnBp 
Banlisk.  and  all  diat'a  eril. 
Witch,  Hyena,  Memaid,  Derfl. 
Ethiop,  Wench,  and  Blackamoor. 
Monkey,  Ape,  and  twenty 
Friendly  Trait'iesa,  Vrving 
Not  that  she  is  mdy  so* 
But  no  other  way  diey  know 
A  contentment  to  expccsa, 
Boiden  so  npon  exoesa. 
That  they  do  noi  riMdy  wnt 
Whether  it  be  padNriioL 

Or.  as  men,  constrain*d  to  part 
With  what's  nearest  to  their  hcairt 
While  their  sorrow's  at  the  height 
Lose  discrimination  quite. 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  foil. 
To  appease  their  frantic  gaU, 
On  tibe  dariing  thing  whatever. 
Whence  they  ieel  it  deadi  to  aever. 
Though  it  be,  as  they,  perforce. 
Guiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 

For  I  must  (nor  let  it  grieve  thee. 
Friendliest  of  plants,  that  I  moiO  lmt\ 
For  thy  sake,  tobacco.  I 
.  WouM  do  anything  but  die. 
And  but  seek  to  extend  my  days 
Long  enough  to  sing  thy  praise. 
But  ai  the,  who  once  hath  been 
A  king's  ccmsort  is  a  queen 
Ever  after,  nor  mill  bate 
Any  tittle  of  her  state. 
Though  a  widow,  or  divorced. 
So  I,  from  thy  convene  forced. 
The  old  name  and  style  retain, 
A  right  Catherine  of  Spain ; 
And  a  seat  loo,  'mongst  the  jo>-s 
Of  the  blest  Tobacco  Boys ; 
Where,  though  I.  by  sour  phwician. 
Am  debarr'd  the  full  fruitioo 
Of  thy  fovors,  I  may  catch 
Some  collateral  sweets,  and  snatch 
Sidelong  odori,  that  give  life 
Like  glances  from  a  netghbor*a  wife ; 
And  still  Uve  in  the  by-placea 
And  the  suburbs  of  thy  graces ; 
And  in  thy  borders  take  delight. 
An  anoQoquer'd  Canaanite. 


TO  T.  U  H. 

A  CHILD. 

MoDKL  of  diy  parent  dear. 
Serious  infiuit  worth  a  fear; 
In  thy  unfidtering  \isage  well 
Picturing  forth  the  son  of  TxLL, 
When  on  his  fbrebead.  firm  and  good. 
Motionless  naik.  the  apple  stood ; 
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OuilelflH  traitor,  rebel  mild. 
Convict  unconadouf;  culprit^hild ! 
Gmtet  that  clon  with  iron  roar 
Have  been  to  thee  thy  nuraery-door ; 
Chains  that  clink  in  dieerleai  oeOa 
Have  been  thy  rattlee  and  thy  beUa ; 
Walla  contrived  for  giant  nn 
Have  hemm'd  thy  iaultleai  weakne«  in ; 
Near  thy  linlev  bed  black  Guilt 
Her  discordant  home  hath  built. 
And  fiird  it  with  her  nwmtioua  brood— 
Sights,  by  thee  not  underrtood— 
Si^ti  of  fear,  and  of  distress, 
Tiat  pass  a  harmless  infiuit*s  guess ! 

But  the  clouds,  t^^vercast 
Thy  young  mormnj^py  not  last. 
Soon  shall  arrive  the  rescuing  hour, 
Tliat  yields  thee  up  to  Nature's  power. 
Nature,  that  so  late  dodi  greet  thee, 
Shall  in  o'erflowing  measure  meet  thee. 
She  shall  leoompense  with  cost 
For  every  lesson  thou  hast  lost 
Then  wandering  up  thy  sire's  loved  hill,' 
Thou  Shalt  take  thy  airy  fill 
Of  health  and  pastime.  Bird$  tkaU  mmg 
#br  thy  ddigki  each  JUay  tnormng. 
*hDA  new-yeam'd  lambkins  thou  shalt  play. 
Hardly  less  a  lamb  than  they. 
Then  thy  prison's  lengthen'd  bound 
ShaU  be  the  horinm  skirting  round. 
And,  while  thou  fiUest  thy  lap  with  flowers, 
To  make  amends  fi>r  wintry  hours. 
The  breeie,  the  sunshine,  and  the  place, 
ShaU  from  thy  tender  brow  eflace 
Each  vestige  of  untimely  care, 
lliat  sour  restraint  had  graven  there ; 
And  on  diy  every  look  impress 
A  more  excelling  childishness. 

So  shall  be  thy  days  beguiled, 
Thornton  Hunt,  my  &vorite  child. 


BALLAD. 

flOM  TBE  GERMAN. 

Vmrn  ckmds  are  blackening,  the  storms 
And  ever  the  forest  maketh  a  moan : 

BDowB  are  breaking,  the  damsel's  heart 
Thns  by  herself  she  singelh  alone, 
Weeping  right  plenteoosly. 


**ni0  world  is  empty,  the  heart  is  dead  surely, 
In  diis  world  plaiiily  all  seemeth  amiss : 

iy>  tiqr  breast,  holy  one,  take  now  thy  little  one, 
I  bRve  had  earnest  of  all  earth's  blia, 
living  right  lovingly." 


DAVm  m  THE  CAVE  OF  ADULLABl 

David  and  his  three  captains  bold 
Kept  ambush  once  within  a  hold. 


9K 


It  was  in  AduUam's  cave. 

Nigh  which  no  water  they  could  have^ 

Nor  spring,  nor  running  brook  was  near 

To  quench  the  thirst  diat  parch'd  them  diers 

Then  David,  king  of  Israel, 

Straight  bethought  him  of  a  well. 

Which  stood  beside  the  city  gate. 

At  Bethlehem;  where,  before  his  state 

Of  kingly  dignity,  he  had 

Oft  drunk  his  fill,  a  shepherd  lad  ; 

But  now  his  fierce  Philistine  foe 

Encamp'd  before  it  he  does  know. 

Yet  ne'er  the  less,  with  heat  opprest, 

Those  three  bold  captains  he  addrest. 

And  wish'd  that  one  to  him  would  bring 

Some  water  from  his  native  spring. 

His  valiant  captains  instantly 

To  execute  his  will  did  fly. 

The  mighty  Three  the  ranks  broke  through 

Of  armed  foes,  and  water  drew 

For  David,  their  beloved  king, 

At  his  own  sweet  native  spring. 

Back  through  their  armed  foes  fliey  hasHi 

With  the  lurd-eam'd  treasure  graced. 

But  when  the  good  king  David  found 

What  they  had  done,  he  on  the  ground 

The  water  pour'd.  **  Because,"  said  he, 

**  That  it  was  at  the  jeopardy 

Of  your  three  lives  this  thing  ye  did. 

That  I  should  drink  it,  God  fortad.** 


SALOME. 


Onoi  on  a  charger  there  was  kid, 
And  brought  before  a  royal  maid, 
As  price  of  attitude  and  grace, 
A  goiltleas  head,  a  holy  &oe. 


It  was  on  Herod's  natal  day. 
Who  o'er  Judea's  land  held  sway. 
He  married  lus  own  brother's  wifo. 
Wicked  Herodias.  She  the  lifo 
Of  John  the  Baptist  long  had  sought,    . 
Because  he  openly  had  taught 
That  she  a  lifo  unlawful  led. 
Having  her  husband's  brother  wed. 

This  was  he,  that  saintly  John, 
Who  in  the  wilderness  alone 
Abiding,  did  for  clothing  wear 
A  garment  made  of  camels'  hair ; 
Honey  and  locusts  were  his  food. 
And  he  was  most  severely  good. 
He  preached  penitence  and  tears. 
And  waking  first  the  sinner's  foars. 
Prepared  a  path,  made  smooth  a  way. 
For  his  diviner  Blaster's  day. 

Herod  kept  in  princely  state 
His  birth-di^.  On  his  throne  he  sate, 
After  the  feast,  beholding  her 
Who  danced  with  grace  peculiar ; 
Fair  Salome,  who  did  excel 
All  in  that  land  for  dancing  welL 
The  feastful  nmiardi*s  heart  was  flrsd. 
And  wiMitf « lUnn^ua  «MKMk, 
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TiKNigfa  half  hii  kingdom  it  riKMild  be. 
He  in  his  pleemire  swore  that  he 
Would  give  the  graceful  Salome. 
Tlie  damsel  vi-as  Herodias*  daughter : 
She  to  the  queen  hastes,  and  besought  her 
To  teach  her  what  great  gift  to  name. 
Instructed  bjr  Herodias,  came 
The  damsel  back ;  to  Herod  said, 
**  Give  me  John  the  Baptist's  head  ; 
And  in  a  charger  let  it  be 
Hither  straightway  brought  to  me." 
Herod  her  suit  would  fain  deny. 
But  for  his  oath's  sake  must  comply. 

When  painters  would  by  art  express 
Beauty  in  unloveliuess, 
llwe,  Herodias*  daughter,  thee, 
lliey  fittest  subject  uike  to  be. 
They  give  thy  form  and  features  grace ; 
But  ever  in  thy  beauteous  (ace 
lliey  show  a  stedfitst  cruel  gaze, 
An  eye  unpitying ;  and  amaze 
In  all  beholders  deep  they  mark. 
That  thou  betrayost  not  one  spark 
Of  foeling  for  the  ruthless  deed. 
That  did  thy  praiseful  dance  succeed. 
For  on  the  head  they  make  you  look, 
As  if  a  sullen  joy  you  took, 
A  cruel  triumph,  wicked  pride. 
That  for  your  sport  a  saint  had  died. 


UNES 

■DOOKfTKD  BT  A  PICTURE  OF  TWO  FEMALES  BY 
LEONARDO  DA  VINCI. 

The  lady  Blanch,  regardless  of  all  her  lovers'  fears, 
To  the  Urs'line  cwivcnt  hastens,  and  long  the  Abbess 

hears. 
"  O  Blanch,  my  child,  repent  ye  of  the  courtly  life  ye 

lead." 
Blanch  look'd  on  a  rose-bud,  and  litilc  seem'd  to  heed. 
She  look*d  on  the  roec-bud,  she  look'd  round,  and 

thought 
On  all  her  heart  had  whisper'd  and  all  the  Nun  had 

taught 
**  I  am  worshipp'd  by  lovers,  and  brightly  shines  my 

fiune, 
All  Christendom  rcsoundeth  the  noble  Blanch's  name. 
Nor  shall  I  quickly  wither  like  the  rose-bud  from  the 

tree. 
My  queen-Uke  graces  shining  when  my  beauty's  gone 

fifom  me. 
But  when  the  sculptured  marble  is  raised  o'er  my  head, 
And  the  matchless  Blanch  lies  lifeless  among  the 

noble  dead. 
This  saintly  lady  Abbess  hath  made  me  justly  fear, 
It  would  nothing  well  avail  me  that  I  were  wor 

shipp'd  here." 


LINES 
Off  THE  SAME  PirrrRE  being  removed,  to  make 

PLACE  FOR  A  PORTRAIT  OF  A  LADY  BY  TITIAN. 

Who  art  thou,  fiur  one,  who  usurp'st  the  place 
Of  Bkocfa  the  lady  of  the  maichleas  grace? 


Come,  fiur  and  praCty.  tell  to  me. 
Who,  in  thy  lifintime.  ihoa  might'sit  beu 
Thou  pretty  art  and  &ir. 
But  with  the  lady  Blanch  Ihoo  neTer 
No  need  for  Blanch  her  history  to  tell ; 
Whoever  saw  her  foce,  they  tfiere  did  md  it 
But  when  I  look  on  thee,  I  only  know 
There  lived  a  pretty  maid  aome  hnndied 


ON  TBK  CELKERATKD  FICTUKX  ST  LBONAlBOBa 
CALLED  THE  TlSOIir  OF  THB  BOCD. 

While  young  John  mna  to  greet 

The  greater  In&nt's  ft]^ 

The  Mother,  standing  ^^mth 

Of  devout  admiration. 

Beholds  the  engaging  myatic  play,  and  pntt^t 

Nor  knows  as  yet  the  full  event 

Of  those  so  low  beginninga. 

From  whence  we  date  our  wimunga. 

But  w(Hideni  at  the  intent 

Of  those  new  ritea,  and  wbnt  llnl  aliiimi 

ship  meant. 
But  at  her  side 
An  angel  doth  abide. 
With  such  a  perfect  joy 
As  no  dim  doubts  alloy. 
An  intuition, 
A  glory,  an  amenity, 
Pteing  thedaik  condition 
Of  blind  humanity. 
As  if  he  surely  knew 
All  the  blest  wonders  should  enrae. 
Or,  he  had  lately  left  the  upper  sphere. 
And  had  read  all  the  sov'reign  siehemei  and  6fm 

riddles  there. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

Maternal  lady  with  the  virgin  grace. 

Heaven-bom  thy  Jesua  seemeth  sure. 

And  thou  a  virgin  pure. 

Lady  most  perfect,  when  thy  sinlesi 

Men  look  upon,  they  wiah  to  be 

A  Catholic,  Madonna  fiur,  to  wocahip  Aee. 


CHILDHOOD. 

In  my  poor  mind  it  is  most  aweet  to  mose 
Upon  the  days  gone  by ;  to  act  in  thooght 
Past  seascms  o'er,  and  be  again  a  child ; 
To  sit  in  fancy  on  the  turf-clad  dope, 
Do>%'n  which  the  child  would  roll ;  to  plodtgay 
Make  posies  in  the  sun,  which  the  child's  hiai 
(Childhood  efiended  soon,  soon  reoooctled> 
Would  throw  away,  and  straight  take  up  agaik 
Then  fling  them  to  the  winda,  and  o'er  the  hm 
Bound  with  so  playful  and  so  light  a  foot. 
That  the  press'd  daisy  scarce  declined  her 


THE  GRANDAME. 

On  the  green  hill  top^ 
Hard  by  the  house  of  pnyer,  a  modeaC  rooC 
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diatinguish'd  from  its  neighbor-bara, 
a  ■lender-tapering  length  of  spire, 
ndaroe  tleepe.     A  plain  stone  barely  teUa 
le  and  date  to  the  chance  passenger, 
y  bom  was  she,  and  long  had  eat, 
n'd,  the  bread  of  service . — hers  waa  else 
ing  spirit,  one  that  entertain'd 
base  action,  deed  dishonorable, 
;  unseemly.     I  remember  well 
jrend  image :  I  remember,  too, 
lat  a  leal  she  served  her  master's  houae ; 
V  the  prattling  tongue  of  garrulous  aga 
d  to  recount  the  ofUold  tale 
lote  domestic.     Wise  she  was, 
ndrous  skill'd  in  genealogies, 
Id  in  apt  and  voljrfile  terms  discoone 
I,  of  tides,  and  araances ; 
iagea,  and  intermarriages ; 
ship  remote,  or  near  of  kin ; 
ds  oOended,  fiunily  disgraced — 
high-bom,  but  wayward,  disobeying 
strict  if^unction,  and  regardless 
ix'd  blood,  and  toicestry  remote, 
[  to  wed  with  one  of  low  degree, 
e  are  not  thy  praises ;  and  I  wrong 
lor'd  memory,  recording  chiefly 
ight  or  trivial     Better  'twere  to  tell, 
th  a  nobler  leal,  and  warmer  love, 
red  her  keavtnly  Matter.     I  have  seen 
yerend  ibrm  bent  down  with  age  and  pain, 
kling  malady.     Yet  not  for  this 
ihe  to  praise  her  Maker,  or  withdrew 
It  in  Him,  her  faith,  and  humble  hope— 
Lly  had  she  leam'd  to  bear  her  cross 
had  studied  patience  in  the  school 
It,  much  oomibrt  she  had  thence  derived, 
s  a  follower  of  the  NAZAaKfti. 


THE  SABBATH  BELLS. 

Berful  sabbath  bells,  wherever  heard, 
•leasant  on  the  sense,  most  like  the  voice 
who  from  the  tu-off  hills  proclaims 
of  good  to  Zion :  chiefly  when 
ierdng  tiMies  fall  tudden  on  the  ear 
oontemplant,  solitary  man, 
houghts  abstruse  or  high  have  chanced  to  lure 
t>m  the  walks  of  men,  revolving  oft, 
again,  hard  matter,  which  eludes 
fflea  his  pursuit — thoughtsick  and  tired 
roveny,  where  no  end  appears, 
>  to  his  reaearch,  the  lonely  man 
ishes  for  society  again, 
us  engaged,  the  sabbath  bells  salute 
.'  his  heart  awakes,  his  ears  drink  in 
eering  music ;  his  relenting  soul 
after  all  the  joys  of  social  lifo, 
fWns  vrith  the  love  of  human-kind. 


Where  the  perpetual  flowers  of  Eden  blow ; 
By  crystal  streams,  and  by  the  living  waters, 
Along  whose  margin  grows  the  wondrous  tree 
Whose  leaves  shall  heal  the  nations ;  underneath 
Whose  holy  shade  a  refuge  shall  be  found 
From  pain  and  want,  and  all  the  ills  that  wait 
On  mortal  life,  fiom  sin  and  death  for  ever. 


f  EMPLOYED  ON   DIVINE  8UBJECT& 

lant  Fancy  was  a  wanderer  over, 
enthusiast  maid.     Slie  loves  lo  walk 
tviffat  visions  of  empyreal  light, 
graan  paatores,  and  the  fragrant  me>di, 


COMPOSED  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

FftOM  broken  visions  of  perturbed  rest 
I  wake,  and  start,  and  fisar  to  sleep  again. 
How  total  a  privation  of  all  sounds. 
Sights,  and  fiuniliar  objects,  man,  bird,  beast, 
Herb,  tree,  or  flower,  and  prodigal  light  of  heaven ! 
T  were  some  relief  to  catch  the  drowsy  cry 
Of  the  mechanic  watchman,  or  the  noise 
Of  revel,  reeling  home  fiom  midnight  cupa. 
Those  are  the  meanings  of  the  dying  man. 
Who  lies  in  the  upper  chamber ;  lestleH  moans. 
And  interrupted  only  by  a  cough 
Consumptive,  torturing  the  viraated  lungs. 
So  in  the  bitterness  of  death  he  lies. 
And  waits  in  anguish  for  the  rooming's  light 
What  can  that  do  for  him,  or  what  restore  f 
Short  taste,  faint  sense,  afllecting  notices. 
And  little  images  of  pleasures  past. 
Of  health,  and  active  life — ^health  not  yet  slain. 
Nor  the  other  grace  of  life,  a  good  name,  sold 
For  sin's  black  wages.    On  his  tedious  bed 
He  writhes,  and  turns  him  fiom  the  accusing  light, 
And  finds  no  comfort  in  the  sun,  but  says 
-  When  night  comes,  I  shall  get  a  little  rest" 
Some  fewgroans  more, death  comes,  and  there  an  end. 
'Tis  darkness  and  conjecture,  all  beyond ; 
Weak  Nature  fears,  though  Charity  must  hope, 
And  Fancy,  most  licentious  on  such  themes 
Where  decent  reverence  well  had  kept  her  mule. 
Hath  o'er«tock'd  hell  with  devils,  and  brought  down. 
By  her  enormous  fablingi  and  mad  lies. 
Discredit  on  the  gospel's  serious  truths 
And  salutary  fiMus.    The  man  of  parts, 
Pbet,  or  prose  declaimer,  on  his  couch 
Lolling,  like  one  indifllerent,  fiibricates 
A  heaven  of  gold,  where  he,  and  such  as  be, 
Tlieir  heads  encompassed  with  crowns,  their  haeb 
With  fine  wings  garlanded,  shall  tread  the  stars 
Beneath  their  feet,  heaven's  pavement,  for  remorad 
From  damned  spirits,  and  the  torturing  criea 
Of  men,  his  brethren,  ftshion'd  of  the  earth. 
As  he  was,  nourish'd  with  the  selfsame  bread. 
Belike  his  kindred  or  companions  once- 
Through  everlasting  ages  now  divorced. 
In  chains  and  savage  torments  to  repent 
Short  years  of  foUy  on  earth,  llieir  groana  tmliMid 
In  heav'n,  the  saint  nor  pity  feels,  nor  care. 
For  those  thus  sentenced— pity  might  disturb 
Th6  delicate  sense  and  most  divine  raposa 
Of  spirits  angelical.     Blessed  be  God, 
Tlie  measure  of  his  judgments  is  not  fiz'd 
By  man's  erroneous  standard.     He  discerns 
No  such  inordinate  difierence  and  vast 
Betwixt  the  sinner  and  the  saint,  to  doom 
Such  disptoportion'd  folea.    CowvuM^^'vJtii^^i^^ 
No  «nn  oik  ••ittk  k  YAi  oifiK^ '.  ^iri  >■*► 
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SlaiMl  ID  hii  B^  apfvoved,  who  aihii  M 
Tlielr  litde  cwwni  of  wme  cait,  and  yieM 
TV,  him  of  to  own  woita  the  pwiie,  h»  dua 


UVING  WITHOUT  GOD  IN  THE  WORLD. 

MrmRT  of  God!  Ihaa  btmvo  and  beanteona  worid 
Blade  frir  with  Ui^  and  duide  and  atan  and  flowen, 

Blade  fetffol  and  angnat  with  wooda  and  roda, 

Jitgg'd  pracipice.  black  monntain,  aea  in  rtor- 

Son,  over  all,  that  no  co-rival  owna. 

But  throo^  heavon'a  paTem«nt  ridea,  aa  m 

Or  mockeiy  of  the  litden«a  of  man! 

I  aee  a  mi^ty  ann,  by  man  unaeen, 

Hwiatlfii  DSt  to  be  oontioU*d,  that  guideap 

in  8(^tode  of  ondiared  eneigiea, 

All  theae  thy  ceaaeleaB  miraclea,  O  worid ! 

Arm  of  the  worid,  I  view  thee,  and  I  mnae 

On  man,  who,  tniating  in  hia  mortal  strength, 

hmat  oo  a  shadowy  stafil  a  staff  of  dreams. 

We  cooaecrate  our  total  hopea  and  ftars 

TV>  idols,  flesh  and  blood,  oar  love  (heaven's  due), 

Oar  praise  and  admiration ;  praise  bestowed 

By  T"""  on  man,  and  acts  of  worship  dooa 

IV)  a  kindled  nature,  certes  do  reflect 

Some  portion  of  the  glory  and  rays  oblique 

Upon  the  politic  worshipper.    So  man 

Extracti  a  pride  from  his  humility. 

Some  braver  spirits  of  the  modem  stamp 

Afiect  a  Godhead  nearer:  These  talk  loud 

Of  mind,  and  independent  intellect. 

Of  energies  omnipotent  in  man. 

And  man  of  his  own  fi&te  artificer ; 

Yea,  of  his  own  life  lord,  and  of  the  days 

Of  his  abode  on  earth,  when  time  shall  be 

That  life  immortal  shall  become  an  art. 

Or  death,  by  chymic  practices  deceived. 

Forego  the  scent,  which  for  six  thousand  years 

Like  a  good  hound  he  has  follow'd ;  or  at  length, 

More  manners  learning,  and  a  decent  sense 

And  reverence  of  a  philosophic  world. 

Relent,  and  leave  to  prey  on  carcasses. 

Bat  these  are  &ncies  of  a  few :  the  rest, 

Atheists,  or  Deists  only  in  the  name. 

By  word  or  deed  deny  a  God.    They  eat 

Their  daily  bread,  and  draw  the  breath  of  heaven 

Without  or  thought  or  thanks ;  heaven's  roof  to  them 

Is  but  a  painted  ceiling  hung  with  lamps, 

No  more,  that  lighte  them  to  their  purposes. 

They  wander  "  loose  about ;"  they  nothing  see, 

Themselves  except,  and  creatures  like  themselves. 

Short-lived,  shortsighted,  impotent  to  save. 

So  on  their  dissolute  spirits,  soon  or  late, 

Destruction  oometh  "  like  an  armed  man," 

Or  like  a  dream  of  murder  in  the  night. 

Withering  their  mortal  Acuities,  and  breaking 

The  bones  of  all  their  pride. 


ON  AN  INFANT  DYING  AS  SOON  AS  BORN. 

I  tAW  where  in  the  shrood  did  lurk 
A  cozioas  piece  of  Nature's  work, 
A  floweret  crashed  in  the  bad, 
A  auMta  miif  IB  babybood^ 


) 


Wm  in  her  cmBUm^aOtk  lyfog  ; 

Extinct,  with  acaree  a  sJMWcfdyay: 

So  aoon  to  exdwnge  th*  inpriaoniqg  wm 

For  darker  priaon  of  the  tomb! 

She  did  hot  ope  an  eye,  a|id  pot 

A  dear  beam  fiMih— dien  sini^  «p  *■ 

For  the  kmg  dark :  ne'er 
Through  glasses  of  mortality. 
Riddle  of  Destiny!  who  can 
What  diy  short  visit  meant,  or  know 
What  diy  errand  here  below  f 
Shall  we  say  that  Nature,  blind. 
Chedt'd  her  hand,  and  dianged  bar 
Jost  when  she  had  exactly  wionght 
A  finish'd  pattern  vritbcmt  fimh  f 
CoaM  she  flag,  or  oodd  she  tiret— 
Or  lack'd  she  the  PMUetbean  firew 
(With  her  tedious  woridngs  sicken'd) 
That  should  thy  little  limbs  have  qmcket 
Limbs  so  firm,  they  seem'd  to 
life  of  health,  and  days  matore; 
Womanhood  in  miniature! 
limbs  so  fiur,  they  mi)<ht  supply 
(Themselves  now  but  cold  imager 
The  sculptor  to  make  Beauty  fay ; — 
Or  did  die  stem-eyed  Fate  descry 
That,  babe  or  mother,  one  moat  die; 
So,  in  mercy,  left  the  stock 
And  cut  the  branch :  to  save  the  shock 
Of  young  yean  widow'd :  and  the  psm 
When  wnple  state  comes  back  again 
To  the  lotn  roan,  who,  'reft  of  wife, 
Thenceibrward  drags  a  maimed  life  ? 
The  economy  of  Heav'n  is  dark ; 
And  wisest  clerks  have  miss'd  the  maifc 
Why  Heaven's  buds,  like  this,  shouki  k 
More  brief  than  fly  ejrfiemeral. 
That  has  hi*  day ;  while  shriveU'd  crao 
Stifllen  with  age  to  stocks  and  stones ; 
And  crabbed  use  the  conscience  scan 
In  sinners  of  n  hundred  years. 
Mother's  prattle,  mother's  kisa. 
Baby  fond,  thou  ne'er  wilt  miss. 
Rites,  which  custom  does  impoae ; 
Silver  bells  and  baby  clothes  ; 
Corals  redder  than  those  lips 
Which  pale  Death  did  late  eclipae ; 
Music  framed  for  infimt's  glee. 
Whistle  never  tuned  for  thee  ; 
Though  thou  want'st  not,  thou  shalt  hai 
(Loving  hearts  were  they  which  gave  t 
Let  not  one  be  missing :  Nurse. 
See  them  laid  upon  the  hearse 
Of  Infant,  slain  by  doom  perverae.^ — 
Why  should  kings  and  noUee  have 
Pictured  trophies  to  their  grave ; 
And  we,  churls!  to  thee  deny 
Thy  pretty  toys  with  thee  to  lie,* — 
A  more  harmless  vanity  f 


VERSES  FOR  AN  ALBUM. 

FaxBU  clad  from  Heaven,  in  robes  of  i 
A  young  {vobationer  of  light, 
Tbou  vrert,  my  soul,  an  Album  bri^i, 
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A  spotlea  leaf;  bat  tbongfat,  and  care. 
And  fiiendsy  and  tbet,  in  foul  or  fair. 
Have  <*  written  strange  defeature'*  there. 

And  Tinie,  with  heaviest  hand  of  all, 
like  diat  fierce  writing  on  the  wall. 
Hath  itamp'd  nd  dates,  he  can't  reoilL 

And  Error,  gilding  worst  designs, 

like  speckled  snake  that  strays  and  shine 

Betrays  his  path  by  crooked  lines. 

And  Vice  hath  left  his  ugly  blot — 
And  Good  Resolves,  a  moment  hot. 
Fairly  began — ^but  finished  not 

And  fruitless  late  Remorse  doth  trace, 
like  Hebrew  lore,  a  backward  paoe^ 
Her  irrecoverable  race. 

Disjointed  memben— sense  unknit— 
Huge  reams  of  lolly — shreds  of  wit- 
Compose  the  mingled  mass  of  it 


My  verte  was  ofier'd  to  an  older  firiend ; 

The  humbler  prose  has  fellen  to  thy  share : 

Nor  could  I  miss  the  occasion  to  declare, 

What  spoken  in  thy  presence  must  ofiend— 

That,  set  aside  some  few  caprices  wild. 

Those  humorous  clouds  that  flit  o'er  brightest  dayi^ 

In  all  my  threadings  of  this  worldly  maae 

(And  I  have  watch'd  thee  almost  fiom  a  child), 

Free  from  selfeeeking,  envy,  low  deagn, 

I  have  not  found  a  whiter  soul  (ban  tUne. 


My  scalded  eyes  no  longer  brook 

Upon  thb  ink-blurr'd  thing  to  look. 

Go — shut  the  leaves — and  clasp  the  book ! 


QUATRAIN& 

TO  THE  EDITOE  OP  THE  EVEET-DAT  BOOK. 

I  LIKB  you,  and  your  book,  ingenious  Hone ! 
In  whose  capacious  all-embracing  leaves 
The  very  marrow  of  tradition's  shown ; 
And  all  that  hislory — much  that  fiction — weaves. 

By  every  sort  of  taste  your  woik  is  graced : 
Vast  stores  of  modem  anecdote  we  find. 
With  good  old  story  quaintly  interlaced — 
The  theme  as  various  as  the  readers*  mind. 

Bone's  lie-iraught  legends  you  so  truly  paint- 
Tel  kindly— that  the  half-tom'd  Catholic 
Scarcely  forbears  to  smile  at  his  own  saint. 
And  cannot  curse  the  candid  Heretic 

Bags,  relics,  witches,  ghosts,  fiends,  crowd  your  page; 
Our  fethers'  mummeries  we  well  i^eased  behold ; 
And.  proudly  conscious  of  a  purer  age. 
Forgive  some  fopperies  in  the  times  of  old. 

Veiae-honoring  Phcebus,  Father  of  bright  Days, 
MoiC  needs  bestow  on  you  both  good  and  many, 
Who.  building  trophies  to  his  children's  praise, 
Ron  their  rich  Zodiac  through,  not  nuasing  any. 

Dan  Phcebus  loves  your  book — trust  me,  firimid  Hone^ 
The  title  only  errs,  he  bids  me  say : 
For  while  such  art — wit — reading — there  are  shown. 
He  swears  't  is  not  a  work  of  ewrjr  day. 


TO  MARTIN  CHARLES  BURNET.  ESQ. 

ON  DKOlCATIIfO  TO  HIM  THE  PROSE  WOEK8  OF  TBS 

AUTHOR. 

FoBGivE  me,  Bumey.  if  to  thee  these  late 
And  hasty  products  of  a  critic  pen. 
Thyself  no  rommon  judge  of  books  and  men. 
In  feeling  of  thy  worth  I  dedicate. 

9K2 


ANGEL  HELP.* 

This  rare  tablet  doth  include 

Poverty  with  sanctitude. 

Pfest  midnight  this  poor  maid  hath  span. 

And  yet  the  work  not  half  is  done. 

Which  must  supply  from  earnings  scant 

A  feeble  bed-rid  parent's  want 

Her  sleep-charged  eyes  exemptioD  ask. 

And  holy  hands  take  up  the  tssk ; 

Unseen  the  rock  and  spindle  ply. 

And  do  her  earthly  drudgery. 

Sleep,  saintly  poor  one !  sleep,  sleep  on. 
And,  waking,  find  thy  labors  done. 

Perchance  she  knows  it  by  her  dreams; 

Her  eye  hath  caught  the  golden  gleams 

(Angelic  presence  testifying). 

That  round  her  everywhere  are  flying ; 

Ostents  from  which  she  may  presume 

That  much  of  Heaven  is  in  the  room. 

Skirting  her  own  bright  hair  they  run. 

And  to  the  sunny  add  more  sun : 

Now  on  that  aged  fece  ihey  fix. 

Streaming  from  the  crucifix ; 

The  flesh-clogg'd  spirit  disabusing. 

Death-disarming  sleeps  infiwing, 

Prelibations.  foretastes  high. 

And  equal  thoughts  to  live  or  die. 

Gardener  bright  from  Eden's  bower! 

Tend  with  care  that  lily  flower ; 

To  its  leaves  and  root  infuse 

Heaven's  sun^ne,  heaven's  dews ; 

'T  is  a  type  and  't  is  a  pledge 

Of  a  crownii^  privilege : 

Careful  as  that  lily  flower 

This  maid  must  keep  her  precious  dower ; 

Live  a  sainted  maid,  or  die 

Martyr  to  virginity. 

Virtuous  poor  ones !  sleep,  sleep  on. 

And,  waking,  find  your  labors  done. 

SONNET. 
TO  MISS  KELLT. 

Ton  are  not,  Kelly,  of  the  common  strain. 
That  stoop  their  pride  and  female  honor  down 
To  please  that  many-headed  beast  As  town. 
And  vend  their  lavish  smiles  and  tricks  for  gain ; 


1  Sasfortad  br  a  pietnra  in  the 
Eki.,  Einrtoa  Square,  In  wbtdi  ii 
poor  liNnale  GMot  who,  hwriaf 
a  bsd-ridd«n  motksr,  has  Mm 


of  Chsiiss  Adsis. 

uw  hsond  oi  s 


mft  nMaifht  to  OMJauio 
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Bf  ftftone  thrown  amid  the  acton'  tnin. 
Too  keep  your  native  dignity  of  thought; 
The  planditi  that  attend  you  come  unaought, 
Aa  trihutea  due  unto  ywu  natural  vein. 
Tour  tears  have  paanon  in  them,  and  a  grace 
Of  genuine  fipe■hneai^  which  our  hearta  avow ; 
Tour  amilea  are  wind*  whoae  ways  we  cannot  trace, 
That  vaniah  and  return  we  know  not  how— 
And  please  the  better  fipom  a  pensive  fiuse, 
A  thom^iliiil  eye,  and  a  reflecting  brow. 


SONNET. 

OR  TBK  nOHT  OF  SWAM8  IN  KKNaiKOTON  OAEDEN. 

QiiCKif -iiftD !  that  sittest  on  thy  shining  nest. 
And  thy  young  cygnets  without  sorrow  hatchfet. 
And  thoo,  thou  other  royal  bird,  that  watchest 
Last  the  white  mother  wandering  feet  molest : 
Shrined  are  your  odSipring  in  a  crystal  cradle. 
Brighter  than  Helen's,  ere  Ae  yet  had  burst 
Her  shelly  prison.    They  shall  be  bom  at  first 
Strong,  active,  graceful,  perfect,  swan-like,  able 
To  tread  the  land  or  waters  with  security. 
Unlike  pomr  human  births,  conceived  in  sin. 
In  grief  brought  forth,  both  outwardly  and  in. 
Confessing  weakness,  error,  and  impurity. 
Did  heavenly  creatures  own  succession's  line, 
Tlie  births  oif  heaven  like  to  yours  would  shine. 


SONNET. 

Was  it  some  sweet  device  of  Fairy 

Tbat  mock'd  my  steps  with  many  a  lonely  glade. 

And  fancied  wanderings  with  a  &ir-hair*d  maid  T 

Have  these  things  been  ?  or  what  rare  witchery, 

Impregning  with  delights  the  charmed  air, 

Enlighted  up  the  semblance  of  a  smile 

In  those  fine  eyes  ?   Meihought  they  spoke  the  while 

SoA  soothing  things,  which  might  enforce  Despair 

To  drop  the  murdering  knife,  and  let  go  by 

His  foul  resolve.     And  does  the  lonely  glade 

Still  court  the  footsteps  of  the  fair-hair*d  maid  ? 

Still  in  her  locks  the  gales  of  sunmier  sigh  f 

While  I  forlorn  do  wander  reckless  where. 

And  'mid  my  wanderings  meet  no  Anna  there. 


SONNET. 

MmnNKB  how  dainty  sweet  it  were,  reclined 

Beneath  the  vast  out-«tretching  branches  high 

Of  some  old  wood,  in  careleas  sort  to  lie. 

Nor  of  the  busier  scenes  we  left  behind 

Aught  envying.     And,  O  Anna !  mild<«yed  maid ; 

Beloved !  I  were  well  content  to  play 

With  thy  free  tresses  all  a  summer's  day, 

Loai^g  the  lime  beneath  the  green-wood  shade. 

Or  we  might  sit  and  tell  some  tender  tale 

Of  faithful  vows  repaid  by  cruel  sccvn, 

A  tale  of  trae-love,  or  of  friend  forgot ; 

And  I  would  teach  thee,  lady,  how  to  rail 

In  gentle  sort,  on  those  who  practise  not 

Of  lore  or  pity,  though  of  woman  bom. 


BONNET. 

Whim  last  I  roved  tfaeae  windipg 

Green  winding  walks,  and  ahady  pathways 

Ofl-timea  would  Anna  aeek  the  aikot 

Shrouding  her  beautiea  in  the  lone 

No  more  I  hear  her  footscctpa  io  the 

Her  image  only  in  theae  pleaaan] 

Meets  roe  ael^wandering,  where  in  haimiii  dqs 

I  held  free  oonverse  with  the  &irlmir*d 

I  pass*d  the  little  ooltige  which  she  loved. 

Tlie  cottage  which  did  oooe  my  all 

It  spake  of  days  which  ne'er  muat 

Spsike  to  my  heart,  and  much  my  beait 

'*  Now  foir  be&U  thee,  gentle  nmid!**  said  I. 

And  fiom  the  ooHage  tum'd  om  widi  a 


SONNET. 

A  TIMID  grace  sits  tremhliqg  in  her  eye. 
As  loth  to  meet  the  rudeness  of  men's  aigh^ 
Yet  shedding  a  delicious  lunar  light. 
That  steeps  in  kind  oblivious  ecstacy 
The  care4»aaed  mind,  like  aome  atill  mrlndy 
Speaking  most  plain  the  thougfata  which  do 
Her  gentle  sprite :  peace,  and  meek  qnieuica^ 
And  innocent  loves,  and  maiden  purity : 
A  look  whereof  might  heal  the  cruel  smart 
Of  changed  friends,  or  fortune's  wrongs  oakad; 
Bffight  to  sweet  deeds  of  mercy  move  the  hesif 
Of  him  who  hates  his  brethren  of  wi***fcw«ii 
Tum'd  are  those  lighti  from  me,  who  fondly  ytl 
Pfest  joys,  vain  fovea,  and  buried  hopes  regrat 


SONN-ET. 

Ip  from  my  lips  some  angry  accents  fell. 
Peevish  compiaint,  or  harsh  reproof  unkind. 
'T  was  but  the  error  of  a  sickly  mind 
And  trouUed  thoughts,  clouding  the  puKi*  wefl. 
And  waters  clear,  of  Reason ;  and  for  me 

Let  this  my  verse  the  poor  atonement  be 

My  vcne,  which  thou  to  pvaiae  wert  e'er  iodiatd 
Too  highly,  and  with  a  partial  e>'e  to  see 
No  blemt^    Thou  to  me  didst  ever  show 
Kindest  aflection ;  and  would  ofk-times  lend 
An  ear  to  the  desponding  lovesick  lay. 
Weeping  my  sorrows  with  me,  who  repay 
But  ill  the  mighty  debt  of  love  I  owe, 
Mary,  to  thee,  my  sister  and  my 


SONNET. 
THE  FAMILY  NAME. 

What  reason  first  imposed  thee,  gentle  name. 
Name  tliat  my  father  bore,  and  his  sire's  sire. 
Without  reproach  T  we  trace  our  stream  no  hicbfr; 
And  1.  a  childless  man,  may  end  the  same. 
Perchance  some  shepherd  on  Lincolniaii  plsuw. 
In  manners  guileless  as  his  own  sweet  flocks. 
Received  thee  first  amid  the  merry  mocks 
And  arrh  allusions  of  hb  feUow  swains. 
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ihance  fiom  Salem*a  holier  fieldi  retara*d, 
1  l^iy  gotten  on  the  heads  abhorr'd 
•ithlcM  Saracens,  some  martial  lord 
i  BIS  meek  title,  in  whose  seal  he  bnm'd. 
ite'er  the  ibtmt  whence  thy  beginnings  came, 
ieed  of  mine  shall  shame  thee,  gentle  name. 


SONNET. 

>  iOHlf  LAMB,  laa.  OF  THE  BOUTH-flBA-HOUIBi 

f ,  yon  were  figuring  in  the  gay  career 
dooming  manhood  with  a  young  man's  joy, 
m  I  was  yet  a  little  peevish  Ix^ — 
iigh  time  has  made  the  diflerence  disappear 
irixt  our  ages,  which  then  seem'd  so  great 
still  by  rightful  custom  you  retain 
h  of  the  old  authoritatiTe  strain, 
keep  the  elder  brother  up  in  state, 
rou  do  well  in  this.   T  ii  man's  worst  deed 
St  the  **  things  that  have  been"  run  to  waste, 
in  the  unmeaning  present  sink  the  past : 
hose  dim  glass  even  now  I  fidntly  read 
iMiried  forms,  and  &ces  long  ago, 
cb  you,  and  I,  and  one  more,  only  know. 


SONNET. 

could  laugh  to  bear  the  midnight  wind, 
,  rushing  on  its  way  with  careless  sweq^ 
«rs  the  ocean  waves.  And  I  could  weep 
to  a  child.  For  now  to  my  raised  mind 
rings  of  winds  comes  wild-eyed  Phantasy* 
her  rude  visions  give  severe  delight 
nged  bark !  how  swift  along  the  night 
d  thy  proud  keel !  nor  shall  I  let  go  by 
dy  of  that  drear  hour  the  menxNy, 
n  wet  and  chilly  on  thy  deck  I  stood, 
oneted,  and  gazed  upon  the  flood, 
I  till  it  seem'd  a  pleasant  thing  to  die^ — 
»  resolved  into  th'  elemental  wave, 
ke  my  portion  with  the  winds  that  rave. 


SONNET. 

mn  two  pretty  babes,  the  joangmtt  Ab, 
youngest,  and  the  loveliest  fiir,  I  ween, 
Ijinocbncb  her  name.  The  time  has  been, 
wo  did  love  each  other's  company; 
was,  we  two  had  wept  to  have  been  apart 
vhen,  by  sbow  of  seeming  good  beguiled, 
the  garb  and  manners  of  a  child, 
my  first  love,  for  man's  society, 
ng  with  the  world  my  virgin  heart— 
nred  oompanioo  dropp'd  a  tear,  and  fled, 
lud  in  deepest  shades  her  awftd  head 


Beloved !  who  shall  tell  me  wbere  tiioo 

In  what  delicioos  Eden  to  be  found — 

That  I  may  seek  thee  the  wide  world  aroondf 


SONNET. 

Thbt  talk  of  Time,  and  of  Time's  galling  yoke, 
That  like  a  mill-stone  on  man's  mind  doth  press^ 
Which  only  works  and  bunneas  can  redress : 
Of  divine  Leisure  such  foul  lies  are  spoke. 
Wounding  her  fiur  giAs  with  calumnious  stroke. 
But  might  I,  fod  with  silent  Meditation, 
Assoiled  live  fh>m  that  fiend  Occupatiai^— 
In^frobuM  labors  which  my  spirits  hath  bndts— 
I'd  drink  of  time's  rich  cup  and  never  surftit. 
Fling  in  more  days  than  went  to  make  the  gCBB 
That  crown'd  the  white  top  of  Methusalem ; 
Tea,  oo  my  weak  neck  take,  and  never 
like  Atlas  bearing  up  the  dahity  sky. 
The  heaven^weet  burthen  of  Eternity. 


THE  CHRISTENING. 


Abbat']>— «  half  angelic 
In  vests  of  pure  Baptismal  white— 
The  mother  to  the  Font  doth  bring 
The  little  helpless,  nameless  thing. 
With  hushes  soft  and  mild  caressing. 
At  once  to  get — a  name  and  blessing. — 
Close  by  the  Babe  the  Priest  doth  stand— 
The  saored  water  at  his  hand. 
Which  must  assoil  the  soul  within 
From  every  stain  of  Adam's  sin. — 
The  In&nt  eyes  the  mystic  scenes. 
Nor  knows  what  all  this  wonder  meant ; 
And  now  he  smiles,  as  if  to  say, 
'^ I  am  a  Christian  made  this  day ;" 
Now,  flighted,  clings  to  Nurse's  hold. 
Shrinking  from  the  water  cold, 
Whoee  virtues,  rightly  understood. 
Are,  as  Bethesda's  waters,  good. — 
Strange  words— the  World,  the  Fleah,  the  Devil— 
Poor  babe,  what  can  it  know  of  evil  ? 
But  we  must  silently  adore 
Mysterious  truths,  and  not  explore. 
Enough  for  him,  in  afler-times. 
When  he  riiall  read  these  artless  rhymes. 
If,  looking  back  upon  this  day. 
With  easy  conscience  he  can  say, 
"  I  have  in  part  redeem'd  the  pledge 
Of  my  baptismal  privilege ; 
And  more  and  more  will  strive  to  ilea 
All  that  my  sponaen  kind  reDoanoed  for  urn," 
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Not  aloiie  by  tlie  Mums, 
Bat  by  tlie  VimiM  lov<ed,  hia  ■oul  in  iti  yoathful  aspirinfa 
Soufht  the  Holy  Hill,  and  lila  thint  wu  for  Siloah'a  wmtora. 

FUiem  tf  JwigmtnL 

No  BuUe  maikf  thy  eouch  of  lowly  aleep, 
But  liviBi  etntuBB  there  ere  eeen  to  weepi 
Afllietion'B  ernibiiinw  beide  not  o'er  thy  tomb, 
Aflietion'B  eelf  deplorae  thy  yonthAU  doom  I 

Brmoii. 


It  ftU  to  my  loilo  pnbUah,  with  the  atebtanoe 
oTmy  friend  Mr.  Cottle,  the  first  colleeted  edition 
of  the  worka  of  CaiatterUm,  in  whoae  history  I  felt 
m  mofe  than  ordinary  interest,  aa  being  a  native 
0f  the  same  city,  familiar  from  my  childhood  with 
ibam  great  ofa^Mits  of  art  and  nature  by  which  he 
Itod  been  so  deeply  impressed,  and  devoted  from 
WJ  childhood  with  equal  ardor  to  the  same  pur- 
It  is  now  my  fortune  to  Uy  before  the  world 
aecoont  of  one  whose  early  death  is  not  less 
to  be  lamented,  as  a  loss  to  English  literature,  and 
whose  virtues  were  as  admirable  as  his  genius. 
tn.  the  present  instance  there  is  nothing  to  be  re- 
€Ofded,  but  what  is  honorable  to  himself  and  to 
the  age  in  which  he  lived ;  little  to  be  regretted, 
hot  that  one  so  ripe  fi>r  heaven  should  so  soon 
Iwve  been  removed  from  the  world. 

HniBT  KnucB  Wmn,  the  second  son  of  John 
and  Mary  White,  was  bom  in  Nottin^am,  March 
Slst,  1785.  His  ftther  was  a  butcher ;  his  mother, 
whose  maiden  name  was  Neville,  is  of  respectable 
Slailbrdshire  family. 

fVom  the  years  of  three  tin  five,  Henry  learnt  to 
read  at  the  school  of  Mrs.  Garrington;  whose  name, 
tmimportaiit  as  it  may  appear,  is  mentioned  be- 
cause die  had  the  good  sense  to  perceive  his  extnu 
crdinary  capacity,  and  spoke  of  what  it  promised 
with  confidBBce.  She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and 
he  describee  her  with  aflfection  in  his  poem  upon 
Cliildhood.  At  a  very  early  age  his  love  of  read- 
faig  was  decidedly  maniftsted;  it  was  a  passion  to 
which  evwything  else  gave  way.  ^  I  could  &ncy,** 
WKfB  hie  sliest  sister,  ^  I  see  him  in  his  little  chair, 
with  a  large  book  upon  his  knee,  and  my  mo- 
ther caning,  *Henry,  my  bve,  come  to  dinner;* 
which  wae  lepeated  so  often  without  being  re- 
gardedv  that  she  was  oMiged  to  change  the  tone 

3L 


of  her  voice  before  she  could  rouse  him.**  When 
he  was  about  seven,  he  would  creep  unperoeived 
into  the  kitchen,  to  teach  the  servant  to  read  and 
write ;  and  he  continued  this  for  some  time  before 
it  was  discovered  that  he  had  been  thus  landaUy 
employed.  He  wrote  a  tale  of  a  Swiss  emigrant 
which  was  probably  his  first  oompoaitioii,  and 
gave  it  to  this  servant,  being  ashamed  to  show  it 
to  his  mother.  The  consciousness  of  genius  is 
always  at  first  accompanied  with  this  diffidence ; 
it  is  a  sacred,  solitary  filing.  And  perhaps,  no  fbr- 
ward  child,  however  extraordinary  the  promise  of 
his  childhood,  ever  produced  anjrthing  truly  great 
When  Henry  was  about  six,  he  was  placed 
under  the  Rev.  John  Blanchard,  who  kept,  at  that 
time,  the  best  school  in  Nottingham.  Here  he 
learnt  writing,  arithmetic,  and  FVeneh.  When  he 
was  about  eleven,  he  one  day  wrote  a  separate 
theme  fbr  every  boy  in  his  class,  which  consisted 
of  about  twelve  or  fixirteen.  The  master  said  he 
had  never  known  them  write  so  weU  upon  any 
subject  before,  and  could  not  refrain  tnm.  ex- 
pressing his  astonishment  at  the  excellence  of 
Henry*8.  It  was  considered  as  a  great  thing  fbr 
him  to  be  at  so  good  a  school,  yet  there  were  some 
circumstances  which  rendered  it  less  advantage- 
ous to  him  than  it  might  have  been.  Mrs.  White 
had  not  yet  overcome  her  husband's  intention  of 
breeding  him  up  to  his  own  businees ;  and  by  an 
arrangement  which  took  up  too  much  of  his  time, 
and  would  have  crushed  his  spirit,  if  that  ''mount- 
ing epirit**  could  have  been  crushed,  one  whole 
day  in  the  week,  and  hie  leisure  hoore  on  the 
others,  were  employed  in  carrying  the  batcher's 
basket  Some  differences  at  length  araee  between 
his  father  and  Mr.  Blanchard,  in  coosequence  cf 
which  Henry  was  removed. 
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LIFE  OP  HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


One  of  the  ushers,  when  he  came  to  receive  the 
money  due  for  tuition,  took  the  opportunity  of 
jnferming  Mrs.  White  what  an  incorrigible  Bom 
■he  had,  and  that  it  was  impossible  to  make  the 
lad  do  anything.  This  information  made  his 
friends  very  uneasy :  they  were  dispirited  about 
him ;  and  had  they  relied  wholly  upon  this  report, 
the  stupidity  or  malice  of  this  man  would  have 
Wasted  Henry's  progress  for  ever.  He  was,  how- 
ever,  placed  under  the  care  of  a  Mr.  Shipley,  who 
■ooQ  discovered  that  he  was  a  boy  of  quick  per- 
ception, and  very  admirable  talenU ;  and  came 
with  joy,  like  a  good  man,  to  relieve  the  anxiety 
and  painiful  suspicions  of  his  family. 

While  his  schoolmasters  were  complaining  that 
they  could  make  nothing  of  him,  he  discovered 
what  Nature  had  made  him,  and  wrote  satires 
upon  them.  These  pieces  were  never  shown  to 
any,  except  his  most  particular  friends,  who  say 
that  they  were  pointed  and  severe.  They  are 
•numerated  in  the  Uble  of  contents  to  one  of  his 
manuM^pt  volumes,  under  the  title  of  School- 
Lampoons;  but,  as  was  to  be  expected,  he  had 
cut  the  leaves  out  and  destroyed  them. 

One  of  his  poems,  written  at  this  time,  and 
under  these  feelings,  is  preserved  : 

ON  BBWG  CONFINED  TO  SCHOOL  ONE  PLEASANT 
MORNING  IN  SPRING. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  AGE  OP  THIRTKKN. 

The  morning  sun*s  enchanting  rays 
Now  call  forth  every  songster's  praise ; 
Now  the  lark,  with  upward  flight, 
Oayly  osbera  in  the  light : 
While,  wildly  warbling  fVom  each  tree, 
The  birds  sing  songs  to  Liberty. 

But  for  me  no  songster  sings. 
For  me  no  Joyous  lark  up-springs; 
Fbr  I,  confined  in  gloomy  school. 
Must  own  the  pedant's  iron  rule, 
And,  for  (torn  sylvan  shades  and  bowers, 
In  durance  vile  must  pass  the  hours ; 
Tbex«  con  the  scholiast's  dreary  lines. 
Where  no  bright  ray  of  genius  shines, 
And  close  to  rugged  learning  cling. 
While  laughs  around  the  jocund  spring. 

How  gladly  would  my  soul  forego 
All  that  arithmeticians  know. 
Or  stiff  grammarians  quaintly  teach. 
Or  all  that  industry  can  reach, 
Tk>  taste  each  mom  of  all  the  joys 
That  with  the  laughing  sun  arise; 
And  unconstrain'd  to  rove  along 
The  bushy  brakes  and  glens  among ; 
And  woo  the  muse's  gentle  power. 
In  unflnequented  rural  bower  I 
But,  ah  I  such  heaven- approaching  joys 
Will  never  greet  my  longing  eyes ; 
8tiU  will  they  cheat  in  vision  fine, 
Tet  never  but  in  tkncy  shine. 

Oh,  that  I  were  tbe  little  wren 
Tjbat  iilrilJy  chirps  from  yonder  |,\en\ 


Oh,  ftr  away  I  then  would  rove. 
To  tome  secluded  bushy  grove. 
There  bop  and  sing  with  carokss  glse, 
Hop  and  sing  at  liberty ; 
And  tiU  death  sboold  stop  my  lays. 
Far  fhnn  men  would  spend  my  days. 

About  this  time  his  mother  was  induced,  by  fb 
advice  of  several  friends,  to  open  a  Ladies*  Boudp 
ing  and  Day  School  in  Nottingham,  her  eUsA 
daughter  having  previously  been  a  teacher  in  ens 
for  some  time.  In  thb  she  sucoeeded  beyond  \m 
most  sanguine  expectations,  and  Henry*s  baa» 
cimiforts  were  thus  materially  increased,  thoogk 
it  was  still  out  of  the  power  of  his  family  to  gi«t 
him  that  education  and  direction  in  lift  wkkk 
his  talenta  deserved  and  required. 

It  was  now  determined  to  breed  him  up  to  thi 
hosiery  trade,  the  staple  manufacture  ofhis  nitivs 
place ;  and  at  the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  piaoed 
in  a  Htocking-loom,  with  the  view,  at  some  fotim 
period,  of  getting  a  situation  in  a  hosier's  wiie- 
house.  During  the  time  that  he  wae  thus  empiof  • 
ed,  he  might  be  said  to  be  truly  unhappy;  he  wboI 
to  his  work  with  evident  reluctance,  and  conU 
not  refrain  from  sometimes  hinting  hu  exImM 
aTendon  to  it ;  but  the  circumstanoes  of  his  fuoillf 
obliged  them  to  turn  a  deaf  ear.*  His  mathar, 
however,  secretly  felt  that  he  was  worthy  of  betiv 


1  His  temper  and  tone  of  mind  at  this  period, wheals 
was  in  his  fonrteenth  year,  are  displayed  in  this  dtncC 
{torn  an  Address  to  ContemplatioD. 

Thee  do  I  own,  the  prompter  of  my  Joys. 
Tbe  soother  of  my  cares,  inspiring  peace ; 
And  I  will  ne'er  forsake  tbee.~Men  may  rtve. 
And  blame  and  censure  me,  that  I  dont  tie 
My  ev*ry  thought  down  to  the  desk,  and  qcnd 
Tbe  morning  of  my  life  in  adding  figures 
With  accurate  monotony ;  that  so 
Tbe  good  things  of  tbe  world  may  be  my  lot. 
And  I  may  taste  the  blessedness  of  wealtb : 
But,  oh !  I  was  not  made  for  money-getting; 
For  me  no  much-respected  plume  awaits. 
Nor  civic  honor,  envied.— For  as  still 
I  tried  to  cast  with  school  dexterity 
The  interesting  sums,  my  vagrant  thoughts 
Would  quick  revert  to  many  a  woodland  haont. 
Which  fond  remembrance  cherisb'd,  and  the  pea 
Dropt  from  my  senseless  fingers  as  I  pietiued. 
In  my  mind's  eye,  how  on  tbe  shores  of  Tmt 
I  eiewhile  wander'd  with  my  early  fHends 
In  social  intercourse.  And  then  I  'd  think 
How  contrary  pursuits  had  thrown  us  wide. 
One  tnsm  tbe  other,  scatter'd  o'er  tbe  globe; 
They  were  set  down  with  sober  steadiness, 
Each  to  his  occupation.  I  alone, 
A  wa3rward  youth,  misled  by  Fancy's  vagaries, 
Remain'd  unsettled,  insecure,  and  veerinf 
With  ev'ry  wind  to  ev'ry  point  o'  th'  coBBpsaa 
Yes,  in  the  counting-house  I  could  indolgs 
In  fits  of  close  abstraction :  yea,  amid 
The  busy,  bustling  crowds  could  meditate. 
And  send  my  thoughts  ten  thousand  lesgaes  aviy 
Beyond  the  Atlantic  resting  on  my  friend. 
\       KY«,Onl^KBl^^A!CiBl^  vi'VL  in  earliest  youth 
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Khings:  to  her  be  spoke  more  openly;  he  could 
bear,  he  said,  the  thought  of  spending  seven 
of  his  life  in  shining  and  folding  up  stock- 
bige;  he  wanted  $omething  to  occupy  hit  brainy  and 
bB  should  be  wretched  if  ho  continued  longer  at 
diie  trade,  or  indeed  in  anything  except  one  of 
te  learned  professions.  These  frequent  com- 
plaiBtfl,  after  a  yearns  application,  or  rather  mis- 
lyplictttinn  (as  his  brother  says),  at  the  loom, 
MBTinced  her  that  he  had  a  mind  destined  for 

r  pursuits. 
To  one  so  situated,  and  with  nothing  but  his 

talents  and  exertions  to  depend  upon,  the 
[aw  oeemed  to  be  the  only  practicable  line.  His 
iflbetionate  and  excellent  mother  made  every  pos- 
lible  effort  to  effect  his  wishes,  his  fother  being 
nry  averse  to  the  plan;  and  at  length,  after 
BPfvrooming  a  variety  of  obstacles,  he  viras  fixed 
bi  the  office  of  Messrs.  Coldham  and  Enfield,  at- 
lomeys  and  town-clerks  of  Nottingham.  As  no 
ptuiiam  could  be  given  with  him,  he  was  engaged 
lo  ienre  two  years  before  he  was  articled :  so  that, 
tfaongh  he  entered  this  office  when  he  was  fifteen, 
hm  was  not  articled  till  the  commencement  of  the 

1803. 
On  his  thus  entering  the  Law,  it  was  recom- 
to  him  by  his  employers,  that  he  should 

kTor  to  obtain  some  knowledge  of  Latin. 
Bs  luul  now  only  the  little  time  which  an  at- 
koraey^s  office,  in  very  extensive  practice,  afford- 
id ;  bat  great  things  may  be  done  in  **  those  hours 
iC  leisure  which  even  the  busiest  may  create,*** 

I  woo'd  thy  heavenly  influence  I  I  would  walk 
A  weary  way  wben  all  my  toils  were  done, 
To  toy  myeelf  at  night  in  aome  lone  wood. 
And  bear  the  sweet  song  of  the  nightingale. 
Oh,  those  were  times  of  happiness,  and  still 
Tomemory  doubly  dear  1  for  growing  ]reara 
Had  not  then  taught  me  man  was  made  to  mourn, 
And  a  short  hour  of  solitary  pleasure, 
IBColen  from  sleep,  was  ample  recompense 
Won  all  the  hateAil  bustles  of  the  day. 
Wiy  0|)'ning  mind  was  ductile  then,  and  plastic. 
And  soon  the  marks  of  care  were  worn  away, 
While  I  was  sway'd  by  every  novel  impulse. 
Yielding  to  all  the  (hncies  of  the  hour. 
Bat  it  has  now  assumed  its  character ; 
Ifark'd  by  strong  lineaments,  its  haughty  tone. 
Like  the  firm  oak,  would  sooner  break  than  beod. 
Tet  still.  Oh  Contemplation  1  I  do  love 
To  indulge  thy  solemn  musings ;  still  the  i 
With  thee  alone  I  know  to  melt  and  weep, 
la  thse  alone  delighting.  Why  along 
The  dusky  track  of  commerce  should  I  toil. 
When,  with  an  easy  competence  content, 
I  ean  alone  be  happy  ?  where,  with  thee, 
I  may  et^oy  the  loveliness  of  Nature, 
Aad  loose  the  wings  of  Fancy  I— Thus  akNM 
Cvk  I  partake  of  happiness  on  earth ; 
And  to  be  hsppy  here  is  man's  chief  end, 
JPor  to  be  happy  he  must  needs  be  good. 


1  l^UBor's  Pre(kce  to  the  History  of  the  Anglo4texoiis. 


and  to  his  ardent  mind  no  obetades  were  too 
discouraging.  He  received  some  instruction  in 
the  first  rudiments  of  this  language  firom  a  penon 
who  then  resided  at  Nottingham  under  a  foigned 
name,  but  was  soon  obliged  to  leave  it,  to  elude 
the  search  of  government,  who  were  then  seeking 
to  secure  him.  Henry  discovered  him  to  be  Bfr. 
Cormick,  from  a  print  aflixed  to  a  continuation 
of  Hume  and  Smollett,  and  published,  with  their 
histories,  by  Cooke.  He  is,  I  believe,  the  same 
person  who  wrote  a  life  of  Burke.  If  be  received 
any  other  assistance  it  was  very  trifling ;  yet,  in 
the  course  of  ten  months,  he  enabled  himself  to 
read  Horace  with  tolerable  facility,  and  had  made 
some  progress  in  Greek,  which  indeed  he  began 
first  He  used  to  exercise  himself  in  declining 
the  Greek  nouns  and  verbs  as  he  was  going  to 
and  from  the  office,  so  valuable  was  time  become 
to  him.  From  this  time  he  contracted  a  habit  of 
employing  his  mind  in  study  during  his  walks, 
which  he  continued  to  the  end  of  his  lift. 

He  now  became  almost  estranged  firom  his  &m- 
ily ;  even  at  his  meals  he  would  be  reading,  and 
his  evenings  were  entirely  devoted  to  intoUectoal 
improvement  He  had  a  little  room  given  him, 
which  was  called  his  study ;  and  here  his  milk 
supper  was  taken  up  to  him ;  for,  to  avoid  any 
loss  of  time,  he  refiised  to  sup  with  his  fiunily, 
though  earnestly  entreated  so  to  do,  as  his  mother 
already  began  to  dread  the  effects  of  this  severe 
and  unremitting  application.  The  Law  was  his 
first  pursuit,  to  which  his  papers  show  lie  had 
applied  himself  with  such  industry,  as  to  make  it 
wonderful  that  he  could  have  foimd  time,  busied 
as  his  days  were,  for  anything  else.  Greek  and 
Latin  were  the  next  objects :  at  the  same  time  be 
made  himself  a  tolerable  Italian  scholar,  and  ac- 
quired some  knowledge  both  of  the  Spanish  and 
Portuguese.  His  medical  firiends  say  that  the 
knowledge  he  had  obtained  of  chemistry  was  very 
respectable.  Astronomy  and  electricity  were 
among  his  studies.  Some  attention  lie  paid  to 
drawing,  in  which  it  is  probable  he  would  have 
excelled.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  mtuic, 
and  could  play  very  pleasingly  by  ear  oo  the 
piano-forte,  composing  the  bass  to  the  air  he  wis 
playing ;  but  this  propensity  he  checked,  lest  it 
might  intorfore  with  more  important  objects.  Ha 
had  a  turn  for  mechanics ;  and  all  the  fittinge-vp 
of  his  study  were  the  work  of  his  own  hands.     ,, 

At  a  very  early  age,  indeed  soon  after  be  waa 
taken  from  school,  Henry  was  ambitiooi  of  being 
admitted  a  member  of  a  Literary  Soeietj  then  ex- 
isting in  Nottingham,  but  was  objected  to  on  ac- 
count of  his  youth.  After  repeated  attempto  and  re- 
peated foilures,  he  succeeded  in  his  wish,  through 
the  exertions  of  some  of  his  Abends,  and  waa 
elected.  There  were  six  Profe«aat%vti\SD&»%Ma»te^\ 
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■■d,  upon  the  fint  Tacancy,  ho  wu  appointed  to 

the  chair  of  Literature.    It  may  well  appear 

strange  that  a  aociety,  in  ao  large  a  town  as  Not- 

tingham,  inatitnted  for  the  porpoae  of  acquiring 

and  diffhaing  knowledge,  and  reapecUble  enough ,        „  „  . 

to  be  provided  with  a  good  philoaophical  ap-  like  the  sapling  which  ahools  ap  when  it  AdI 


atimulanli  to  the  heart,  instead  of  ■*fte%i 
with  ftod  eonTenient  fiir  it;**  nnd  the  ifteirf 
tuch  atimnlanta  ia  to  dwarf  the  hninan  aaia 
lapi^oga  are  aaid  to  be  aAopt  in  their  gneiklf 
being  doaed  with  gin.    Thiie  fmttd^  it 


paratna,  ahoold  have  choaen  a  boy,  in  the  fifteenth 
year  of  his  age,  to  deliver  lectures  to  them  upon 
general  literature.  The  first  subject  upon  which 
he  held  forth  was  Genius.  Having  taken  a  day  to 
consider  the  subject,  he  spoke  upon  it  extempore, 
and  harangued  for  two  hours  and  three  quarters: 
yet,  inatead  of  being  wearied,  his  hearers  passed 
e  unanimous  resolution,  **  7*hat  the  most  sincere 
thanks  be  given  to  the  Profomor  for  his  most  in- 
stroctive  and  entertaining  lecture ;  at  the  same 
time  assuring  him  that  the  Society  never  had  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  a  better  lecture  delivered  from 
that  chair  which  he  so  much  honored:**  and 
they  then  elected  him  one  of  their  committee. 
There  are  certain  courts  at  Nottingham,  in  which 
it  is  necessary  for  an  attorney  to  plead ;  and  he 
wished  to  qualify  himself  for  a  speaker  as  well  as 
a  sound  lawyer. 

With  the  profession  in  which  he  was  placed  he 
waa  well  pleased,  and  suffered  no  pursuit,  nu- 
meroos  an  his  pursuits  were,  to  interfere  in  the 
slightest  degree  with  ita  duties.  Yet  he  soon 
began  to  have  higher  aspirations,  and  to  cast  a 


be  striking  its  roots  &r  and  deep,  and  which  1fcB» 
fine  never  attains  to  more  than  a  eapliag^  aa 
To  Henry,  however,  the  opportiinit^  oi  diaa 
guiahing  himself^  even  in  the  Jnvcnilf  Lber, 
wasusefiil;  if  he  had  acted  with  a  nian*s  fassfk 
he  could  not  have  done  more  wisely  than  byaa 
ing  at  every  diatinction  within  hb  htih  ifkac 
At  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  gainedasilwrat^ir 
a  translatian  firom  Horace ;  and  the  feibviBr«r 
a  pair  of  twelve-inch  grlobes,  fiir  an  inafBrr 
Tour  from  London  to  Edinburgh.  Hedeteniart 
upon  trying  fiir  this  prize  one  evening  vbatf  ■ 
with  hit  family,  and  at  supper  he  read  to  dea  si 
performance,  to  which  aeren  pages  were  tju«< 
in  the  magazine,  thong-h  they  had  UmiHdib 
aUowance  of  room  to  three.  Shortly  afkarneb 
he  won  several  books  for  exercises  on  diftrt 
subjects.  Such  honors  were  erf*  great  impsCBe 
to  him ;  they  vrere  testimonies  ofhis  abilii^.^zi 
could  not  be  suspected  of  partiabiy.  and  :kT 
prepared  his  father  to  regard  vrith  kaa  refaMBaa 
that  diange  in  his  views  and  widws  whickiAa- 
vrards  took  place.  It  appears  by  a  letter  vrMn 


wistful  eye  toward  the  Universities,  with  little  soon  after  he  had  oomideted  his  fiftoemhiv. 

that  many  of  his  pieces  in  proee  and  verse.  saK? 

feigned  aignatures,  had  gained  adrmssice  ia  '^ 
various  magazines  of  the  day,  more  partink: .' 
in  the  Monthly  Magazine  and  the  MoathivVifir 


hope  of  ever  attainincr  their  important  advanta|refl, 
jret  probably  not  without  some,  however  faint. 
There  was  at  this  time  a  niajrazinc  in  publication, 
called  the  Monthly  Prf?ceptor,  which  proposed 


printhemes  for  boys  and  ^\x\%  to  write  upon ;  and !  **  In  prosaic  composition,**  he  says,  ^  I  aeferu: 
which  was  encouraged  by  many  schoolmasters,  one  article  refused:  in  poetic,  many." — *I  t^ 
some  of  whom,  for  their  own  credit,  and  that  of'  conscious,**  he  observes,  at  this  time,  lo  hi*  br> 
the  important  institutions  in  which  they  werejther,  "that  if  I  chose  I  could  prodnes 
placed,  ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  en-  infinitely  superior  to  any  you  have  jfff 
courage  it  But  in  schools,  and  in  all  practical  mine ;  but  I  am  so  indolent,  and  at  the  " 
aystemsof  education,  emulation  is  made  the  main- 
apring,  as  if  there  were  not  enough  of  the  leaven 
of  disquietude  in  our  natures,  without  inocu- 
lating it  with  this  dilutement — this  taccxnt  virus 
of  envy.  True  it  is,  that  we  need  encourage- 
ment in  youth ;  that  though  our  vices  spring  up 

and  thrive  in  shade  and  darkness,  like  poisonous  ^ 

fVmgi,  our  better  powers  require  light  and  air ;  |  he  says,  **  of  the  number  of  erasures  and 

and  that  praise  is  the  sunshine,  without  which 

genius  will  wither,  fade,  and  die ;  or  rather  in 

search  of  which,  like  a  plant  that  is  debarred  from 

it,  will  push  forth  in  contortions  and  deformity. 

But  such  practices  as  that  of  writincr  for  public 

prisBS,  of  publicly  declaiming,  and  of  enacting 

plays  before  the  neighboring  gentry,  teach  boy:«  , , . 

to  look  for  applause  instead  of  being  satisfied  with  |  sible.  This  accounts  for  my  bad  writing.' 
i^iprobatioin,  and  foster  in  them  that  vanity  which      He  now  became  a  correspondent  in  the  Mitf^ 
DO  0ach  cherishing.  This  is  administering  Mirror,  a  magazine  which  first  set  the  •«&■>!>  ^ 


so  much  engaged,  that  I  cannot  give  the  tiar  u^ 
attention  necessary  fiir  the  fermatioa  ot  eaKT"*- 
and  accurate  pieces.**  Less  time  and  aiMiB' 
are  necessary  for  correcting  prose,  and  thii  as^ 
be  one  reason  why,  contrary  to  the  usual  ^roeNi 
a  greater  prematurity  is  diMemable  in  hit  pv 
than  in  his  metrical  compositions.  ''The 


tions  in  my  letter  ia,  that  it  '^'^Niins  a  roofb  n>> 
script  of  the  state  of  my  mind,  without  my  hifsf 
made  any  sketch  on  another  peper.  Wbra  I  c^ 
down  to  vrrite,  ideas  crowd  into  my  mind  too  atf 
for  utterance  upon  paper.  Some  of  them  I  tksi 
too  precious  to  bo  lost,  and  lor  fear  their 
sion  should  be  effaced,  I  vnite  as  rapidly  as 
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typographical  neatnesii  in  periodica]  pnblicatione, 
^irbich  ban  given  the  world  a  good  Beries  of  por 
traitR,  and  which  deaerrea  praiio  also  on  other 
meooonts,  having  anumg  its  oontribatora  some 
parsons  of  extensive  erudition  and  acknowledged 
talents.  Magazines  are  of  great  service  to  those 
who  are  learning  to  write ;  they  are  fishing^boats, 
which  the  Buccaneers  of  Literature  do  not  con- 
descend  to  sink,  bum,  and  destroy :  yonng  poets 
may  safely  try  their  strength  in  them ;  and  that 
they  should  try  their  strength  befiire  the  public, 
^thout  danger  of  any  shame  from  failure,  is 
bighly  desirable.  Henry^s  rapid  improvement 
ivas  now  as  remarkable  as  his  unwearied  industry. 
The  pieces  which  had  been  rewarded  in  the  Ju. 
venile  Preceptor  might  have  been  rivalled  by 
many  boys ;  but  what  he  produced  a  year  afler- 
wards,  few  men  could  equal.  Those  which  ap- 
peared in  the  Monthly  Mirror  attracted  some 
notice,  and  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance 
of  Mr.  Capel  Lofil,  and  of  Mr.  Hill,  the  proprietor 
of  the  work,  a  gentleman  who  was  himself  a  lover 
of  English  literature,  and  who  possessed  one  of 
the  most  copious  collections  of  English  poetry  in 
ozisienoe.  Their  encouragement  induced  him, 
about  the  close  of  the  year  1803,  to  prepare  a 
little  volume  of  poems  fi>r  the  press.  It  was  his 
hope  that  this  publication  might  either,  by  the 
■access  of  its  sale,  or  the  notice  which  it  might 
excite,  enable  him  to  prosecute  his  studies  at  col- 
lege, and  fit  himself  fbr  holy  orders.  Fur,  though 
■o  fkr  was  he  from  feeling  any  dislike  to  his  own 
profession,  that  he  was  oven  attached  to  it,  and 
had  indulged  a  hope  that  one  day  or  other  ho 
■honld  make  his  way  to  the  Bar,  a  deafness,  to 
which  he  had  always  been  subject,  and  which 
appeared  to  grow  progrezisi\'ely  worse,  threatened 
to  preclude  all  possibility  of  advancement ;  and 
his  opinions,  which  had  at  one  time  inclined  to 
infidelity,  had  now  taken  a  strong  devotional  bias. 
Henry  was  earnestly  advised  to  obtain,  if  pos- 
■ible,  some  patroness  fer  his  book,  whose  rank  in 
life,  and  notoriety  in  the  literary  world,  might 
afford  it  some  protection.  The  days  of  such  dedi- 
cations are  happily  well-nigh  at  an  end ;  but  this 
was  of  importance  to  him,  as  giving  his  little 
volume  consequence  in  the  eyes  of  his  friends 
and  townsmen.  The  Countess  of  Derby  was  first 
applied  to,  and  the  manuscript  submitted  to 
her  perusaL  She  returned  it  with  a  refusal,  upon 
tho  ground  that  it  was  an  invariable  rule  with 
her  never  to  accept  a  compliment  of  the  lund ; 
bat  this  refusal  was  couched  in  language  as  kind 
aa  it  was  complimentary,  and  he  felt  more  pleasure 
at  the  kindness  which  it  ezpresaed,  than  disap- 
pointment  at  the  feilure  of  his  application :  a  fU. 
noCa  was  inclosed  as  her  subscriptioa  to  the  work 


There  is  among  his  papers  the  draught  of  a  letter 
addressed  to  her  upon  the  subject,  but  I  believe 
it  was  never  sent  He  was  then  recommended  to 
apply  to  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire.  Poor  Henry 
felt  a  fit  of  repugnance  at  courting  patronage  in 
this  way,  but  he  felt  that  it  was  of  consequence  in 
his  little  world,  and  submitted ;  and  the  manu- 
script was  left,  with  a  letter,  at  Devonshire  House, 
as  it  had  been  with  the  Ck>untess  of  Deroy.  Some 
time  elapsed,  and  no  answer  arrived  fixmi  her 
Grace ;  and,  as  she  was  knonvn  to  be  pestered  with 
such  applications,  apprehensions  began  to  be 
entertained  for  the  safety  of  the  papers.  His 
brother  Neville  (who  was  now  settled  in  London) 
called  several  times ;  of  course  he  never  obtained 
an  interview :  the  case  at  last  became  desperate, 
and  ho  went  with  a  determination  not  to  quit  the 
house  till  he  had  obtained  them.  After  waiting 
four  hours  in  tlie  servants*  hall,  his  perseverance 
conquered  their  idle  insolence,  and  he  got  pos- 
session  of  the  manuscript  And  here  he,  as  well 
as  his  brother,  sick  of  ** dancing  attendance" 
upon  the  great,  would  have  relinquished  all 
thoughts  of  the  dedication,  but  they  were  urged 
to  make  one  more  trial : — a  letter  to  her  Grace 
was  procured,  with  which  Neville  obtained  au- 
dience, wisely  leaving  tho  manuscript  at  home : 
and  the  Duchess,  with  her  usual  good-nature, 
gave  permission  tliat  tho  volume  should  be  dedi- 
cated  to  her.  Accordingly  her  name  appeared 
in  the  title-page,  and  a  copy  was  transmitted  to 
her  in  due  form,  and  in  its  due  morocco  livery^— 
of  which  no  notice  was  ever  taken.  Involved  aa  she 
was  in  an  endless  round  of  miserable  fellies.  It  is 
probable  that  she  never  opened  the  book,  other- 
wise her  heart  was  good  enough  to  have  fth  a 
pleasure  in  encouraging  the  author.  Oh,  what 
a  lesson  would  the  history  of  that  heart  hold  oat! 
Henry  sent  his  little  volume  to  each  of  the  then 
existing  Reviews,  and  accompanied  it  with  a  leU 
ter,  wherein  he  stated  what  his  disadvantages  bad 
been,  and  what  were  the  hopes  which  he  proposed 
to  himself  from  the  publication :  requesting  fVom 
them  that  indulgence  of  which  his  prodnotioos 
did  not  stand  in  need,  and  which  it  might  ban 
been  thought,  under  such  circumstances,  woaU 
not  ha\'o  been  withheld  from  works  of  less  pram- 
ise.  It  may  be  well  conceived  with  what  anxiety 
he  looked  for  their  opinions,  and  with  what  feel- 
ings he  road  tho  following  article  in  the  Monthly 
Review  for  February.  1^04. 

Monthly  Review,  Fe&rtiary,  1804. 

"The  circumstances  under  which  this  little 
volume  is  offered  to  the  public,  must,  in  soma 
measure,  disarm  criticism.  We  have  been  in- 
formed that  Mr.  White  has  scarcely  attained  his 
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th»  pnnuit  of  knowledge  under  the  diecoonfe- 
nenti  of  pennry  and  mislbrtane,  end  now  iK^pesi 
Igr  this  early  authorahip,  to  obtain  aome  aaaiatance 
in  the  proaecution  of  hia  studiea  at  Cambridge. 
He  appeara,  indeed,  to  be  one  of  thoae  young 
men  of  talenta  and  application  who  merit  encoor- 
agement;  and  it  would  be  gratifying  to  na  to  hear 
that  thia  pablication  had  obtained  for  him  a  re- 
epectable  patron ;  for  we  fear  that  the  mere  profit 
ariaing  from  the  aale  cannot  be,  in  any  measore, 
adaqnate  to  hia  ezigenciea  aa  a  atudent  at  the  uni- 
vendty.  A  aubacription,  with  a  statement  of  the 
particnlara  of  the  author's  case,  might  have  been 
calculated  to  have  answered  hia  purpose ;  but,  aa 
a  book  which  is  to  *win  its  way*  on  the  sole 
ground  of  its  own  merit,  this  poem  cannot  be  con- 
templated with  any  sanguine  expectation.  The 
author  is  very  anxious,  howeyer,  that  critics 
ahonld  find  in  it  aomething  to  commend,  and  he 
ahall  not  be  disappointed :  we  commend  his  ex- 
ertions  and  his  laudable  endeavors  to  excel ;  but 
we  cannot  compliment  him  with  having  learned 
the  difficult  art  of  writing  good  poetry. 

**  Such  lines  as  these  will  sufficiently  prove  our 
aaeertion: 

Here  would  I  run,  a  visionary  B^y, 
When  tlie  boine  tbunder  shook  the  vaulted  Ay, 
And,  fkney-led,  beheld  the  Almighty's  Ibnn 
flienily  emntring  in  the  eddying  stonn. 

«*  If  Mr.  White  should  be  instructed  by  Ahna- 
mter,  he  will,  doubtless,  produce  better  aense 
and  better  rhymes.** 

I  know  not  who  was  the  writer  of  this  precious 
article.  It  is  certain  that  Henry  could  have  no 
personal  enemy :  his  volume  fell  into  the  handa 
of  some  dull  man,  who  took  it  up  in  an  hour  of 
-  iQ-humor,  turned  over  the  leaves  to  look  for 
ikults,  and  finding  that  Boy  and  Sky  were  not  or- 
thodox rhymes,  according  to  his  wise  canons  of 
criticism,  sat  down  to  blast  the  hopea  of  a  boy, 
who  had  confessed  to  him  all  his  hopes  and  all  his 
difficulties,  and  thrown  himself  upon  his  mercy. 
With  such  a  letter  before  him  (by  mere  accident 
I  saw  thai  which  had  been  sent  to  the  Critical 
Review),  even  though  the  poems  had  been  bad,  a 
good  man  would  not  have  said  so :  he  would  have 
avoided  censure,  if  he  had  found  it  impossible  to 
bestow  praise.  But  that  the  reader  may  perceive 
the  wicked  injustice,  as  well  as  the  cruelty  of  this 
reviewal,  a  fow  apecimens  of  the  volume,  thus 
contemptuously  condemned  because  Boy  and  Sky 
are  used  as  rhymes  in  it,  shall  be  inserted  in  this 
nlaoe. 

TO  THE  HERB  ROSEMARY.' 
Sweet-seented  flowert  who  an  wont  to  Uoom 
On  January*e  (h>nt  severe, 

i  The  Momnuj  buds  in  January.    It  is  the  flower 
fommoBly  jni  in  the  eoflliis  of  the  deid. 


And  o*a  the  wiatry 

To  waft  thy  waste  perfunwl 
Gome,  thou  AaH  fbnn  my  nosegay 
And  I  win  Mnd  thee  roand  siy 

And  as  I  twine  the  flBOomftd 
I  *I1  weave  a  melancholy  Bong : 
And  sweet  the  strain  shall  be  and 

The  mdody  of  death. 


Come,  ftiaeral  flow*rI  who  lovest  to  dwel 
With  the  pale  eorse  in  lonely  tomh, 
And  throw  across  the  desert  gloom 
A  sweet  decaying  smell. 

Come,  press  my  lips,  and  lie  with  ne 

Beneath  the  loiprty  Alder-tree, 
And  we  will  sleep  a  pleannt  risep, 

And  not  a  core  shall  dare  intrude. 

To  break  the  marble  soUtnde, 
80  pesceflil  and  so  deep. 

And  hark!  the  wind-god,  as  he  flies. 
Moons  Ih^ow  in  the  forest  trees. 
And  Bsilinf  on  the  gusty  Inceae, 
Mysterious  music  dies. 

fiKveet  flower  1  thst  requiem  wild  is  mhut. 

It  warns  me  to  the  lonely  shrine. 
The  ookl  tuif-sltar  of  the  dead ; 
My  grave  ■boll  be  in  yen  kme  i^ot. 
Where  as  I  lie,  by  all  ibrgot, 

A  dying  ftagranoe  thou  wilt  o*er  my 


TO  THE  MORinNG. 

WUTTTEN  DUUMO  ILLlfnB. 

Beams  of  the  dsy-bnak  fUnt !  I  hail 
Your  dubious  hues,  as  on  the  robe 
Of  Night,  which  wraps  the  slumbering  globe, 

I  mark  your  traces  pale. 
Tired  with  the  uper's  sickly  light. 
And  with  the  wearying,  numbered  night, 

I  hail  the  streaks  of  mom  divine : 
And  lo!  they  break  between  the  dewy  wreathi 

That  round  my  rural  coaement  twine: 
The  ft«sh  gale  o'er  the  green  lawn  breathes; 
It  ibns  my  feverish  brow,— it  calms  the  mental  sirift 
And  cheerily  re-illumes  the  Ismbent  flame  of  I 


The  lark  has  her  gay  song  begun, 

BtM&  leaves  her  grassy  nest. 
And  soars  till  the  unriten  $wt 

Olesms  on  her  speckled  breast. 
Now  let  me  leave  my  restless  bed. 
And  o'er  the  spangled  uplands  tread ; 

Now  through  the  customed  wood- walk 
By  many  a  green  lane  lies  my  way. 

Where  high  o'erbead  the  wild  briers  bend. 
Till  on  the  mountain's  summit  grey, 
I  sit  me  down,  and  mark  the  glorious  dawa  of  day. 

Oh,  Heav^  1  the  soft  refteshing  gale 

It  breathes  into  my  breast ! 
My  sank  eye  gleams ;  my  cheek,  so  pale. 

Is  with  new  colors  drest. 
Blithe  Health!  thou  soul  of  life  and  ease. 
Come  thou  too  on  the  balmy  breeae. 

Invigorate  my  frame : 
111  Join  with  thee  the  boskin'd  chooe. 
With  thee  the  distant  dime  will  trace, 

V«i|c»i  those  eloods  of  flaaw. 
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Above,  below,  vluit  clianM  wtMd 

In  all  the  varied  view  1 
Befbre  me  all  ia  burniah'd  gold. 

Behind  Uk  twiUfbt'a  bae. 
Tbe  miaU  whicb  ob  oM  Night  await. 
Par  to  tbe  weat  tliey  hold  their  atate, 
Tbey  abun  the  clear  blue  flue  of  Mom ; 

Along  the  fine  cerulean  aky, 

The  fleecy  clouda  •ucocMire  fly, 
Whila  bright  priamatic  beams  their  ahadowy  Ibkli  adoni. 

And  harkl  the  Thatcher  haa  bogtin 

Hie  whistle  on  the  eavea, 
ABd  oft  the  Hedger*8  biU  is  heard 

Among  tbe  rustling  leavea. 
The  alow  team  creaks  upon  the  road. 

The  noisy  whip  reaoands. 
The  driver's  voice,  his  carc^  blithe. 
The  mower's  stroke,  his  whetting  aeythe. 

Mix  with  the  morning's  aoonda. 

Who  would  not  rather  take  his  seat 

Beneath  theae  clumps  of  trees, 
Tlie  early  dawn  of  day  to  greet. 

And  catch  the  healthy  breeae. 
Than  on  the  silken  eouch  of  Sloth 

Luxurious  to  lie  1 
Who  wouM  not  flrom  life's  dieaiy  waate 
flnateh,  when  he  could,  with  eager  haala, 

ABinlenralofJoyf 

To  him  who  aimply  thus  reconnta 

The  morning's  pleaaurea  o'er. 
Fate  doooas,  ere  long,  the  aeene  moat  doae. 

To  ope  on  him  no  more : 
Tet,  Morning  I  unrepining  still 

Hem  greet  thy  beams  awhile; 
And  anrely  thou,  when  o'er  hia  grava 
floleflui  the  whis|iering  willowa  wtvc. 

Wilt  aweetly  on  him  amile ; 
Ami  the  pale  glow-worm'a  penaiva  light 
Win  guide  hia  ghostly  walka  in  the  drtar  moonleii  Bight. 

An  urthor  ia  proof  agmisBt  reriewing,  when, 
Bktt  myaelf,  he  has  been  reyiewed  lome  lerenty 
tinwi ;  hat  the  opinion  of  a  reviewer,  upon  hia 
flnt  pahlication,  haa  more  effect,  both  upon  his 
fcnrmgi  and  his  success,  than  it  aaghi  to  have,  or 
would  have,  if  the  mystery  of  the  ungentle  craft 
wen  mere  generaUy  imderstood.  Henry  wrote 
to  the  editor  to  comphun  of  the  cruelty  with  which 
he  had  been  treated.  This  remonstrance  produced 
the  ibUowing  answer  in  the  next  number : 

ManOdy  Retfiew,  Mkreh,  1804. 

ADDEBBB  TO  GORKEBFONDENTB. 

**  In  the  course  of  our  long  critical  labors,  we 
Inve  necessarily  been  ibrced  to  enooimter  the  re- 
eentment,  or  withstand  the  lamentations,  of  many 
disappointed  authors;  but  we  have  seldom,  if 
•ver,  been  more  afiected  than  by  a  letter  fitm 
Mr.  White,  of  Nottingham,  oomplaining  of  the 
tendency  of  our  strictures  on  his  poem  of  CliAon 
Giwre,  in  our  last  number.    His  expostulations 


tan  written  with  a  warmth  of  fbelinf  in  which  we 


truly  sympathise,  and  which  shall  readily  excuse, 
with  us,  some  expressions  of  irritation ;  but  Bfr. 
White  must  receive  our  most  serious  declaratioo, 
that  ¥re  did  *  judge  of  the  book  by  the  book  it- 
seir ;  excepting  only,  that,  from  his  former  letter, 
we  were  desirous  of  mitigating  the  pain  of  that 
decision  which  our  public  duty  required  us  to 
pronounce.  We  spoke  with  the  utmost  sittceritj 
when  we  stated  our  wishes  for  patronage  to  an 
imfHended  man  of  talents,  for  talents  Bb.  White 
certainly  possesses,  and  we  repeat  those  wishes 
with  equal  cordiality.  Let  him  still  trust  that, 
like  Mr.  GiflRird  (see  preface  to  his  translation  of 
Juvenal),  some  Mr.  Cookesley  may  yet  eppear  to 
foster  a  capacity  which  endeavors  to  escape  from 
ita  present  confined  sphere  of  action;  and  let  the 
(^mlent  inhabitanta  of  Nottingham  reflect,  that 
some  portion  of  that  wealth  which  they  have 
worthily  acquired  by  the  habita  of  industry,  will 
be  laudably  applied  in  assisting  the  effhrte  of 
mind." 

Henry  was  not  aware  that  reviewers  are  infaL 
lible.  His  letter  seems  to  have  been  answered  by 
a  difierent  writer ;  the  answer  has  none  of  the 
conmnrnplace  and  vulgar  insolence  of  the  criti- 
cism :  but  to  have  made  any  coneeesion  would 
have  been  admitting  that  a  review  can  do  wrong, 
and  thus  violating  the  fundamental  prindpte  of 
ite  constitution. 

The  poems  which  had  been  thus  OGndemned, 
appeared  to  me  to  discover  strong  marks  of  ge- 
nius. I  had  shown  them  to  two  of  my  friends, 
than  whom  no  persons  living  better  understand 
what  poetry  is,  nor  have  given  better  proofs  of 
it;  and  their  opinion  coincided  with  my  own.  I 
was  indignant  at  the  injustice  of  this  pretended 
criticism,  and  having  accidentally  seen  the  letter 
which  he  had  written  to  the  reviewers,  imder- 
stood the  whole  cruelty  of  their  injustice.  In 
consequence  of  this  I  wrote  to  Henry,  to  enconr* 
age  him ;  told  him,  that  though  I  was  well  aware 
how  imprudent  it  was  in  young  poete  to  poblieh 
their  productions,  his  circumstances  seemed  to 
render  that  expedient,  from  which  it  would  other- 
wise be  right  to  dissuade  him ;  advised  him  there- 
fore, if  he  had  no  better  prospects,  to  print  a 
larger  volume  by  subscription,  and  offiued  to  do 
what  little  was  in  my  power  to  serve  him  in  the 
imdertaking.  To  this  he  replied  in  the  ftOowing 
letter  ^~ 

^  I  dare  not  say  all  I  fbel  respecting  your  opin- 
ion of  my  little  volume.  The  extreme  acrimony 
with  which  the  Monthly  Review  (of  all  others  the 
most  important)  treated  me,  threw  me  into  « 
state  of  stopefaction;  I  regarded  all  that  hed 
passed  as  a  dream,  and  I  thooght  I  had  been  de- 
luding niyTCir  into  an  idea  of  possessing  poetic 
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genial.  wlMn  in  &ct  I  had  only  the  longing^,  with- 
out the  4fbtaif.  I  muBiered  renolution  enough, 
howefer,  to  write  ■piritedly  to  them :  their  an- 
ewer  in  the  enauing  number  was  a  tacit  acknow- 
ledgment that  they  had  been  somewhat  too  un- 
sparing in  their  oorrecticn.  It  was  a  poor  attempt 
to  salve  over  a  wound  wantonly  and  most  un- 
generously inflicted.  Still  I  was  damped,  because 
I  knew  the  work  was  very  respectable ;  and  there- 
f bra  conU  not,  I  concluded,  give  a  criticism  grou- 
ly  deficient  in  equity — ^tho  more  especially,  as  I 
knew  of  no  sort  of  inducement  to  extraordinary 
severity.  Your  letter,  however,  has  revived  me, 
and  I  do  again  venture  to  hope  that  I  may  still 
produce  something  which  will  survive  me. 

**  With  regard  to  your  advice  and  oflers  of  as- 
sistance, I  will  not  attempt,  because  I  am  unable, 
to  thank  you  for  them.  To-morrow  morning  I  de- 
part  for  Cambridge;  and  I  have  considerable 
hopes  that,  as  I  do  not  enter  into  the  University 
with  any  sinister  or  interested  views,  but  sincere- 
ly desire  to  perform  the  duties  of  an  affectionate 
aiMl  vigilant  pastor,  and  become  more  useful  to 
mankind,  I  therefore  have  hopes,  I  say,  that  I  shall 
find  means  of  support  in  the  Unicertity,  If  I  do 
not,  I  shall  certainly  act  in  pursuance  of  your  re- 
commendations;  and  shall,  without  hesitation, 
avail  myself  of  your  ofiers  of  service,  and  of  your 
directions. 

**  In  a  short  time  this  will  be  determined ;  and 
when  it  is,  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  writing  to 
you  at  Kesvnck,  to  make  you  acquainted  with  the 
resulL 

"  I  have  only  one  objection  to  publiRhing  by 
subscription,  and  I  confess  it  has  weight  with 
me ; — it  is,  that,  in  this  step,  I  shall  seem  to  be 
acting  upon  the  advice  so  unfeelingly  and  contu- 
meliously  given  by  the  Monthly  Reviewers,  who 
say  what  is  equal  to  this — ^that  had  I  gotten  a  sub- 
scription for  my  poems  before  their  merit  was 
known,  I  might  have  succeeded;  provided,  it  seems, 
I  had  made  a.  particular  statement  of  my  case;  like  a 
beggar  who  stands  with  his  hat  in  one  hand,  and 
a  fiill  aooount  of  his  cruel  treatment  on  the  coast 
of  Barbary  in  tho  otlier,  and  so  jErives  yon  hin 
penny  sheet  for  your  sixpence,  by  wu  v  of  half- 
purchase,  half-charity. 

**I  have  materials  for  another  volinne ;  but  they 
were  written  principally  while  Clifton  Grove  was 
in  the  press,  or  soon  aflcr,  and  do  not  now  at  all 
satisfy  me.  Indeed,  of  late,  I  have  been  oblio^d 
to  desist,  almost  entirely,  from  converi<e  with  the 
dames  of  Helicon.  The  drudgery  of  an  attorney  *8 
office,  and  the  necessity  of  pre{>aring  myself,  in 
case  I  should  succeed  in  getting  to  rolleee,  in 
what  little  leisure  I  could  boast,  \e\\  no  room  ft>r 
the  flights  of  the  imagination/' 

la  another  letter  h«*  siicak^  in  still  !<trongcr 


terms,  of  what  be  had  soflRnwl  from 
and  iniquitous  criticism : 

"The  unfavorable  review  (in  the  'MHtyy') 
of  my  unhappy  work,  hnja  cot  deepei  ihw  jn 
could  have  thought;  not  in  a  litenry  point  ttvtt, 
but  as  it  afiects  my  respectmbility.  It  lepteifc 
me  actually  as  a  beggar^  going  about  gatfaai|| 
money  to  put  myself  at  eoUege,  whan  my  ««k» 
worthless;  and  this  with  every  appeariBoetf 
candor.  They  have  been  sadly  misinfiniBsd  » 
specting  me :  this  review  goes  before  bm  vbanv 
I  turn  my  steps:  it  haonts  me  inrrswistlj;  is^ I 
am  persuaded  it  is  an  iastmment  in  the  hsakd 
Satan  to  drive  me  to  distraction.  I  mMlvif 
Nottingham.** 

It  is  not  unworthy  of  remark,  thai  thii  mr 
reviewal,  which  was  desigfned  to  crush  the  bam 
of  Henry,  and  suppress  his  stniggling  geni»,iBi 
been,  in  its  consequences,  the  main  nrriaiii  a* 
bringing  his  Remains  to  light,  and  ^^•^'■'''g  fa 
him  that  fame  which  assoredJy  will  be  Ui  pr- 
tion.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  indignatka  vkk^ 
I  felt  at  perusing  a  criticism  at  onee  eo  cnslnd 
so  stupid,  the  little  intereonrae  between  Bmtj 
and  myself  would  not  have  taken  pkce;  &■ 
papers  would  probably  have  remained  in  obGrioB, 
and  his  name  in  a  fow  years  have  been  ftigid& 

I  have  stated  that  his  opinioBs  were,  st  oh 
time,  inclining  towards  deism :  it  nseds  osi  kt 
said  on  what  slight  groimds  the  opnuasi  sf  s 
youth  must  needs  be  fiMinded :  while  thev  us 
confined  to  matters  of  specolation,  they  inficaar. 
whatever  their  eccentricities,  oolran  actirr  mitt 

m 

and  it  is  only  when  a  propensity  is  maniinto^  so 
such  principles  as  give  a  eanctioo  to  inunonliijt 
that  they  show  something  wrong  at  heart  Qm 
little  poem  of  Henry  *s  Remains,  which  wis  wnosa 
in  this  unsettled  state  of  mind,  exhibits  mndh  rf 
his  character,  and  can  excite  no 
him,  but  such  as  are  fovorable. 

MY  OWN  CHARACTER. 

ADDRESSED  (DURIKO  ILLNESS)  TO  A  XOCTK  UUIT. 

DBxa  Fanny,  I  mean,  now  I'm  laid  on  Uk  ikeiC 
To  give  you  a  sketch— ay,  a  sketch  of  in}r«>>lf. 
'Ti<i  a  pitiful  Bubject.  I  ft-ankly  ronlr«», 
An«l  ono  it  would  punle  a  painter  to  divsi ; 
Dut  however,  here  foes,  and,  as  sure  as  a  frun. 
I  '11  tell  all  my  fkulu  like  a  pc;nitent  nua. 
For  I  know,  fur  my  Fanny,  before  I  aitdreM  hrr. 
Bhe  won*t  be  a  cynical  fkthcr  confesMv. 
Come.  come.  *t  will  not  do !  pat  that  parliat  krow  Ann 
You  can't,  for  the  soul  of  you,  leam  tiow  to  fmwm 
Well,  first,  I  premise,  it's  my  boncsc  codvkIiub. 
That  my  breast  is  the  chaos  of  all  contradiction : 
Relisious— deistic— now  lo>'al  and  warm. 
Then  a  danrer-drawn  democrat  hot  for  refbra ; 
TkiM  moment  a  fop,  (Aaf,  sentenlioaa  as  Titos; 
Democritus  now,  and  anon  Ueraclitus ; 
Now  laughing  and  pleased,  like  a  chiM  with  a  ratxir, 
Then  vcz*d  to  the  sonl  with  iapwrtineet  tattle ; 
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f  and  Md,  now  unthiiiluiig  and  gay, 
tfl  of  tbe  compiM  I  yoer  in  a  day. 

and  disdainful  to  Fortune's  gay  child, 
Brty*s  oApring  ■nbmissive  and  mild : 
a  boor,  and  as  rovgh  in  dispute ; 
r  politeness— oh!  dear— I*ra  a  brute  1 
respect  where  I  never  can  feel  it ; 
cuntempt,  take  no  pains  to  conceal  it; 
:hR  suit,  by  these  laudable  ends, 
t  many  fbea,  and  a  very  few  fHends. 

ly  dear  Fanny,  there  are  who  can  feel 
iroud  heart  of  mine  is  not  feshion'd  like  stael. 
(can  it  not  ?)— it  can  hate,  I  am  sure ; 
iendly  enough,  though  in  friends  it  be  poor, 
.bough  it  bleed  not,  for  others  it  bleeds ; 
not  ripe  virtue,  I  *m  sure  it 's  the  ssedt; 
h  far  from  fruitless,  or  even  so-so, 
nay  pass  as  our  worldly  things  go. 

told  yon  my  frailties  without  any  gloM ; 
my  virtues  I*m  quite  at  a  loss ! 
A  devout,  and  yet  I  can't  say, 
xm  of  time  I  may  get  the  wrong  way. 
ml  lover,  if  that 's  commendation, 
in*t  withstand  ymi  knew  wkeee  fesdnation. 
that  amidst  all  my  tricks  and  deviosa, 
for  virtues,  Vm  pulling  up  vices ; 
tic  geod^  why,  if  I  possess  it, 
et  learned  enough  to  express  it. 

elf  must  examine  the  lovelier  sido, 
your  every  art  you  have  tried, 
my  fkults,  I  may  venture  to  say, 
never  will  come  in  your  way. 
ht,  I  hope ;  I  am  downright,  I  'm  dear! 
ik  my  worst  foe  must  allow  I  *m  aineere ; 
tr  sincerity  glow*d  in  my  breast,  , 
vhen  I  swear *  ♦ 


I  time,  when  Henry  doubted  the  truth  of 
lity,  and  profeaaed  a.  careless  indifierence 
Qg  it  which  be  was  far  from  feeling,  it 
i  that  one  of  hia  earliest  and  most  inti- 
inds,  Mr.  Almond,  waa  accidentally  pres- 

death-bod,  and  waa  ao  struck  with  what 
law  of  the  power  and  influence,  and  in- 
3  value  of  religion,  that  he  fi>rmed  a  firm 
Ation  to  renounce  all  such  pursuits  as 
t  strictly  compatible  with  it  That  he 
ot  be  shaken  in  this  resolution,  he  with- 
m  the  society  of  all  those  persons  whose 
or  censure  he  feared ;  and  was  partico- 
-eful  to  avoid  Henry,  of  whose  raillery 

most  in  dread.  He  anxiously  shunned 
refore ;  till  Henry,  who  would  not  suffer 
acy  of  long  standing  to  be  broken  off  he 
t  why,  called  upon  his  friend,  and  desired 
the  cause  of  this  unaceoimtable  conduct 
himself  and  their  common  acquaintance. 
Imond,  who  had  received  him  with  trem- 
d  reluctance,  replied  to  this  expostulation, 
tal  change  had  been  eflfected  in  his  reli* 
sws,  and  that  he  was  prepared  to  deftnd 


his  opinions  and  conduct,  if  Henry  woaU  alloir 
the  Kble  to  be  the  word  of  truth  and  the  standard 
of  appeaL  Upon  this  Henry  exclaimed  in  a  tone 
of  strong  emotion : — ^  Good  God,  you  surely  re- 
gard me  in  a  worse  light  than  I  desenre  !**— His 
friend  proceeded  to  say,  that  what  he  had  said 
was  from  a  convietioQ  that  they  had  no  commcB 
ground  on  which  to  contend,  Henry  having  mme 
than  once  suggested,  that  the  book  of  UaM  was 
an  epte,  and  that  of  Job  a  dramatic^  poem.  He 
then  stated  what  the  change  was  which  had  taken 
phce  in  his  own  views  and  intentions,  and  the 
motives  for  his  present  conduct  From  the  man- 
ner in  which  Henry  listened,  it  became  evident 
that  his  mind  was  ill  at  ease,  and  that  he  was  no- 
ways satisfied  with  himself.  His  friend,  there- 
fore, who  had  expected  to  be  assailed  in  a  tone 
of  triumphant  superiority  by  one  in  the  pride 
and  youthful  confidence  of  great  intellectual 
powers,  and,  as  yet,  ignorant  of  his  own  igno- 
rance, found  himself  unexpectedly  called  upon 
to  act  the  monitor ;  and,  putting  into  his  hands 
ScoU*s  "^  Force  of  Truth,'*  which  was  lying  on 
the  table,  entreated  him  to  take  it  with  him,  and 
peruse  it  at  his  leisure. 

The  book  produced  little  effect,  and  was  return- 
ed with  disai^MTobation.  Men  differ  as  much  in 
mind  as  in  countenance :  some  are  to  be  awaken- 
ed by  passionate  exhortation,  or  vehement  re- 
proof^ appealing  to  their  fears  and  exciting  their 
imagination ;  others  yield  to  force  of  argimient, 
or,  upon  slow  inquiry,  to  the  accumulation  of 
historical  testimony  and  moral  proofs ;  there  are 
others,  in  whom  the  innate  principle  of  our  na- 
ture retains  more  of  its  original  strength,  and 
these  are  led  by  their  inward  monitor  into  the 
way  of  peace.  Henry  was  of  this  class.  His  in- 
tellect might  have  been  on  the  watch  to  detect  a 
flaw  in  evidence,  a  defective  argument,  or  an 
illogical  inference ;  but,  in  his  heart,  he  fidt  that 
there  is  no  happiness,  no  rest,  without  religion ; 
and  in  him  who  becomes  willing  to  believp,  the 
root  of  infidelity  is  destroyed.  Mr.  Almond  was 
about  to  enter  at  Cambridge :  on  the  evening  be. 
fore  his  departure  for  the  University,  Henry  re- 
quested  that  he  would  accompany  him  to  the 
little  room,  which  was  called  his  study,  **  We 
had  no  sooner  entered,"  says  Mr.  Almond,  **than 
he  burst  into  tears,  and  declared  that  his  anguish 
of  mind  was  insupportable.  He  entreated  that  I 
would  kneel  down  and  pray  fi>r  him ;  and  most 
cordially  were  our  teara  and  aupplications  mingled 
at  that  interesting  moment  When  I  took  my 
leave,  he  exclaimed : — *  What  must  I  do  7— Yon 
are  the  only  friend  to  whom  I  can  apply  in  this 
agonizing  state,  and  you  are  about  to  leaie  owu 
My  literary  ■ssociates  are  all  inclined  to  deiiwu 
I  have  no  one  with  whom  I  can  onnDaDOQs&Aaiter?^ 
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A  new  punuit  wms  thus  opened  to  him,  uid  he 
engijied  in  it  with  his  wonted  ardor.  **  It  was 
a  constant  feature  in  his  mind,"  rays  Mr.  Pigott, 
**  to  persevere  in  tlie  pursuit  of  what  he  deemed 
noble  and  important  Religion,  in  which  he  now 
appeared  to  himself  not  yet  to  have  taken  a  step, 
engaged  all  his  anxiety,  as  of  all  oonoems  the  most 
important  He  could  not  rest  satisfied  till  he  had 
formed  his  principles  upon  the  basis  of  Christi- 
anity, and  till  he  had  begun  in  ciumost  to  think  and 
act  agreeably  to  its  pure  and  heavenly  precepts. 
His  mind  loved  to  make  distant  excursions  into 
the  fbture  and  remote  consequences  of  things. 
He  no  Umger  limited  his  views  to  the  narrow  con. 
fines  of  earthly  existence ;  he  wns  not  happy  till  •• 


have  existed;  but  hia  amUtiaii  now  wis  kh 
eminently  naefiil  in  tiie  ministry. 

It  was  Henry's  fbrtiuie  throng  his  short  i^ 
as  he  was  worthy  of  the  kinilest  treatmBBt,itH|i 
to  find  it  His  employarB,  Bfr.Goldham  aiifc 
Enfield,  listened  with  a  fkiendly  ear  to  Ui  fk^ 
and  agreed  to  give  ap  the  remainder  of  hit  ^ 
tiioQgh  it  was  now  become  very  valnaUi  l»te 
as  soon  as  they  should  think  his  prospsciirfyb 
ting  through  the  onivenity  were  soch  as  ht  ai^ 
reasonably  tnist  to;  but,  till  then,  thty «iik» 
sehres  bound,  for  his  own  sake,  to  djetsii  hk 
Mr.  Dashwood,  a  clergyman,  who  at  tfastlSBi* 
sided  in  Nottingham,  exerted  himself  in  ka^ 
vor:  he  had  a  fi-iend  at  Qneen^s  College,  Qi 


he  had  learnt  to  rest  and  expatiate  in  a  world  to  bridge,  who  mentioned  him  to  <me  of  tht 


come.  What  he  said  to  me  when  ^'e  became  in- 
timate is  worthy  of  obsorration :  tliat,  he  said, 
which  first  made  hijn  dissatisfied  with  the  creed 
he  had  adopted,  and  the  standard  of  practice  [  equate  support. 


of  St  John's,  and  tliat  gentleman,  on  thi  nf^ 
sentations  made  to  him  of  Henry  *s  taksti  td 
piety,  spared  no  efifort  to  obtain  for  fain  u  li- 


which  he  had  set  up  for  himself,  was  the  purity 
of  mind  which  lie  perceived  was  e\'erywhore  in 


As  soon  as  these  hopes  were  held  out  lo  U^ 
his  employers  gave  him  a  month's  kaitrfi^ 


culcated  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  required  ofj  sence,  for  the  benefit  of  unintermpted  itodv.Hi 
every  one  who  would  become  a  succesisful  candi- 1  of  change  of  air,  which  his  health  now  higa  A 
date  for  fViture  blessedness.  Ho  hod  supposed  that 
morality  of  conduct  was  all  the  purity  required ; 
but  when  he  observed  that  purity  of  the  ^-ery 
tkoMgktB  and  intentions  of  the  soul  also  was  requi- 
site, he  was  convinced  of  his  deficiencies,  and 
could  find  no  comfort  to  his  penitence  but  in  the 
atonement  made  for  human  frailty  by  the  Re- 
deemer of  mankind ;  and  no  strcn^i  adequate  to 
his  weakness,  and  sufficient  for  resisting  evil,  but 
the  aid  of  God*8  spirit,  promised  to  those  who  seek 
them  from  above  in  the  sincerity  of  earnest 
prayer." 

From  the  moment  when  he  had  fully  contracted 
these  opinions,  he  was  resolved  upon  devoting  his 
lifo  to  the  promulgation  of  them ;  and  therefore 
to  leave  the  law,  and,  if  possible,  place  himself 
at  one  of  the  universities.  Every  argument  was 
used  by  his  friends  to  dissuade  him  from  his  pur- 
pose, but  to  no  effect ;  his  mind  vms  unalterably 
fixed,  and  great  and  numerous  as  the  obstacles 
were,  he  was  determined  to  surmount  them  all. 
He  had  now  served  the  better  half  of  the  term 
fiv  which  he  was  articled :  his  entrance  and  con- 
tinuance in  the  profossion  had  been  a  great  ex- 
pense to  his  family ;  and  to  give  up  this  lucra- 
tive profossion,  in  the  study  of  which  he  had 
advanced  so  far,  and  situated  as  ho  was,  for  one 
wherein  there  was  so  little  prospect  of  his  ob- 
taining even  a  decent  competency,  appeared  to 
them  the  height  of  folly  or  of  madness.  This  de- 
termination  cost  his  poor  mother  many  tears; 
bat  determined  he  was,  and  that  by  the  best  and 
pureft  motives.  Without  ambition  he  could  not 


require.  Instead  of  going  to  the 
expected,  he  chose  for  his  retreat  ths  nS^  ^ 
Wilfbrd,  which  is  situated  on  the  banks  of  ds 
Trent,  and  at  the  fixH  of  Clifton  Woods.  Tkss 
woods  had  ever  been  his  &vorite  plaes  cf  mat 
and  were  the  subject  of  the  kmgest  poem  in  ka 
little  ^'olume,  from  which,  indeed,  tbt  vohni 
was  named.  He  delighted  to  point  out  to  kiman 
intimate  friends  the  scenery  of  this  poem :  tbf  tdri 
to  which  he  had  oflen  fbrcled  when  the  rrnr  vw 
not  knee-deep ;  and  the  little  hut  wherein  h»  U 
sat  for  hours,  and  sometimes  all  day  long,  reidaf 
or  writing,  or  dreaming  with  his  eves  open.  Ik 
had  sometimes  wandered  in  these  vnoods  tzH  nifte 
was  far  advanced,  and  naed  to  speak  with  pfeus* 
of  having  once  been  overtaken  there  br  a  tliBa> 
der-storm  at  midnight,  and  watching  the  licis- 
ning  over  the  river  and  the  vale  towards  the  ton 
In  this  village  his  mother  procured  lodgings 
him,  and  his  place  of  retreat  was  kept  secret  ex- 
cept from  his  nearest  fHends.    Soon  after  the  n- 
piration  of  the  month,  intelligence  arrived  this 
the  plans  which  had  been  formed  in  his  faebth* 
had  entirely  foiled.  He  went  immediatelv  to  ks 
mother:  '*A11  my  hopes,"  said  he,  **of  gettiaf  f 
the  University  are  now  blasted;   in  preparing 
myself  for  it,  I  have  lost  time  in  my  piufw— 
I  have  much  ground  to  get  up ;  and  as  I  an  » 
tcrmined  not  to  be  a  siedtoere  attornev,  I  ■>* 
endeavor  to  recover  what  I  have  lost.**  The  cofr 
sequence  was,  that  he  applied  himself  moif  ■»• 
veroly  than  ever  to  his  stodiee.    He  now  aQe««^ 
himself  no  time  for  reliiatiop,  little  for  his 
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d.  tearoely  mny  fiir  tiMp.  He  would  iMd  till 
Bt  two,  three  o*clock  in  the  moniiiif ;  then 
warn  himeelf  on  the  bed,  end  riie  afj^ain  to  hie 
■k  at  five,  at  the  call  of  a  larma,  which  he  had 
lid  to  a  Dutch  dock  in  hia  chamber.  Many 
|iilla  he  never  lay  down  at  alL  It  was  in  Tain 
■I  kia  mother  uied  every  poeaible  meana  to  die- 
mtt  him  from  this  destructive  application.  In 
li  rtapect,  and  in  this  only  one,  was  Henry  un- 
dUhl,  and  neither  commands,  nor  tears,  nor  en- 
Miiaa,  could  check  his  desperate  and  deadly 
ribr.  At  one  time  she  went  every  ni|fht  into 
•  nam,  to  put  out  his  candle :  as  soon  as  he 
Mttd  her  coming  up  stairs,  he  used  to  hide  it  in 
npboard,  throw  himself  into  bed,  and  afiect  sleep 
hils  she  was  in  the  room ;  then,  when  all  was 
iat»  rise  again,  and  pursue  his  banefbl  studies. 
''The  night,*'  says  Henry,  in  one  of  his  letters, 
ht0  been  everything  to  me ;  and  did  the  world 
mr  bow  I  have  been  indebted  to  the  hours  of 
pmBt  they  would  not  wonder  that  night-images 
t^  M  they  judge,  so  ridiculously  predominant  in 
yta  fsee.**  During  some  oftheee  midnight  hours 
I  ftiMged  himself  in  complaining,  but  in  such 
Mplaints  that  it  is  to  be  wished  more  of  them 
idi  heeo  fixind  among  his  papers. 

ODE  ON  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

OosM,  Disappointment,  oomsl 

Hot  in  thy  lerron  clsd ; 
Oome  in  thy  meekest,  ssddest  (oise ; 
Tliy  chsfllening  rod  but  terrifies 
TlHreftleee  and  the  bad: 
Bot  I  recline 
Beneath  thy  ahrine, 
ly  brow,  resifn*d,  thy  peaeelUI  cypiesi  twine. 


Tbui^h  Fancy  flieeaway 
Before  thy  hoUow  tread, 
Tct  Mediution,  in  her  cell. 
Been,  with  Ikint  eye,  the  lingering  knell, 
That  telle  her  hopes  are  dead ; 
And  though  the  tear 
By  chance  appear, 
ki  can  smile,  and  ny.  My  all  was  not  laid  here. 

OoBse,  Dinppointment,  come! 

Though  from  Hope'i  eummit  hnrTd, 
Blill,  rigid  Nurse,  than  art  forgiven, 
Por  thou  severe  wert  aent  from  heaven 
To  wean  me  from  the  world : 
To  turn  my  eye 
From  vanity, 
to  seenss  of  bliss  that  aaver,  Bsvar  die. 


What  is  this  passing  aeeaef 

A  pesviih  April  day! 
A  Httis  san— a  little  rain. 
And  then  night  sweepe  aloag  the  plata. 
And  all  things  (kde  away. 
Man  (Mwn  diecuee'd) 
Yields  up  his  trust, 
M  an  his  hopes  and  feais  lis  with  Mai  ia  the  dast 


Oh,  what  is  beautylB  powerf 

It  flourifhee  and  dies ; 
WiU  the  cold  earth  ite  silence  bnak 
To  tell  how  eoft,  how  anooth  a  cheek 
Beneath  its  surfboe  lies  1 
Mute,  mute  is  all 
O'er  beauty's  Aill ; 
Her  praise  reeounds  no  more  when  mantled  in  hsr  pan. 

The  most  beloved  on  earth 
Not  long  survives  Unlay ; 
80  music  past  is  obaolete, 
And  yet  *t  was  sweet,  *t  was  passing  swset, 
But  now  *t  is  gone  sway. 
Thus  does  the  shads 
In  memory  (bde. 
When  in  forsaken  tomb  the  form  beloved  is  laid. 


Then  since  this  world  is  vain. 

And  volatile  and  fleet. 
Why  should  I  lay  up  earthly  Joys. 
Where  rust  corrupts,  and  moth  destroys. 
And  cares  and  sorrows  est  7 
Why  fly  from  ill 
With  snxioufl  skill. 
When  soon  this  band  will  freeae,  this  throbbing 
be  sUU. 

Come,  Dissppointment,  come  I 

Thou  srt  not  stem  to  me ; 
Ssd  Monitreasl  I  own  thy  swsy, 
A  votary  ssd  in  esriy  day, 
I  bend  my  knee  to  thee. 
From  sun  to  sun 
My  rsoe  will  run, 
I  only  bow,  and  say.  My  God,  thy  will  be  done  I 


On  another  paper  are  a  few  lines,  written  prob- 
ably in  the  freshness  of  his  disappointment 

I  dresm  no  nK»e— the  vision  flies  away, 

And  Disappointment  •  •  «  • 

ThAre  fell  my  hopes— I  lost  my  sll  in  this. 

My  cherished  all  of  visionary  bliss. 

Now  hope  fkrewell,  fkrewell  all  Joys  below; 

Now  welcome  sorrow,  and  now  vrdcoaw  wos 

Plunge  me  in  glooms  «  •  •  • 

His  health  soon  sunk  under  these  habits :  he 
became  pale  and  thin,  and  at  length  had  a  sharp 
fit  of  sickness.  On  his  recovery,  he  wrote  the 
following  lines  in  the  church-yard  of  his  &varite 
village. 

LINES 

WRTITEN  IN  WILFORD  CHUBCHTAID  ON 
RECOVERY  FROM  8ICKNBE0. 

Here  wouM  I  wish  to  sleep.— This  is  the  spot 
Which  I  have  long  mark'd  out  to  lay  my  boass  la ; 
Tired  out  and  wearied  with  the  riotons  wetid, 
Beneath  this  yew  I  would  be  sepulchred. 
It  is  a  lovely  spot  I  Hm  sultry  sun. 
From  his  meridisn  height,  endeavors  vaialy 
To  pieree  the  shsdowy  foiisgs,  whils  ths  aepkyr 
Oomss  wafting  gently  o'er  the  rippling  TVsat, 
And  plays  about  my  wan  chsek.  Tisanook 
Most  plessant.  Such  s  one  pefchsaes  did  Gray 
Fkaqnsnt,  as  with  a  vsgrmnt  mnse  he  wantoald. 
Ooas,  I  will  sit  ne  down  and  swdiuie. 
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Flor  I  am  wvuried  with  waif  mmner*!  walk ; 
Aad  bere  I  may  repow  in  tilent  eaw ; 
And  thua,  perckamse,  wlwn  lifr't  sad  Journey  *■  o^, 
My  bara»*d  aonl,  in  this  same  qiot,  may  find 
The  haven  oT  its  Test — beneath  this  sod 
Ferehanoe  may  sleep  it  sweetly,  soand  aa  death. 

I  would  not  have  my  corpse  cemented  down 
With  brick  and  stone,  defrauding  the  poor  earth-worm 
Of  its  predestined  dues ;  no,  I  would  lie 
Beneath  a  little  hillock,  grasi  o'er-growu, 
Swathed  down  with  ozien,  Just  as  sleep  the  cotters. 
Tet  may  not  aadJsfiaftiwA'd  be  my  grave ; 
But  there  at  eve  may  some  congenial  soul 
Duly  resort,  and  ihed  a  pious  tear. 
Tile  good  man's  benison— nomore  I  aak. 
And.  oh  I  (if  heavenly  beings  may  look  down 
From  where,  with  cherubim,  inspired  they  sit, 
ITpon  this  little  dim-discover*d  spot. 
The  earth),  then  will  I  cast  a  glance  Idne 
On  him  who  thus  my  ashes  shall  embalm ; 
And  I  will  weep  too,  and  will  bless  the  wanderer. 
Wishing  he  may  not  long  be  doom'd  to  pine 
In  this  low-thoughted  world  of  darkling  woe. 
But  that,  ere  long,  he  reach  his  kindred  ikies. 

Yet  'twas  a  silly  thought,  as  if  the  body. 
Mouldering  beneath  the  surftce  of  the  earth, 
Oould  taste  the  sweets  of  summer  scenery. 
And  ftel  the  freshness  of  the  balmy  brpexe  t 
Yet  nature  speaks  within  the  human  bosom. 
And,  spite  ot  reason,  bids  it  look  beyond 
His  narrow  verge  of  being,  and  provide 
A  decent  residence  for  its  clayey  shell, 
Endear'd  to  it  by  time.  And  who  would  lay 
His  body  in  the  city  burial-place. 
To  be  thrown  up  again  by  some  rude  sexton, 
And  yield  its  narrow  house  another  tenant. 
Ere  the  moist  flesh  had  mingled  with  the  dust. 
Ere  the  tenacious  hair  had  left  tho  scalp, 
Exposed  to  insult  lewd,  and  wantonness  1 
No.  I  will  lay  me  in  the  rUltige  ground ; 
There  are  the  dead  respnrtcd.  The  poor  hind. 
Unlettered  as  he  is,  would  acorn  to  invade 
The  silent  resting-place  of  death.  I  've  seen 
The  laborer,  returning  from  his  toil. 
Here  stay  his  steps,  and  call  his  children  round. 
And  slowly  spell  the  rudely  sculptured  rhymes. 
And,  in  his  rustic  manner,  moralize. 
I  *ve  mark'd  with  what  a  silent  a\i-e  he  'd  spoken. 
With  head  uncovered,  his  respectful  manner. 
And  all  the  honora  which  he  paid  the  grave. 
.Vnd  thought  on  cities,  where  even  cemeteries, 
Bestrew'd  with  all  the  emblems  of  mortality. 
Are  not  protected  from  the  drunken  insolence 
Of  wassailen  profiine,  and  wanton  havoc. 
Grant,  Heaven,  that  here  my  pilgrimage  may  dosol 
Yet,  If  this  be  denied,  where'er  my  bones 
May  lie— or  in  the  city's  crowded  boundo. 
Or  scatter'd  wide  o'er  the  hu^e  sweep  of  waters. 
Or  lefr  a  prey  on  some  deserted  shore 
To  the  rapacious  cormorant,— yet  still, 
(For  why  should  sober  reason  cast  away 
A  thought  which  soothes  the  soul  ?— yet  still  my  spirit 
Shall  wing  its  way  to  these  my  native  resions. 
And  hover  o'er  this  spot.  Oh,  then  I  '11  think 
Of  times  when  I  was  seated  'neath  this  yew 
la  solemn  rumination ;  and  will  smile 
With  joy  that  I  have  got  my  long'd  release. 

His  fiiends  are  of  opinion  that  he  nevor  tho- 
roaghHy  ncofered  from  the  ahock  which  his  con- 


«titiitifn  then  ■nitaimnd     Many  of  fa  pm 
indicaia  that  he  tlmii^t  hhuelf  m  ^vtf 

oonramption;  he  wasnot  awmn  that  htv«|» 
eralinjf  or  Ibaieriiif  m  himanlf  mwttM,^  4^ 

little  leaa  dreaiUbl,  and  which  thivalsu  a^ 
as  weU  as  life.  At  this  time  jooth  w«  ■]■ 
&Tor,  and  his  hopes,  which  vera  now  ^ 
renewed,  produced  perfaape  a  better  cftd  fa 
medicine.  Mr.  Daehwood  obtained  ftr  km  ■» 
trodnction  to  Mr.  Simeon,  of 
with  this  he  was  indaced  to  go"  to  O 
His  ftiend  Ahnond,  who  had  lecemij  Hknie 
TVinity  Cdlege,  had  already  endeawndlih 
terest  in  his  behalf  eome  pei 
able  toassiat  him  in  the  great  object  of  Uii 
that  of  passinif  through  the  UniversitT. 
fjing  himself  for  holy  orders.  It 
be  wondered  at,  nor  censnied,  that  his 
ations,  where  he  had  an  opportonitr  c/ 
them,  were  for  the  most  part  eoUlr 
They  who  have  been  moe 
best  imderstand  how  little  tb« 
genius  are  to  be  relied  apon: 
mollifying  truths  which  we  learn  Aemi 
and  no  common  spirit  of  1 
to  overcome  the  chilUng  effect  of 
pointments.  He  fbimd,  howerer, 
from  two  persons,  whoae  nanwa  havei 
well  known.  Mr.  Dealtry,  then  oat  of  tki 
matical  lecturers  at  Trinity,  was  one.  Ha 
tleman,  whom  the  love  of  the  abetract  srieaa 
not  rendered  intolerant  of  other  poisaitt 
congenial  to  youthful  imaginaticms,  ceniflMiiir 
look  at  Henry*8  poem  of  "TVei*,"  a  maomcri^a 
which  was  in  Aimond*8  possessiao.  Tbt 
interested  him  greatly:  he  entered  with  his ! 
benignity  into  the  concerns  of  the  audHr: 
would  gladly  have  befriended  him,  if  the 
assistance  had  not  just  at  that  time  been 
from  other  quarters. 

The  other  person  in  whom  Mr.  Ahnood 

an  interest  for  his  friend  wi 

has  since  sacrificed  his  lifb  in  the 

vice:  he  was  then  only  a  few  yean  cUer  ikv 

Henry ;  equally  ardent,  equally  denmt,  eqvS* 

enthusiastic.    He  heard   with*  emotioB  cf  thi 

kindred  spirit ;  read  some  of  his  letters,  vd  » 

dertook  to  enter  his  name  upon  the  boards  «f& 

John^s,  (of  which  college  he  was  a  fellow V  lavi^ 

that  a  friend  in  London,  wlioi«  name  he  wwse 

at  liberty  to  oommtmicate,  had  erojnweivd  \m 

to  assist  any  deserving  young  man  with  tto? 

pounds  a  year  during  his  stay  at  the  Uniive? 

To  insure  success,  one  of  Homy^  lettas  ■■ 

transmitted  to  this  imknown  friend ;  and  Mrt^ 

was  not  a  little  surprised  and  grieved,  to 

reply,  that  a  passage  in  that  letter 

render  it  doubtful  whether  the  writer 
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Chnrdunan  or  a  Dimonter ;  and,  therefore,  occa- 
a  demur  as  to  the  propriotj  of  aMisting 
Jnat  at  this  tinke  llenr j  arrived  at  Cambridge, 
an  introduction  to  Mr.  Simeon.  That  gen- 
being  in  correspondence  with  Martyn*8 
Mmd  in  Lradon,  exprosaod  diipleaaure  at  hia 
■nival ;  but  the  first  interview  removed  all  ob- 
jaction  Mr.  Simeon,  from  Mr.  Daahwood^s  reoom- 
— ndttinn,  and  from  what  he  saw  of  his  prin- 
dflM  and  talents,  promised  to  procure  for  him  a 
iriauahip  at  St  John^s,  and,  with  the  additional 
of  a  friend,  to  supply  him  with  302.  annually, 
brother  Neville  promised  twenty;  and  his 
it  was  hoped,  would  be  able  to  allow 
ftAm  or  t?ronty  more.  With  this,  it  was  thought, 
^  oould  go  through  college.  If  this  prospect  had 
been  opened  to  him,  he  would  probably  have 
his  thoughts  towards  the  orthodox  Dis- 


On  his  return  to  Nottingham,  the  Rev.^-^ 
Bfobinson  of  Leicester,  and  some  other  friends,  ad- 
him  to  apply  to  the  Elland  Society  for  aasist- 
oonceiving  that  it  would  be  loss  oppressive 
to  hia  Aelings  to  be  dependent  on  a  Society  in- 
i^"»^  for  tlM  express  purpose  of  training  up  such 
yaoDg  men  as  himself  (that  is,  such  in  circum- 
atuuses  and  opinions)  for  the  ministry,  than  on  the 
bonnty  of  an  individual.   In  consequence  of  this 
m/Mob  he  went  to  Elland  at  the  next  meeting  of 
tfat  Society,  a  stranger  there,  and  without  one 
mmd  among  the  members.  He  was  examined, 
hours,  by  about  five-and-twenty  clergy- 
as  to  his  religious  views  and  sentiments, 
theological  knowledge,  and  his  classical  attain- 
In  the  course  of  the  inquiry  it  appeared 
tiMft  he  had  published  a  volume  of  poems :  their 
q»nefi<ini  now  began  to  be  very  unpleasantly 
iBqiiiaitive  concerning  the  nature  of  these  poems, 
■■d  he  was  assailed  by  queries  from  all  quarters. 
It  was  well  for  Henry  that  they  did  not  think  of 
fdbrring  to  the  Monthly  Review  for  authority. 
Hj  letter  to  him  happened  to  be  in  his  pocket; 
hi  Inckily  recollected  this,  and  produced  it  as  a 
iMtiniony  in  his  favor.    They  did  me  the  honor 
to  My  thai  it  was  quite  sufficient,  and  pursued 
lUa  part  of  their  inquiry  no  fiirther.    Before  he 
lift  F^l»"«*,  he  was  given  to  understand,  that  they 
»MU  well  satisfied  with  his  theological  knowledge; 
Ikoft  they  thought  his  classical  proficiency  pro- 
4ifioiia  for  his  age,  and  that  they  had  placed  him 
mk  their  books.    lie  returned  little  pleased  with 
Ui  Jonmey.  Ifis  friends  had  boon  mistaken :  the 
boonty  of  an  individual  calls  forth  a  sense  of  kind- 
mtm  aa  well  as  of  dependence ;  that  of  a  Society 
!■■  the  virtue  of  charity,  perhi4is,  but  it  wants 
te  graoe.  He  now  wrote  to  Mr.  Simeon,  stating 
vliAl  be  had  done,  and  that  the  beneficence  of  his 
■nknown  friends  was  no  longer  necessary:  but 
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that  gentleman  obliged  him  to  decline  the  assist- 
ance of  the  Society,  which  he  very  willingly  did. 
This  being  finally  arranged,  he  quitted  his  em- 
ployers  in  October,  1804.  ITow  much  he  had  con- 
ducted himself  to  their  pati^faction,  will  appear 
by  this  testimony  of  Mr.  Enfield,  to  his  diligence 
and  uniform  wortJi.    **  I  liavo  great  pleasure," 
says  this  gentleman,  **in  paying  the  tribute  to 
his  memory,  of  exprensing  the  knowledge  which 
was  afforded  me  during  the  period  of  his  con- 
nexion with  Mr.  Coldham  and  inyself,  of  his  dili- 
gent application,  his  ardor  for  study,  and  his 
virtuous  and  amiable  disposition.    He  very  soon 
discovered  an  unuflual  aptness  in  comprehending 
the  routine  of  business,  and  great  ability  and  ra- 
pidity in  the  execution  of  everything  which  was 
intrusted  to  him.  His  diligence  and  punctual  at- 
tention were  unremitted,  and  his  services  became 
extremely  valuable,  a  considerable  time  before  lie 
lefl  us.    He  seemed  to  me  to  have  no  relish  for 
the  ordinary  pleasures  and  dissiiutions  of  young 
men ;  his  mind  was  perpetually  emplojred,  either 
in  the  business  of  his  profession,  or  in  pri\'ate 
study.  With  his  fondness  for  literature  we  were 
well  acquainted,  but  had  no  reason  to  oflfer  any 
check  to  it,  for  he  never  permitted  the  indul- 
gence  of  his  literary  pursuits  to  interfbro  with  tlie 
engagements  of  business.  The  difficulty  of  hear- 
ing, under  which  he  labored,  was  distressing  to 
him  in  the  practice  of  his  profession,  and  was,  I 
think,  an  inducement,  in  eo*operation  with  hi^ 
other  inclinations,  for  his  resolving  to  relinquish 
the  law.   I  con,  with  truth,  assert,  that  his  deter- 
mination was  matter  of  serious  regret  to  my 
partner  and  myself.** 

I  may  here  add,  as  at  the  same  time  showing 
Henry^s  aspirations  ofler  fame  and  the  principles 
by  which  he  had  learnt  to  regulate  his  ambition, 
that  on  the  cover  of  one  of  his  commonplace  books 
he  had  written  these  mottoes : 


AAAA  TAP  EZTIN  MOTSA  KAI  HMIN. 

Euair.JIMr*.  IWl. 
Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear  iipirit  doth  raiMe 
(That  last  iaflrmity  of  noble  mincU), 
To  Kom  delight  and  live  laborious  days. 

Mii.T4*N'i  AycMM,  70. 

Under  these  lines  was  placed  a  reference  to  the 
following  extract  (in  anotlicr  page),  from  Barrow: 
"The  Holy  Scripture  docs  not  teach  us  to  slight 
honor ;  but  rather,  in  its  fit  order  and  just  meas- 
ure, to  love  and  prove  it.  It  directs  ua  not  to 
make  a  regard  thereto  our  chief  principle ;  not  to 
propound  it  as  our  main  end  of  action.  It  charges 
us,  to  bear  contentedly  the  want  or  loas  thereof, 
aa  of  other  temporal  goods ;  yea,  in  some  eases, 
for  consciencc-sake,  or  for  God*s  service  (that  is, 
for  a  good  incomparably  better),  it  obliges  na 
willingly  to  proatitutc  and  sacrifice  it,  choa«Mb% 
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rather  to  be  infamnua  Uian  impious ;  in  disgrace  i  Mr.  Catton,  with  tears  in  his  eje«,  ax^  toU  ba 
with  man,  rather  tJion  in  disfavor  with  God.  It, .  that  ho  could  not  go  into  the  hall  to  be  exaoaii 
in  fine,  commands  us  to  seek  and  embrace  it  only ;  Mr.  Cation,  however,  tliought  his  success  hsf  tf 
in  subordination,  and  with  final  reference  to  God's ;  so  much  importance,  that  he  exhorted  him,  wA 
honor.**  |  all  possible  earnestnesii,  to  hold  oat  the  six  im 

Mr.  Simeon  had  advised  him  to  degrade  for  a  j  of  the  examination.  Strong-  medicines  were  gM 
jrear,  and  place  himsell*,  during  that  time,  under .  him,  to  enable  him  to  support  it ;  and  be  wii;» 
some  scholar.  He  went  accordingly  to  the  Rev.  ■  nounced  the  first  man  of  his  year.  Bat  h»  «■ 
^-«Grainger,ofWinteringham,  in  Lincolnshire,!  the  price  which  he  was  to  pay  for  such  baoM 
and  there,  notwithstanding  all  the  entreaties  oflas  this;  and  Henry  is  not  the  first  younf  mato 
his  fHends,  pursuing  the  same  unrelenting  course  whom  such  honors  have  proved  fatal   He  md 


to  his  most  intimate  friend,  almost  the  but  t» 
he  saw  him,  that  were  ho  to  paint  a  pictm  d 
Fame  crowning  a  distinguished  under-| 


of  study,  a  second  illness  was  the  consequence 
When  he  was  recovering,  he  was  prevailed  upon 
to  relax,  to  ride  on  horseback,  and  to  drink  wino: 

these  latter  remedies  he  could  not  long  afford,  afler  the  Senate-house  examination,  he  woald  » 
and  he  would  not  allow  himself  time  for  relaxa- 1  present  her  as  concealing  a  death*s4iead  imkr  i 
tlon  when  he  did  not  feel  its  immediate  necessity.  |  mask  of  beauty. 

He  fVequently,  at  this  time,  studied  fourteen  hours  I  When  this  was  over  ho  went  to  London.  Lb- 
a-day:  the  progress  which  he  made  in  twelve  [don  was  a  new  scene  oi^excitement, — aodvhrihii 
months  was  indeed  astonishing.  When  ho  wont  |  mind  required  was  tranquillity  and  rest. 
to  Cambridge,  he  was  immodiately  as  niuch  dis-  he  lefl  college,  he  had  become  anxious 
tinguished  for  his  classical  knowledge  as  his ;  ing  his  expenses,  fearing  that  they  exceeded  Iff 
genius :  but  the  seeds  of  death  were  in  him,  and  |  means.  Mr.Catton  percei\-ed  this,  and  twice  a&> 
the  place  to  which  he  had  so  long  looked  on  with  ed  him  to  his  rooms,  to  assure  him  of  eim  » 
hope,  served  unhappily  as  a  hot-house  to  ripen :  cessary  support,  and  every  encx>uragemenL  nd 
them.'  I  to  give  him  every  hope.    This  kindness  relinei 

Daring  his  first  term  one  of  the  university-  ^  his  spirits  of  a  heavy  weight,  and  on  his  xetan 
scholarships  became  vacant,  and  Henry,  young  as '  ho  relaxed  a  little  from  his  studies,  but  it  visonlf 
he  was  in  college,  and  ahnost  self-taught,  was  ad- 1  a  little.  I  found  among  his  papers  the  div  tha 
vised,  by  those  who  were  bcFt  able  to  estimate > planned  out: — ^Risc  at  half  pa.«t  five.  Dp«» 
his  chance  of  succoss,  to  offer  himself  as  a  candi-.  tinns  and  walk  till  seven.  Chapel  and  hmiait 
date  for  it.  He  passed  the  whole  time  in  prppar-,till  eight.  Study  and  loctures  till  one.  Foorisd 
ing  himself  for  thi.s  reading  for  college  subjects'  a  half  clear  reading.  Walk.  etc.  and  dmser.ia^ 
in  bed,  in  his  walks,  or,  a.s  ho  says,  wlioro,  when,  |  WoUaston,  and  chapel  to  ^ix.  Six  to  niae,  !«flifi- 
and  how  ho  could,  never  having  a  mnmont  to  ing — three  hours.  Nine  to  ten,  devotions.  Brt 
spare,  and  often  going  to  his  tutor  without  having  at  ten." 

read  at  all.   His  strength  sunk  under  this,  and       -Among  his  latest  writings  arc  thefv^rcsolilioci 
though  he  had  declared  himself  a  candidate,  ho  — "  I  will  never  be  in  bed  after  six. 
was  compelled  to  decline :  but  this  was  not  the  1 1  ^'iH  not  drink  tea  out  above  once  a  wvek,fXoe3(- 
only  misfortune.    Tlio  general  college-examina-       *"?  en  Sundays,  unless  there  appear  sozne  gooc 
tion  came  on  I  he  was  utterly  unprepared  to  meet       reason  for  so  doing. 

it,  and  believed  that  a  failure  hero  would  have  ^  ^*"***  never  pass  a  day  without  reading  some  ?«- 
ruined  his  prospects  lor  ever.   He  had  only  about       ^'°"  ^^  *^®  Scriptures. 

a  fortnight  to  read  what  other  men  had  been  the '  '  ^***  ^^^^  diligently  in  my  mathemaUcal  m- 
whole  term  reading.  Once  more  he  exerted  him- '  ^^^^^  because  I  half  suspect  mjself  of  a  dislib 
self  beyond  what  his  shattered  health  could  bear: !     ^  them. 

the  disorder  returned ;  and  ho  went  to  his  tutor, '  ^  ^'^^^  ^'*^  *^**  hours  a  day,  upon  the  aTen|« 
.  __  I     of  every  week. 

1  During;  his  resideno*  in  my  family,  says  Mr.Grain^rer.  Sit  tnihi  gratia  addita  ad  hiee  farienda  ^ 

tiis  conduct  wa«  hijrhly  bocitminp.  and  ^uitnldo  to  a  Chris- 
tian profM«ion.  Ho  was  niil.1  and  inoffen^iw.  mtM\*'it,  nn  i      About  this  time,  judging  bv  the  handwnlisf. 

asniminf,  and  af&rtinnatp     Hr  attHndo*!.  with  grrat  i  i,«   ...-Mn   /l/*»..»i   fk^   c^ii»«.:.s  *       j         -  TZ 

ohMrAiitiM.  n  a....  I...  .3  1     1     I.   •  »  J         .     ,  nc  wrote  down  tne  louowm?  admonitorv  so- 

cneeriuincss,  a  Sunday  .Schofd  which  I  was  end«'avorin?  ...  ,  *    «*Miiwjiticr^   ■^a^ 

to  establish  in  thovilia^'H:  and  was  at  rnnndorahl*- pains  i*^"*^®*'  which,  as  the  paper  on   which  Xhej  an 

in  the  initrurtion  of  tht-  rhildn-n  r  and  I  havo  n^p-aunily  written  is  folded  into  the  shape  of  a  verv  ■'"^ 

ohserved.  that  he  was  nu-st  pi.  ased.  an.i  most  «lid.  d.  with '  book,  it  is  probable  he  carried  about  with  "him  tt 

such  of  my  sermonu  and  addrt.-sries  m  my  fieopk'  a:*  wore  i 

most  dote,  plain,  and  familiar.    When'  wv  p;irtPtI.  wi>:'*  '"^"^Jt* 

psrtfHl  with  miitunl  n'lrnf  ■  and  hy  m*  his  namo  will  lonf  |     *  *'  ''<^»th  and  judgment  are  near  at  hand. 

be  fwnembered  with  aff»?cii.in  and  delight  t?.  Thougrh  thy  bodily  part  be   now  in  beal'-i 
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''ifend  ease,  the  dews  of  death  will  soon  sit  npon  thy 
ftrelMad. 

3.  That  which  seems  so  sweet  and  desirable  to 
thee  now,  will,  if  yielded  to,  become  bitterness 

'fir  M>ul  to  thee  all  thy  lifb  afler. 

4.  When  the  waters  are  come  over  thy  soul,  and 
^hen,  in  the  midst  of  much  bodily  angfuish,  thou 
'(ffistinguishost  the  dim  shores  of  Eternity  before 
ttee,  what  wouldest  thou  not  give  to  be  lighter  by 

^iUs  one  sin  ? 

5.  God  has  long  withheld  his  arm ;  what  if  his 
ice  be  now  at  an  end  ?  Canst  thou  not 

itemplate  these  things  with  the  eyes  of  death? 
Alt  tfaoa  not  a  dying  man,  dying  every  day,  every 
ImirT 

8.  Is  it  not  a  fearful  thing  to  shrink  from  the 
OTUnmons  when  it  comes  7 — to  turn  with  horror 
and  despair  from  the  future  being  7  Hiink  what 
■bmine  of  joy  and  tranquillity  fall  on  the  ear  of 
tta  saint  who  is  just  swooning  into  the  arms  of 
Ui  Redeemer :  what  fearful  shapes,  and  dreadful 
llUBges  of  a  disturbed  conscience,  surround  the 
■famer's  bed,  when  the  last  twig  which  he  grasped 
Ails  him,  and  the  gulf  yawns  to  receive  him ! 

7.  Oh,  my  soul,  if  thou  art  yet  ignorant  of 
tll8  enormity  of  sin,  turn  thine  eyes  to  the  Man 
who  18  bleeding  to  death  on  the  cross !  See  how 
|ttie  blood,  from  his  pierced  hands,  trickles  down 
kb  arms,  and  the  more  copious  streams  from  his 
ftet  run  on  the  accursed  tree,  and  stain  the  grass 
with  purple !  Behold  his  features,  though  scarcely 
iuimated  with  a  few  remaining  sparks  of  life,  yet 
hom  fhll  of  love,  pity,  and  tranquillity !  A  tear  is 
trickling  down  his  cheek,  and  his  lip  quivers. — 
Bi  is  praying  for  his  murderers !  O,  my  soul !  it 
li  thy  Redeemer — it  is  thy  God !  And  this,  too, 
Ar  Sin — for  Sin !  and  wilt  thou  ever  again  sub- 
■lit  to  its  yoke  7 

8.  Remember  tliat  the  grace  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
of  God  is  ready  to  save  thee  from  transgression. 
It  is  always  at  hand :  thou  canst  not  sin  without 
vilfhlly  rejecting  its  aid. 

9.  And  is  there  real  pleasure  in  sin?  Thou 
knowest  there  is  not  But  there  is  pleasure,  pure 
■■d  exquisite  pleasure,  in  holiness.  The  Holy 
Ghost  can  make  the  paths  of  religion  and  virtue, 
hud  as  they  seem,  and  thorny,  ways  of  pleasant- 
BSM  and  peace,  where,  though  there  be  thorns, 
y«t  are  there  also  roses ;  and  where  all  the  wounds 
wiiich  we  suffer  in  the  flesh,  from  the  hardness 
of  the  journey,  are  so  healed  by  the  balm  of  the 
Spirit,  that  they  rather  give  joy  than  pain." 

The  exercise  which  Henry  took  was  no  relaxa- 
Hon:  he  still  continued  the  habit  of  studying 
while  he  walked ;  and  in  this  manner,  while  he 
wme  at  Cambridge,  committed  to  memory  a  whole 
tragedy  of  Euripides.    Twice  he  distinguished 


himself  in  the  following  year,  being  again  pro- 
nounced first  at  the  great  coUege-examinadon, 
and  also  one  of  the  three  best  theme-writers  be- 
tween whom  the  examiners  could  not  decide.  The 
college  offered  him,  at  their  expense,  a  private 
tutor  in  mathematics  during  the  long  vacation ; 
and  Mr.  Catton,  by  procuring  for  him  exhibitions 
to  the  amount  of  662.  per  annum,  enabled  him  to 
give  up  the  pecuniary  assistance  which  he  had 
received  from  Mr.  Simeon  and  other  friends.  This 
intention  he  had  expressed  in  a  letter  written 
twelve  months  before  his  death.  ^  With  regard 
to  my  college-expenses  (he  says),  I  have  the  plea- 
sure to  inform  you,  that  I  shall  be  obliged,  in 
strict  rectitude,  to  waive  the  offers  of  many  of  my 
friends.    I  shall  not  even  need  the  sum  Mr.  Si- 
meon mentioned  af^r  the  first  year ;  and  it  is  not 
impossible  that  I  may  be  able  to  live  without  any 
assistance  at  all.  I  confess  I  feel  pleasure  at  the 
thought  of  this,  not  through  any  vain  pride  of 
independence,  but  because  I  shall  then  give  a 
more  unbiassed  testimony  to  the  truth,  than  if  I 
were  supposed  to  be  bound  to  it  by  any  ties  of  ob- 
ligation or  gratitude.  I  shall  always  feel  as  much 
indebted  for  intended  as  for  actually  afforded  as- 
sistance ;  and  though  I  should  never  think  a  sense 
of  thankfulness  an  oppressive  burden,  yet  I  shall 
be  happy  to  evince  it,  when,  in  the  eyes  of  tiu 
worlds  the  obligation  to  it  has  been  discharged.** 
Never,  perhaps,  had  any  young  man,  in  so  short 
a  time,  excited  such  expectations :  every  univer- 
sity-honor  was  thought  to  be  within  his  reach; 
he  was  set  down  as  a  medallist,  and  expected  to 
take  a  senior  wranglor^s  degree :  but  these  expec- 
tations were  poison  to  him ;  they  goaded  him  to 
fresh  exertions  when  his  strength  was  spent  His 
situation  became  truly  miserable :  to  his  brother, 
and  to  his  mother,  he  wrote  always  that  he  had 
relaxed  in  his  studies,  and  that  he  was  better ;  al- 
ways  holding  out  to  tliem  his  hopes,  and  his  good 
fortune ;  but  to  the  most  intimate  of  his  friends 
(Mr.  B.  Maddock),  his  letters  told  a  different  tale : 
to  him  he  complained  of  dreadful  palpitations— 
of  nights  of  sleeplessness  and  horror,  and  of  spirits 
depressed  to  the  very  depth  of  wretchedness,  so 
that  he  went  fh>m  one  acquaintance  to  another, 
imploring  society,  even  as  a  starving  beggar  en- 
treats for  food.    During  the  course  of  this  sum- 
mer, it  was  expected  that  the  mastership  of  the 
fVee-school  at  Nottingham  would  shortly  become 
vacant  A  relaUon  of  his  family  was  at  that  time 
mayor  of  the  town ;  he  suggested  to  them  what 
an  advantageous  situation  it  would  be  for  Henry, 
and  offered  to  secure  for  him  the  necessary  inter- 
est   But  though  the  salary  and  emoluments  are 
estimated  at  from  4  to  6002.  per  annum,  Henry 
declined  tlie  offer ;  because,  had  he  acceyted  iJU 
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it  would  hmre  frustrated  his  intentions  with  re- 
spect to  the  ministry.  This  was  certainly  no  com- 
mon act  of  forbearance  in  one  so  situated  as  to 
fivtuno,  especially  as  the  hope  which  he  had  most 

at  heart,  was  that  of  being  enabled  to  assist  his  j  formed,  probably  before  he  was  thirteen, 
family,  and  in  some  degree  requite  the  care  and .  wen  papers  upon  law,  upon  efectricitr, 
anxiety  of  his  father  and  mother,  by  making  them  chemistry,  upon  the  Latin  and  Greek  Lanipa|« 


was  present  when  I  opened  ^h<^:n,  and  viik  ■ 
woU  as  myself,  equally  aAectcti  and  astooisfae^tf 
the  proofs  of  industry  which  they  displayed.  Sib 
of  them  had  been  written  before  his  hand  iv 


comfortable  in  their  declining  years. 


from  their  rudiments  to  the  higher  brandn  rf 


The  indulgence  shown  him  by  his  college,  in  critical  study,  upon  history,  chronology,  diriiin; 
providing  him  a  tutor  during  the  long  vacation,  jtiie  fathers,  etc.  Nothing  seemed  tohafvesapi 
was  peculiarly  unfortunate.  His  only  chance  of,  him.  His  poems  were  numerous :  amoBf  tb 
life  was  from  relaxation,  and  home  was  tlio  only '  earliest  was  a  sonnet  addressed  to  myirlt  bif 
place  where  he  would  have  relaxed  to  any  piu*. .  before  the  little  intercourse  which  had  subniiii 
pose.  Before  tluK  time  he  had  seemed  to  be  gaining .  between  us  had  taken  place.  Little  did  he  ibak. 
strength ;  it  failed  as  the  year  advanced :  he  went  wiicn  it  was  written,  on  what  occasion  it  vaui 
once  more  to  London  to  recruit  himself) — tlio  fall  into  my  hands.  He  had  begun  three  tnftciei 
worst  place  to  which  he  could  have  gone :  the  when  very  young ;  one  was  upon  Boadicei.  it 
variety  of  stimulating  objects  there  hurried  and  other  upon  Inez  de  Castro ;  the  third  was  a  Scs- 
agitated  him ;  and  when  he  returned  to  college,  tious  subject  He  had  planned  also  a  hi2>io!T  of 
ho  was  so  completely  ill,  that  no  power  of  nicdi-  Nottingham.  There  was  a  letter  upon  the  &inoai 
cine  could  sa%-e  him.  His  mind  was  worn  out ;  Nottingham  election,  which  seemed  to  hatv  asft 
and  it  was  the  opinion  of  his  medical  attendant!), '  intended  either  for  the  newspapers,  or  far  i 
that  if  ho  had  recovered,  his  intellect  would  have  separate  pamphlet  It  was  written  to  coafoBitit 
been  affected.  His  brother  Neville  was  just  at  absurd  stories  of  the  Tree  of  Ljbertv,  azu!  ciir 
this  time  to  have  viyitod  him.  On  hia  first  seizure,  fToddcss  of  Reason ;  with  the  most  minute  loov- 
Henry  found  himself  too  ill  to  receive  him,  and  ledge  of  the  circumstances,  and  a  not  isumoer 
wrote  to  say  so :  he  added,  with  tliat  anxious ;  fooling  of  indignation  a^inst  so  iniamoas  t  cu- 
tenderness  towards  the  feelings  of  a  most  atTcc- '  umny :  and  this  came  with  more  weight  &m, 
tionate  family,  which  always  appeared  in  his  |  him,  as  his  party  inclinations  seemed  to  hut 
hitters,  that  he  tliought  liimself  recovering ;  but ,  leaned  towards  the  side  which  he  was  oppoeat- 
his  disorder  increased  so  rapidly,  that  this  letter  This  was  his  only  finished  composition  in  pootr 
was  never  sent ;  it  was  found  in  his  ]»ocket  atler  Much  of  his  time,  latterly,  had  been  devoMi  t? 
Ills  decease.  One  of  his  friends  wrote  to  acquaint  the  study  of  Greek  prosody :  he  had  begun  serni 
Neville  with  his  danger  :  he  hastened  down  ;  but  poems  in  Greek,  and  a  translation  of  the  Saz. 


Henry  was  delirious  when  lie  arrived.   He  knew  Agonistes.  I  have  inspected  all  the  existing  zi 
hini  only  for  a  few  moments ;  the  next  day,  sunk  uscripts  of  Chattcrton,   and    they   excittd  )e» 
into  a  state  of  stupor ;  and  on  Sunday,  October  wonder  than  these. 

l!)th,  1806,  it  pleased  God  to  remove  hini  to  a       Had  my  knowledge  of  Henry  terminated  he:v. 
better  world,  and  a  higher  state  of  existence.       - 1  sliould  have  hardly  believed  that  my  adirirsEaci 
*  *  *  *  and  regret  for  him  could  hare  besn  increa^ec. 

The  will  which  I  had  manifested  to  serve  but  I  had  yet  to  learn  that  his  moral  quali&s*. 
Henry,  ho  had  accepted  as  Uie  docd,  and  had. his  good  sense,  and  his  whole  feeUngs,  wrrt  u 
exprcs^icd  liinisclf  uiKjn  the  subject  in  terms  admirable  as  his  industry  and  genius.  AI!  b:i 
w  liirli  it  would  have  humbled  nic  to  read,  at  any  letters  to  his  family  have  been  commurac%tf<i  t} 
other  tiiiie  tiian  wlien  1  was  performini;  the  last  ine  without  reserve,  and  most  of  those  Ko  Lr 
scr\ic-o  to  his  memory.  On  his  dcceatte,  Mr.  B..  friends.  They  make  him  his  own  bioirrapber. !&: 
Muddock  addressed  a  letter  to  me,  inibrming  me  j  lay  open  as  pure  and  as  excellent  a  heart  t*  c 
of  the  event,  as  one  who  had  professed  an  interest  ever  pleased  the  Almighty  to  warm  into  Uie. 
ill  his  friend's  fortunes.   I  inquired,  in  my  reply,       It  is  not  possible  to  conceive  a  human  Iv^ 


if  there  was  any  intention  of  publishing  what  lie]  more  amiable  in  all  the  relations  of  lifo.  He 
might  have  Icf\,  and  if  I  could  be  of  any  assist- 1  the  confidential  friend  and  ad%'iser  of  every  mra- 
ancc  in  the  publication  :  this  led  to  a  correspond- ■  ber  of  his  family  :  this  he  instinctivelv  becaar. 
enco  with  his  excellent  brother,  and  tlic  wlmle  of  and  the  thorouerh  good  sense  of  his  advice  in  vt 
his  papers  were  coii>igned  into  my  hands,  with  as '  less  remarkable,  than  the  affection  with  vhicii  C 
many  of  his  Icttnrs  an  could  })c  collecled.  j  is  always  communicated.  To  his  mother  he  till 

Tlicsc  pajjcr^  ;t'xclusive  of  the  correspondence)  earnest  in  bcseecliing  her  to  be  caxefiil  oft*: 
filled  a  box  of  considerublc  size.   Mr.  C'oleridgc  health,  as  ho  is  in  laboring  to  convince  her 
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his  own  compl&intfl  were  abating :  his  letters  to 
Imt  are  always  of  hopes,  of  consolation,  and  of 
lore.  To  Neville  he  writes  with  the  most  bro- 
tiierly  intimacy,  still,  however,  in  that  occasional 
tone  of  advice  which  it  was  his  nature  to  assume, 
not  from  any  arrogance  of  superiority,  but  from 
•amestness  of  pure  affection.  To  his  younger 
brother  ho  addresses  himself  like  the  tenderest  and 
wisest  parent ;  and  to  two  sisters,  then  too  young 
Ibr  any  other  communication,  he  writes  to  direct 
their  studies,  to  inquire  into  their  progress,  to  en- 
courage and  to  improve  them.  Such  letters  as 
these  are  not  for  the  public ;  but  they  to  whom 
tfaey  are  addressed  will  lay  them  to  their  hearts 
like  relics,  and  will  find  in  them  a  saving  virtue, 
more  than  over  relics  possessed. 

With  regard  to  his  poems,  the  criterion  for 
■election  was  not  so  plain;  undoubtedly  many 
have  been  chosen  which  he  himself  would  not 
have  published;  and  some  few  which,  had  he 
lived  to  have  taken  that  rank  among  English 
poets  which  would  assuredly  have  been  within 
his  reach,  I  also  should  then  have  rejected  among 
■  his  posthumous  papers.  I  have,  however,  to  the 
best  of  my  judgment,  selected  none  which  does 
not  either  mark  the  state  of  his  mind,  or  its  pro- 
gress, or  discover  evident  proofs  of  what  he  would 
have  been,  if  it  had  not  been  the  will  of  Heaven 
to  remove  him  so  soon.  The  reader,  who  feels 
way  admiration  for  Henry,  will  take  some  interest 
in  all  these  Remains,  because  tliey  are  his :  he 
who  shall  feel  none  must  have  a  blind  heart,  and 
Ihorefbre  a  blind  understanding.  Such  poems 
•re  to  be  considered  as  making  up  his  history. 
But  the  greater  nmnber  are  of  such  beauty,  that 
Ghatterton  is  the  only  youthful  poet  whom  he 
does  not  leave  far  behind  him. 

While  he  was  under  Mr.  Grainger  he  wrote  very 
little ;  and  when  he  went  to  Cambridge  he  was 
advised  to  stifle  his  poetical  fire,  for  severer  and 
nore  important  studies;  to  lay  a  billet  on  the 
embers  until  he  had  taken  his  degree,  and  then 
he  might  fan  it  into  a  flame  again.  This  advice 
he  followed  so  scrupulously,  that  a  few  fragments, 
written  chiefly  upon  the  back  of  his  mathemati- 
cal papers,  are  all  which  he  produced  at  the 
University.  The  greater  part,  therefore,  of  these 
poems,  indeed  nearly  the  whole  of  them,  were 
written  before  he  was  nineteen.  Wise  as  the 
advice  may  have  been  which  had  been  given  him, 
it  18  now  to  be  regretted  that  he  adhered  to  it, 
hie  latter  fragments  bearing  all  those  marks  of 
improvement  wliich  were  to  be  expected  from 
a  mind  so  rapidly  and  continually  progressive. 
Frequently  he  expresses  a  fear  that  early  death 
would  rob  him  of  his  fame ;  yet,  short  as  his  life 
was,  it  has  been  long  enough  for  him  to  leave 
woriLs  worthy  of  remembrance.    The  very  cir- 
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cumstanee  of  his  early  death  gives  a  new  intereet 
to  his  memory,  and  thereby  new  foree  to  hie 
example.  Just  at  that  age  when  the  painter 
would  have  wished  to  fix  his  Ukeness,  and  the 
lover  of  poetry  would  delight  to  oontempbta 
him, — in  the  fkir  morning  of  his  virtues,  the  fbll 
spring-blossom  of  his  hopes, — just  at  that  ago 
hath  death  set  the  seal  of  eternity  upon  him,  and 
the  beautiful  hath  been  made  permanent.  To 
the  young  poets  who  come  afler  him,  Henry  will 
be  what  Ghatterton  was  to  him ;  and  they  will 
find  in  him  an  example  of  hopes  with  regard  to 
worldly  fortune,  as  humble,  and  as  exalted  in  all 
better  things,  as  aro  enjoined  equally  by  wisdom 
and  religion,  by  the  experience  of  man,  and  the 
word  of  God :  and  this  example  will  be  as  en- 
couraging as  it  is  excellent  It  has  been  too  much 
the  custom  to  complain  that  genius  is  neglected, 
and  to  blame  tlie  public  when  the  public  is  not 
in  fault  They  who  are  thus  laipented  as  the 
victims  of  genius,  have  been,  in  almost  every  in- 
stance, the  victims  of  their  own  vices;  while 
genius  has  been  made,  like  charity,  to  cover  a 
multitude  of  sins,  and  to  excuse  that  which  in 
reality  it  aggravates.  In  this  age,  and  in  thie 
country,  whoever  deserves  encouragement  is, 
sooner  or  later,  sure  to  receive  it  Of  this  Henry*s 
history  is  an  honorable  proof.  The  particular 
patronage  which  he  accepted  was  given  as  much 
to  his  piety  and  religious  opinions  as  to  his  go- 
nius :  but  assistance  was  oflfered  him  from  other 
quarters.  Mr.  P.  Thomson  (of  Boston,  Lincoln- 
shire),  merely  upon  perusing  his  little  volume, 
wrote  to  know  how  he  could  serve  him;  and 
there  were  many  friends  of  literature  who  were 
ready  to  have  aJSTordod  him  any  support  which 
he  needed,  if  he  had  not  been  thus  provided.  In 
the  University  he  received  every  encouragement 
which  he  merited ;  and  from  Mr.  Simeon,  and  his 
tutor,  Mr.  Catton,  the  most  fatherly  kindness. 

**  I  can  venture,"  says  a  lady  of  Cambridge,  in 
a  letter  to  his  brother, — *'  I  can  venture  to  say, 
with  certainty,  there  was  no  member  of  the  Uni- 
versity, however  high  his  rank  or  talents,  who 
would  not  have  been  happy  to  have  availed  them* 
selves  of  the  opportunity  of  being  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Henry  Kirke  Wliito.  I  mention  this  to 
introduce  a  wish  which  has  been  expressed  to  me 
so  often  by  the  senior  members  of  the  Univeraity, 
that  I  dare  not  decline  tlie  task  they  have  im- 
posed upon  me ;  it  is  tiieir  hope  that  Mr.Soothey 
will  do  as  much  justice  to  Mr.  Henry  Whitens  lins- 
ited  wishes,  to  his  unassuming  pretensiops,  and 
to  his  rational  and  fervent  piety,  as  to  his  varione 
acquirements,  his  polinhed  taste,  his  poetical  ftn- 
cy,  his  imdcviating  principles,  and  the  exoellenoa 
of  his  moral  character :  and  tliat  he  will  sulfor  ii 
to  be  undorsUxid^  IhaV  VVvma  \wt1^Lvoodl&l^  ^^oaifitiQa^ 
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inil  not  been  nnobMired,  nor  would  they  have 
mmained  unacknowledged.  It  was  the  general 
uheei nation,  that  he  poeseBsed  genius  without  its 
eccentricities.**  Of  fervent  piety,  indeed,  his  let- 
ters, his  prayers,  and  his  hymns,  will  afford  am- 
ple and  interesting  prooft.  It  was  in  him  a  living 
and  quickening  principle  of  goodness,  which  unc- 
tified  all  his  hopes  and  all  his  afibctions ;  which 
made  him  keep  watch  over  his  own  heart,  and 
enabled  him  to  correct  the  lew  symptoms,  which 
h  ever  displayed,  of  human  imperfection. 

His  temper  had  been  irritable  in  hb  younger 
days ;  but  this  he  had  long  since  effectually  over- 
omne :  the  marks  of  youthful  cfmfidenoe,  which 
appear  in  his  earliest  letters,  had  also  disappeared; 
and  it  was  impossible  for  any  man  to  be  more 
tenderly  patient  of  the  faults  of  others,  more  nni- 
fimnly  meek,  or  more  unaffectedly  humble.  He 
seldom  diBco\'«red  any  sportiveness  of  imagina- 
tion, though  he  would  very  ably  and  pleasantly 
rally  any  one  of  his  friends  for  any  little  pecu- 
liarity ;  his  conversation  was  always  sober  and  to 
the  purpose.  That  which  is  most  remarkable  in 
him,  is  his  uniform  good  aenae^  a  faculty  perhaps 
kis  common  than  genius.  There  never  existed 
a  more  dutiful  son,  a  more  affectionate  brother,  a 
warmer  friend,  nor  a  devouter  Christian.  Of  his 
powers  of  mind  it  is  superfluous  to  speak ;  they 
were  acknowledged  wherever  they  wore  known. 
It  would  be  idle,  too,  to  say  what  hopes  were  en- 
tertained of  him,  and  what  ho  mifjrht  have  ac- 
complished in  literature.  This  volume  contains 
what  he  has  lofl,  immature  buds  and  blossoms 
shaken  from  the  tree,  and  jirrecn  fruit ;  yet  will 
they  evince  what  the  harvest  would  have  been, 
and  secure  for  him  that  remembrance  upon  earth 
ibr  which  he  toiled. 

Thou  soul  of  God's  best  earthly  mould, 
Tliou  happy  mul  \  and  ran  it  be 

Thai  thene 

Are  all  that  mutt  remain  of  thoe ! 

Wordsworth. 
Ktncick,  1807 


PREFACE 


7b  4  iuppUmentary  Volume ^  the  contents  of  which 
are  included  in  the  present  edition. 

Few  books  have  issued  from  t)ie  press,  during 
the  last  fifteen  years,  which  have  excited  such 
general  and  unabating  interest  as  the  Remains  of 
Henry  Kirke  White.  I  hoped,  and  indeed  expected, 
this  with  some  confidence ;  in  reliance  upon  some- 
thing better  than  the  taste  or  judgment  of  that 
many-headed  idol,  the  Public.  I  trusted,  that  the 
genius  of  the  writer,  and  the  purity  and  beauty 
of  his  character,  would  call  forth  admiration  in 
young  and  generous  hearts ;  while  a  large  portion 
of  the  oofnmniiity  would  duly  appTeciaXeVus  f^ood 


sense,  his  prudence,  and  his  piety.  And  ii 
was  not  deceived :  youth  and  age,  the  k 
and  the  unlearned,  the  proad  intellect  ai 
humble  heart,  have  derived  fitim  these  i 
choly  relics  a  pleasure,  equal  perhaps  in  d 
though  different  in  kind. 

In  consequence  of  this  general  acceptatit 
relatives  of  the  Author  were  often  atdnm 
solicited  to  pnbtish  a  farther  selection,  ii 
plications  to  the  same  effect  were  someiia 
dressed  to  me.  The  wishes,  thus  privik 
pressed,  for  a  farther  selection,  haviag 
seconded  by  the  publishers,  the  present  v 
has  been  formed. 

With  regard  to  the  poetry,  havin|r  in  tii 
instance  exercised  my  own  jud^ient,  I  c 
now  think  myself  justified  in  rejecting  what 
recommended  for  insertion.*  The  poems  hat 


1  At  page  IS  will  be  found  the  two  fim  ftassu 
followinf  pi«oe,  which,  having  been  diteotvni  : 
ainoe  the  appearance  of  the  earlier  editions  ctxbem 
is  here  given  as  ccmpleted  by  the  auibor : 

TO  THE  WIND  AT  MIDXIGHT. 

Nor  unfkmiliar  to  mine  ear. 

Blasts  of  the  night!  jre  bowl,  as  now 

My  ahadd'ring  casement  round 

With  fltAil  fotte  ye  beat. 

Mine  ear  hath  caaght  in  silent  aire 
The  howling  sweep,  the  sudden  rush . 
And  when  the  pausing  gnlc 
Pour*d  deep  the  hollow  dirre. 

Onoe  more  I  liften  ;  sadly  communing 
Within  me,— once  more  mark,  storm -clctSvii. 

Thr  moon  a«  the  dark  rloud 

Glides  rapidly  away. 

I,  deeming  that  the  voice  of  spirits  dvcllt 
In  these  mystfrious  moans,  in  solemn  tbc»ofB 

Mu«e  in  the  choral  dance. 

The  dead  man's  Jubilee. 

Hark !  how  the  spirit  knocks. — how  loud- 
Even  at  my  window  knocks, — ay ain  .— 

I  cannot— dare  not  i>leep, — 

It  is  a  boisterous  night. 

I  would  not.  at  this  moment,  be 
In  the  drear  foroKt-grows,  to  hear 

This  uproar  and  rude  son|e 

Ring  o'er  the  arched  aisles. 

The  oar  doth  shudder  at  such  sounds 
As  the  embodied  winds,  in  their  dis|v>rt. 

Wake  in  the  hollow  woods. 

When  man  is  gone  to  sleep. 

There  have  been  heard  unchristian  shrieks. 
And  rude  distemper'd  merriment. 

As  though  the  autumnal  woods 

Were  all  in  morrice-dance. 

There 's  m>-slery  in  tiiese  sounds,  and  I 
\an«  iiQ\  \o  \A>i^  vVfc  ^ave  dtst  u  rb'4  : 
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r  many  friends  of  the  family,  and  ai  in  this 
)  possible  injury  could  be  done  to  the  rejnu 
of  the  dead,  I  willingly  deferred  to  their 
and  feelings.  That  which  has  pleased  one 
may  be  expected  to  please  others,  and  the 
tions  of  an  immature  mind  will  be  read  by 
ninds  in  the  same  stage,  with  which  they 
I  in  unison.  The  lover  of  poetry,  as  well 
artist  and  the  antiquary,  may  be  allowed 
i  his  relics.  Even  in  the  relic-worship  of 
nish  superstition,  what  we  condenm,  is  not 
itural  and  becoming  sentiment,  but  the 
nrhich  has  been  made  of  it,  and  the  fellies 
lanies  which  have  been  conmiitted  in  con- 
ce. 

;  a  mournful  thing  to  consider  how  much 
rid  has  lost  in  a  mind  so  highly  gifted,  and 
ed  by  such  principles.  The  country  is 
pving  with  talents :  and  mere  talents,  di- 
as  they  are  more  frequently  to  evil  than 
I,  are  to  be  regretted  when  they  are  cut  off^ 
compassion  fer  those  who  must  answer  for 
lisapplication :  but  one  who  had  chosen  his 
)11,  and  would  have  stood  forward,  armed 
points,  among  the  conservative  spirits  of 
I,  can  ill  be  spared.  Yet  he  has  not  lived 
1,  either  for  himself  or  others.  Perhaps 
r-works  which  he  might  have  left  oo  earth, 
»r  elaborate,  could  have  been  so  influential 
outhful  example.  For  many  are  the  young 
lent  minds  who  have  received,  and  many, 
nore  are  they  who  will  receive  fhun  him 
k  bias  in  the  beginning  of  their  course, 
ure  the  youthful  poets  who  will  recognise 
ivn  feelings  concerning  Henry  Kirke  White, 
sweet  Sonnet : 

■a  the  dew  of  mominf ,  short  tby  date. 
Sorrow  look'd  on  tbee,  and  said—**  Be  mine!'* 
Ii  a  holy  ardor,  bard  divine, 
•I  bum  to  share  thy  glorious  fkte, 
rhate'er  of  honors  or  estate, 
nsient  world  can  give!  I  would  resign, 
pture.  Fortune's  choicest  gifts  fbr  thine,— 
ily  noble,  more  suUimely  great  I 
1  hast  gain'd  the  prize  of  well-tried  worth, 
xe  which  from  thee  never  can  be  riven ; 
lenry,  is  a  deathless  name  on  earth, 
(naranthine  wreaths,  new-plnck'd  in  heaven  I 
I  aqiiring  child  of  mortal  birth 
tore  be  aak'd,  to  whom  might  mon  be  given  f 
Chadxct  Haeb  Towsasxn. 

And  dismal  trains  arise 
Ftom  the  unpeopled  tombs. 

its,  I  pray  ye,  let  them  deep 
sefiil  in  their  cold  graves,  nor  waft 
The  sear  and  whispering  leaf 
Prom  the  inhumed  breast. 


A  tablet  to  Henry*s  memory,  with  a  mmJaDion 
by  Chantrey,  has  been  placed  in  All-Saints  Churoh, 
Cambridge,  at  the  expense  of  a  young  American 
gentleman,  Mr.  Francis  Boott,  of  Boston.  During 
his  traveb  in  this  country,  he  visited  the  grave  of 
one  whom  he  had  learnt  to  love  and  regret  in 
America ;  and  finding  no  other  memorial  of  him 
than  the  initials  of  his  name  upon  the  plain  stone 
which  covers  his  perishable  remains,  ordered  this 
monument  to  be  erected.  It  bears  an  inscription' 
by  Professor  Smyth,  who,  while  Henry  was  living, 
treated  him  with  characteristic  kindness,  and  has 
consigned  to  posterity  this  durable  expression  of 
his  friendship. 

£ef  imdk,  1822. 


1  Lbtm  kf  Pr^fitstor  Smjftk  tf  Oamhnig*^  m  «  mtm\ 
tr$et§i  kf  Framcu  BoeU^  E»q.  an  Jiwuriemm  GmOUwum, 
in  JtU'SaimU  GhsrcA,  Caaihidge,  U  tke  JMnmry  ^iTssav 

KlBKB  WmTK. 

Warm  with  fond  hope,  and  learning's  sacred  flame. 
To  Oranta's  bowers,  the  youthfUl  poet  came ; 
Uneonquer'd  powers  th*  immortal  mind  display'd : 
But  worn  with  anxious  thought,  the  flvme  decay'd : 
Pale  o'er  his  lamp,  and  in  his  cell  retired. 
The  martyr  student  fkded  and  expired. 
Oh  I  genius,  taste,  and  piety  sinoere. 
Too  early  lost,  'midst  studies  too  severe! 
Foremost  to  mourn,  was  gen'rous  Southey  seen. 
He  told  the  ule,  and  show'd  what  White  had  been. 
Nor  told  in  vain— Far  o'er  th'  Atlantic  wave 
A  wanderer  came,  and  sought  the  poet's  grave; 
On  yon  low  stone,  he  saw  his  lonely  name. 
And  raised  this  fond  memorial  to  his  fbme. 

Zmes  and  Nate  by  Lord  Byrcn. 

Unhappy  White  1(a)  while  life  was  in  its  spring. 
And  thy  young  muse  Just  waved  her  Joyous  wing, 
Tht  spoiler  came;  and  all  thy  promise  ftur 
Has  sought  the  grave,  to  sleep  for  ever  there. 
Oh !  what  a  noUe  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science'  self  destroy'd  her  (bvorite  son  I 
Test  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit, 
8be  sow'd  the  seeds,  but  Death  has  reap'd  the  fruit 
*T  was  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  Mow, 
And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low. 
So  the  struck  eagle,  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
View'd  his  own  ftather  on  the  (btal  dart. 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quiveTd  in  his  heart 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  fkr  to  feel. 
He  nursed  the  pinion  which  impdlsd  the  sisel; 
While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nesi. 
Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding  teeast 


Hsmy  Kirits 


at  Osa^fatidfe  in  Oelsbsi; 


pmsniter 


WUls  disd  at  Osmfatidfe  in 
of  too  ssneh  siaftioo  la  ths 
that  wooU  have  matarsd  a  mind  whieh 
eould  not  impair,  and  which  death  Hself 
ifadMd.  Hta  posoM  abosnd  hi 
the  leadsr  with  the  ivsltat  ngm  that  so 
aBotled  to  talsoli.  which  wonU  havtdiinifisd 
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M  <^  the  aatbor't  etrliert  prodnetkiiM,  and 
Aodwritiiiff,  to  haTv  beeo  writtiD  wImb  lit 
oarteeo  and  flfieen.  The  pictiira  of  iba 
rromnatare. 


waib»- 


PABTI. 

a>  in  memorT's  mellowing  glaai,  how  nveet 
nt  days,  our  infant  joyi,  to  greet ! 
I  in  fiuQcy  in  each  cheriah*d  icene, 
age  church-jrard  and  the  ▼illage-greMU, 
xiland  walk  remote,  the  green-wood  g^bde, 
■y  seat  beneath  the  hawdwm*!  ■hade, 
te-wash'd  cottage,  where  the  woodbine  grew, 
the  fiivorite  haonti  our  childhood  knew! 
eet,  while  all  the  evil  ahuni  the  gan, 
'  th'  unclouded  akiea  of  former  daya ! 

age  of  innocence  and  amilea, 
ach  wing'd  hour  lome  new  delight  beguiles; 
le  gay  heart,  to  life's  aweet  day-epring  true, 
la  aome  inaect  pleaaure  to  piuaae. 
iildhood,  hail ! — ^Thee  aimply  will  I  sing, 
m  myaelf  the  artleaa  picture  bring ; 
>ng-Ioet  acenea  to  me  the  paat  reatote, 
imble  fnend,  each  pleasure  now  no  won, 
My  Btomp  fiuniliar  to  my  aight 
aome  fimd  idea  of  delist 

rubby  knoll  waa  once  my  iavoritie  aeat ; 

d  I  love  at  evening  to  retreat, 

lae  alone,  till  in  the  vault  of  night, 

aapiring,  abow'd  hia  golden  light 

ce  again,  remote  finom  human  noiae, 

down  to  think  of  former  joys ; 

1  each  acene.  each  treaaured  aoene,  once  moveb 

»  again  each  infont  walk  explore : 

a  each  grove  and  lawn  I  recogmie» 

Led  aoul  auffuaea  in  my  eyes. 

!  thou  Power,  whose  mjrriad  trains  resort 
nt  acenea,  and  picture  them  to  thought; 
mirror,  held  unto  the  mourner's  eye, 
0  hia  aoul  a  bonow'd  gleam  of  joy ; 


Blest  Bfemoiy !  guide,  with  finger  nicely  true, 
Btek  to  iny  youth  my  retrospective  view; 
Recall  wiUi  fiuthftd  vigor  to  my  mind. 
Each  6oe  ftmiliar,  each  relation  kind ; 
And  all  the  finer  traila  of  them  afibrd. 
Whose  general  outline  in  my  heart  is  stofed. 

In  yonder  cot,  along  whose  mouldering  walls, 
In  many  a  fold  the  mantiiT^  woodbine  iall% 
Tlie  viUage  matron  kept  her  little  schod. 
Gentle  of  heart,  yet  knowing  well  to  rule ; 
Staid  was  the  dame,  and  modeat  was  her  mien; 
Her  garb  was  ooane,  yet  whole,  and  nicely  clean ; 
Her  needy  border'd  cap,  as  lily  ftir. 
Beneath  her  diin  was  pinn'd  with  decent  care ; 
And  pendant  ruffles,  of  the  whitest  lawn. 
Of  ancient  make,  her  elbows  did  adorn. 
Faint  with  old  age,  and  dim  were  grown  her  eyes^ 
A  pair  of  spectadea  their  want  supplies : 
These  does  she  guard  secure  in  leathern  case. 
From  thoughtless  wights,  in  some  onweeted  place. 

Here  first  I  enter'd,  tfaou|^  with  toil  and  pain. 
The  low  vestibule  of  learning's  fime ; 
Enter'd  with  pain,  yet  soon  I  found  the  way. 
Though  sometimes  toilsome,  many  a  sweet  displaf  . 
Much  did  I  grieve  on  that  ill-foted  mom. 
While  I  was  fint  to  school  reluctant  home  : 
Severe  I  tbougfat  the  dame,  though  oA  she  tried 
To  aoothe  my  awelling  apirita  when  I  aigh'd ; 
And  ofi;  when  harahly  ahe  reproved,  I  wept. 
To  my  kne  comer  broken-hearted  crept. 
And  thoQ^  of  tender  home  where  anger  never  kepiL 

Bat  soon  inured  to  alphabetic  toils. 
Alert  I  met  the  dame  with  jocund  amUes ! 
First  at  the  form,  my  task  for  ever  true, 
A  little  fovorite  rapidly  I  grew : 
And  oft  ahe  stroked  my  head  with  food  delight^ 
Held  me  a  pattern  to  the  duncela  sight; 
And  as  ahe  gave  my  dihgenoe  ill  praise, 
Tdk'd  of  the  honors  of  ny  Ibtwe  dtays. 


Oh!  had  the  venerable  matron  thought 
Of  all  the  ills  by  talent  often  broo^t; 
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Cbokl  ahe  have  leen  me  when  revolving  yean 
Had  brought  me  deeper  in  the  \-ale  of  tean, 
Ttien  had  she  wepi,  and  winh'd  ray  wayward  fiUe 
Had  been  a  lowlier,  and  unletter'd  state ; 
WiahM  that,  remote  fipom  worldly  woes  and  strife. 
Unknown,  unheard,  I  might  have  pass'd  through  life. 

Where,  ni  the  busy  scene,  by  peace  unblest. 
Shall  the  poor  wanderer  find  a  place  of  rest  Y 
A  lonely  mariner  aa  the  stormy  main. 
Without  a  hope  the  calms  of  peace  to  gain ; 
Long  toss'd  by  tempest  o'er  the  worid's  wide  shore. 
When  shall  his  spirit  rest  to  toil  no  more  ? 
Not  till  the  light  loam  of  the  sea  shall  lave 
Tlie  sandy  surface  of  his  unwept  grave. 
Childhood,  to  thee  I  turn,  from  life's  alarms, 
Serenest  season  of  perpetual  calms,! — 
Turn  with  delight,  and  Ind  the  passions  cease, 
And  joy  to  think  >%ith  thee  I  tasted  peace. 
Sweet  reign  of  innocence  where  no  crime  defiles. 
But  each  new  object  Imngs  attendant  smiles ; 
When  future  evils  never  haunt  the  sij^t. 
Bat  all  is  pregnant  with  unmixt  delight ; 
To  thee  I  turn  from  riot  and  from  noise. 
Turn  to  partake  of  more  congenial  joys. 

'Neath  yonder  elm,  that  stands  upon  the  moor. 
When  die  clock  spoke  the  hour  of  labor  o*er. 
What  clamorous  throngs,  what  happy  groups  were 

seen. 
In  various  postures  scatt'ring  o*er  the  green ! 
Some  shoot  the  marble,  others  join  the  chase 
Of  selProode  stag,  or  run  the  emulous  race ; 
While  othera,  seated  on  the  dappled  grass. 
With  doleful  tales  the  light-wing*d  minutes  pass. 
Well  I  remember  how,  with  gesture  starch'd, 
A  bond  of  soldiers,  oH  with  pride  we  morch'd ; 
For  bannors.  to  a  tall  sash  we  did  bind 
Our  handkerchief^,  flapping  to  the  whistling  wind ; 
And  for  our  warlike  arms  we  sought  ihe  mead. 
And  guns  and  spears  we  made  of  brittle  reed ; 
Then,  in  uncouth  array,  our  feats  to  cro^^n. 
We  storm'd  some  ruln'd  pig-sty  for  a  town. 

Pleased  with  our  gay  disports,  the  dame  was  wont 

To  set  her  wheel  before  the  cottage  front. 

And  o'er  her  spectacles  would  oHcn  peer, 

Td  view  our  gambols  and  onr  boyish  gear. 

Still  as  she  look'd,  her  wheel  kept  turning  round, 

With  its  beloved  monotony  of  sound. 

When  tired  of  play  we  *d  set  us  by  her  side 

(For  out  of  school  she  never  knew  to  chide) — 

And  wonder  at  her  skill — well  knoun  to  feme — 

For  who  could  match  in  spinning  with  the  dame  ? 

Her  rtieets,  her  linen,  which  she  show'd  with  pride 

To  strangers,  still  her  thriftness  testified ; 

l^iough  we,  poor  wights!  did  wxHider  much  in  troth. 

How  't  was  her  spinning  manufactured  cloth. 

Ofl  would  we  leave,  though  well  beloved,  our  play, 
To  chat  at  hcMne  the  vacant  hour  away. 
Many  *s  the  time  I  've  scamper'd  doirni  the  glade. 
To  ask  the  promised  ditty  from  the  maid. 
Which  well  she  loved,  as  well  she  knew  to  sing. 
While  we  around  her  form'd  a  little  ring : 
She  told  of  innocence  forodoom'd  to  bleed. 
Of  wicked  guardians  bent  on  bloody  deed. 

Or  little  children  mnrder'd  as  ihcy  sle^ ; 

While  mi  eoch  paoie  we  wrung  QurYtandsoM  v{e\\ 


Sad  was  such  tale,  and  wxndcr  moGfa  did  « 
Sudi  hearts  of  stone  there  in  the  world  cob 
Poor  simple  wigfau!  ah.  little  did  we  men 
The  ills  that  wait  on  man  in  life  s  aad  scent 
Ah.  little  thought  that  we  oimelvce  should  1 
This  world  *s  a  world  of  weeiang  and  of  w 


Beloved  moment !  then  *t  was  fim  I 

Hie  first  foundation  of  romantic  thon^ ; 

Then  first  I  shed  bold  Fancy's  ihiilling  Bear, 

Then  first  that  poesy  charmed  nune  in&nt « 

Soon  stored  with  much  of  legendary  lore. 

The  sports  of  Childhood  charm'd  my  soul  n 

Far  fiora  the  scene  of  gaiety  and  noise. 

Far,  &r  from  turbulent  and  empty  joja. 

I  hied  me  to  the  thick  oVr-arching  shade. 

And  there,  on  mossy  carpet,  listleM  laid. 

^Vhile  at  my  feet  the  rippling  runnel  ran. 

Tlie  days  of  wild  romance  antique  I  'd  sou 

Soar  on  the  wings  of  &nc)*  through  thr  sir. 

To  realms  of  light,  and  pierce  the  radiance 
*        •         «  *         • 

PART  II. 

TiiEKK  are,  who  think  that  Childhocd  does  x 
With  age,  the  cup,  the  biner  cup  of  care: 
Alas!  they  know  not  this  unhappy  imih. 
That  every  age,  anil  rank,  is  bom  lo  ruth 

Froin  the  first  dawn  of  reason  in  the  mind. 
Man  is  furedoom*d  the  thoma  of  grief  lo  fio 
At  every  step  has  further  cause  lo  know 
The  draught  of  pleasure  still  is  darii*d  widi 

Yet  in  the  >'outhful  breast,  for  ever  raiichi 
With  some  new  oliject  for  romantic  thoczhi. 
The  impression  of  the  moment  quickly  iIk». 
And  with  the  morrow  e\ory  sorrow  d.e<. 

How  difiR?rent  manhood ! — then  dites  Tbi:»i:r] 

trol 
Sink  every  pang  still  deeper  in  the  swl  ; 
Then  keen  Affliction's  sad  unrrasinc  firarr 
Becomes  a  painful  resident  in  the  henn : 
And  Core,  whom  not  the  gayest  raij  ou^hni 
Pursues  its  feeble  victim  to  the  grave. 
Then,  as  each  long-known  friend  is  unmnmo'd 
We  feel  a  \o\6  no  joy  can  recompense. 
And  as  we  weep  o'er  every  new-made  vym\ 
Wish  that  ourselves  the  next  may  meet  oor  < 

Yes,  Childhood,  thee  no  rankling  woe*  piinn 
No  forms  of  future  ill  salute  thy  view. 
No  pangs  repentant  bid  thee  wake  io  weep, 
But  halcyon  peace  protects  thy  downy  iJerp: 
And  sanguine  Hope,  through  evrri-  storm  of 
Shoots  her  bright  beams,  arid  calms  iheinierra 
Yet  e*en  round  Childhood's  heart,  a  thoughtlew 
Afllection's  linle  thread  will  ever  twine : 
And  though  but  frail  may  seem  each  lender ' 
The  soul  foregoes  them  btit  with  manv  a  si^ 
Tlius.  when  the  long-expected  moment  came. 
When  forced  to  leave  the  gcntlc^-heorted  da* 
Reluctant  throhbings  rose  within  my  hreast. 
And  a  still  tear  my  silent  grief  expresv'd. 

When  to  the  public  school  compell'd  to  cit. 
^VI ViaX  iyoNf\  viw«!»  diA  ^sck  \bc<)  senses  flow  .' 
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>ach  breast  each  active  power  dilates ! 
»il8  whole  nations,  and  convxdsee  states : 
[ns,  by  turns  alternate,  love  and  hate, 
t>ums,  and  fiictioos  rebels  prate ; 
mailer  range,  a  smaller  s{^ere, 
deformities  of  man  appear, 
the  gentler  virtues  kindred  claim, 
mdahip  lights  her  pare  untainted  flame, 
i  Benevolence  delights  to  dwell, 
I  Contentment  rests  without  her  cell ; 
,  *mid  many  a  stormy  soul,  we  find 
of  heart,  the  intelligent  of  mind. 

re,  Oh,  George!  with  thee  I  leam'd  to  join 
hip's  bands — in  amity  di\7ne. 
ful  thought ! — ^Where  is  thy  spirit  now  ? 
sit  on  &v'rite  Logar's  brow, 
below  each  woll>remember*d  glade, 
m  in  arm,  erewhile  with  thee  I  stray*d. 
thou  laid— on  what  untrodden  shore, 
ight  is  heard  save  Ocean's  sullen  roar  Y 
in  lowly,  unlamented  state, 
nse  from  all  the  storms  of  fate  ? 
[  see  thee  struggling  with  the  wave, 
ne  aiding  hand  stretch'd  out  to  save ; 
»nvulsed,  thy  looks  to  heaven  bend, 
thy  parting  sigh  unto  thy  iViend ; 
immeasurable  wilds  dismay, 
d  sod  thou  bend'st  thy  weary  way, 
ow  and  disease,  with  anguish  rife, 
ipacc  the  ebbing  springs  of  life. 

0  his  door  against  thee  shut, 

ling  native  turn  thee  from  his  hat : 
spent  with  toil  and  worn  with  grieC 
grass,  and  wish  the  1ong*d  relief; 
bee  down,  the  stormy  struggle  o'er, 
ihy  native  land — and  rise  no  more ! 

hou  couldst,  from  thine  august  abode, 
J  friend  in  life's  dismaying  road ! 
coulddt  see  him  at  this  moment  here, 
ly  memory  with  a  pious  tear, 
r  o'er  him  as  he  gazes  round, 
the  scenes  of  infent  joys  surnrand! 

his  spirit's  near! — ^The  whispering broeie, 
is  voice  sad  sighing  on  the  trees ; 
is  form  transparent  I  perceive, 
ibe  grey  mist  of  the  sullen  eve : 
near,  clad  in  the  night's  dim  robe, 
thly  silence  reigns  upon  the  g^obe. 

whence  comes  this  visiaiiary  aceiM  t 
y's  wild  aerial  dream,  I  we«i ; 
pired,  when  reason  takes  its  flight, 

1  illusions  beam  upon  the  sight! 

I  her  hand,  and  lo!  what  forms  appear! 
:ic  sounds  salute  the  wandering  ear! 
)  o'er  distant  regions  do  we  tread, 
old  grave  yields  up  its  cherish*d  dead ; 
sent  sorrow's  banish'd  fer  away, 
I  azure  gilds  the  placid  day, 
future's  cloud-encircled  fece, 
s  of  bliss  to  oome  we  fondly  trace, 
minutely  every  little  wile, 
ill  the  feathery  hours  of  time  begnfle- 


So  when  forlorn,  and  lonesome  at  her  gate. 
The  Rojral  Maiy  solitary  sate, 
And  view'd  the  moonbeam  trembling  on  die  wave. 
And  heard  the  hollow  surge  her  prison  lave. 
Towards  France's  distant  coast  she  bent  her  sight. 
For  there  her  soul  had  wing'd  its  longing  f&i^X\ 
There  did  she  form  full  many  a  scheme  of  joy, 
Visi<Ris  of  bliss  unclouded  with  alloy, 
Which  bright  through  Hope's  deceitful  optics  beam'd. 
And  all  became  the  surety  which  it  seem'd ; 
She  wept,  yet  felt,  while  all  within  was  calm. 
In  every  tear  a  melancholy  charm. 

To  yonder  hill,  whose  sides,  defbrm'd  and  steep, 
Jost  jrield  a  scanty  sustenance  to  the  sheep. 
With  thee,  my  friend,  I  ofWntimes  have  sped. 
To  see  the  sun  rise  firom  his  healthy  bed ; 
To  watch  the  aspect  of  the  summer  mom. 
Smiling  upon  the  golden  fields  of  com. 
And  taste  delighted  of  superior  joys. 
Beheld  through  Sympathy's  enchanted  eyes : 
l^th  silent  admirati(m  oft  we  view'd 
The  myriad  hues  o'er  haaven's  blue  concave  strew'd ; 
The  fleecy  clouds,  of  every  tint  and  shade. 
Round  which  the  silvery  sunbeam  glancing  play'd, 
And  the  round  orb  itself,  in  azure  throne. 
Just  peeping  o'er  the  blue  hill's  ridgy  sme ; 
We  mark'd  delighted,  how  with  aspect  gay, 
Reviving  Nature  hail'd  returning  day ; 
Mark'd  how  the  flowerets  roar'd  their  drooping  beads 
And  the  vrild  lambkins  bounded  o'er  the  meads. 
While  fiom  eadi  tree,  in  tones  of  sweet  delight. 
The  birds  sung  pnans  to  the  source  of  light: 
Oft  have  we  watch'd  the  speckled  lark  arise. 
Leave  his  grass  bed,  and  soar  to  kindred  skies. 
And  rise,  and  rise,  till  the  pain'd  sight  no  moro 
Could  trace  him  in  his  hi|^  aiirial  tour ; 
Though  on  the  ear,  at  intervals,  his  song 
Came  wafled  slow  the  wavy  breeze  along ; 
And  we  have  thought  how  happy  were  our  lot, 
Bless'd  with  some  sweet,  s(mie  solitary  cot. 
Where,  from  the  peep  of  day,  till  russet  eve 
Began  in  every  dell  her  fonns  to  weave. 
We  might  pursue  our  sports  from  day  to  day. 
And  in  eacii  other's  arms  wear  life  away. 

At  sultry  noon  too,  when  our  toils  were  dune. 
We  to  the  gloomy  glen  were  wont  to  run : 
There  on  ^e  turi*  we  lay,  while  at  our  feet 
The  cooling  rivulet  rippled  softly  sweet : 
And  mused  on  holy  theme,  and  ancient  lore. 
Of  deeds,  and  days,  and  heroes  now  no  more ; 
Heard,  as  his  solemn  harp  Isaiah  swept. 
Sung  woe  unto  the  wicked  land^-and  wept : 
Or,  fency-led— saw  Jeremiah  moum 
In  solemn  sorrow  o'er  Judea's  am. 
Then  to  another  shore  perhaps  would  rove, 
With  Plato  talk  in  his  Illyssian  grove ; 
Or,  wandering  where  the  Thespian  palace  rose. 
Weep  once  again  o'er  feir  Jocasta's  woes. 

Sweet  then  to  ns  was  that  romantic  band. 
The  ancient  legends  of  our  native  land — 
Chivalric  Britomart  and  Una  feir. 
And  courteous  Constance,  doom'd  to  dark  despair. 
By  tarns  our  thoaghti  engaged ;  and  oft  wa  talk'dL 
Of  timet  vrtiMifBOUKRaDivavRriaeQaci^ifi^^ 
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And  whan  the  btoud-fruight  galliuli  of  Roma 
Brooght  the  grand  Druid  frbric  to  in  doom : 
While,  where  the  wood-hung  Meinei*i  wnten  flow. 
The  hoeiy  harpan  pour*d  the  strain  of  woe. 

While  ttam  employ*d,  to  ui  how  aad  the  hell 
Which  imnmon'diM  to  Khool!  Twaa  Fancy's  knell, 
And.  sadly  sounding  oo  the  sullen  ear. 
It  spoke  of  study  pale,  and  chilling  fear. 
Yet  even  then,  (for  Oh!  what  chains  can  bind. 
What  powen  control,  the  energies  of  mind  0 
K'eu  Uien  we  soor'd  to  many  a  height  sublime. 
And  many  a  day-dream  charm'd  the  laiy  time. 

At  evening  too.  how  pleasing  was  our  walk. 

Endeared  by  Friendship's  unrestrained  talk! 

When  to  the  upland  heights  we  bent  our  way, 

To  view  the  last  bpara  of  departing  day ; 

How  calm  was  all  around !  no  playful  breeze 

Sigh'd  'mid  the  wa\7  foliage  of  the  trees, 

But  all  was  still,  save  when,  with  drowsy  song, 

Tlie  grey-fly  wound  his  sullen  horn  along ; 

And  save  when,  heard  in  soft,  yet  merry  glee. 

The  distant  church-bells'  mellow  harmony ; 

The  silver  mirror  of  the  lucid  brook. 

That  'mid  the  tufted  broom  its  still  coune  took ; 

The  rugged  arch  that  clatp'd  its  silent  tides. 

With  moss  and  rank  weeds  hanging  down  its  skies : 

The  craggy  rock,  that  jutted  on  the  sight; 

JhB  shrieking  bat,  that  took  its  heavy  flight ; 

All,  all  was  pregnant  with  divine  delighL 

We  loved  to  watch  the  swallow  suimming  high. 

In  the  bright  azure  of  the  vaulted  sky ; 

Or  gaze  upon  the  cloudn.  whose  color'd  pride 

Was  acalter'd  thinly  o'er  the  welkin  wide. 

And.  tinged  with  such  variety  of  shade. 

To  the  charm'd  aoul  suUiment  thoughts  convey'd. 

In  these  what  forms  romantic  did  we  trace. 

While  Fancy  led  us  o'er  the  realms  of  space ! 

Now  we  espied  the  Thun^Ierer  in  his  car, 

Leading  the  embattled  seraphim  to  war, 

Then  stately  towcn  descried,  sublimely  high. 

In  Gothic  grandeur  frouTiing  on  the  sky — 

Or  saw,  wide4itretching  o'er  the  azure  height, 

A  ridge  of  gladera  in  mural  white, 

Hugely  terrific. — ^But  those  times  arc  o'er. 

And  the  fond  scene  con  oharm  mine  eyes  no  more ; 

For  thou  art  gone,  and  I  am  left  below. 

Alone  to  struggle  through  this  world  of  woe. 

The  scene  is  o'er— still  seosons  onward  roll. 

And  each  re\'olve  conducts  roe  towards  the  goal ; 

Yet  all  ii  blank,  without  one  soft  relief. 

One  endless  continuity  of  grief; 

And  the  tired  soul,  now  led  to  thoughts  sublime. 

Looks  but  for  rest  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 

Toil  on.  toil  on,  ye  busy  crowds !  that  pant 

For  hoards  of  wealth  which  ye  will  never  want : 

And,  lost  to  all  but  gain,  with  ease  resign 

The  calms  of  peace  and  happiness  divine ! 

Far  other  carps  he  mine. — Men  little  crave 

In  thin  short  journey  to  tho  »ilent  grave ; 

And  the  poor  peasant,  blnw'd  with  peace  and  health, 

/  envy  mure  than  Cranui  with  Vua  wealth. 


Yet  grieve  not  I^  thai  Fate  did  noc  decrae 
Patenial  acres  to  await  on  me : 
She  gave  me  wan ;  she  placed  within  ay 
A  heart  with  litde  pleued — ^wiih  little  blesi 
I  look  aroimd  me,  where,  on  every  aide. 
Extensive  manon  sprsad  in  wealdiy  pride; 
And  could  my  sight  be  home  to  either  mat, 
I  should  not  find  one  foot  of  land  any  owil. 

But  whither  do  I  wander?  dull  the  Mi 


For  golden  bails,  her  simple  theine  refose  ? 
Oh,  no!  bat  while  the  weary  spirit  greets 
The  foding  scenes  of  chiidhood'a  frr^gooe 
It  catches  all  the  in&nt'a  wandering  um^me. 
And  prattles  oo  in  desultory  aong. 
That  song  most  cloaa    die  glooaiy  aaisiB  of 
Obacnre  the  pale  stan*  visionaiy  ligfai. 
And  ebon  darkness,  clad  in  vapory  wef. 
Steals  on  the  welkin  in 


The  song  must  dose.     Once  mnre  my  adnffe  hi 
Leads  me  reluctant  from  this  chcrish'd  spot: 
Again  compels  to  plunge  in  busy  liie. 
And  brave  the  hateful  turbulenre  of 


Scenea  of  my  youth !  ere  my  unwilling  foet 
Are  tnm'd  for  ever  fiom  this  loved  rvfraai. 
Ere  on  theae  fields,  with  plenty  oover'd  o'tr. 
My  eyes  are  ckiaed  to  ope  on  them  no  man. 
Let  me  ejaculate,  to  feeling  due. 
One  long,  one  lost  afiectionate  adieu. 
Grant  that,  if  ever  Providence  ahouU  plesm 
To  give  me  an  old  age  of  peace  and  ease. 
Grant  that,  in  these  sequeater'd  shades,  my  dqs 
May  wear  away  in  groidual  decays; 
And  oh !  ye  spirits,  who  unbodictl  play. 
Unseen,  upon  the  pinions  of  tlie  day. 
Kind  genii  of  my  native  fielda  benign. 
Who  were  ♦  ♦  •  • 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF   CLIFTON 

A  NEW  BALLAD  IN  THK  OVD  STTIX 

Tm  night  it  was  dark,  and  the  winds  were  high. 

And  mournfully  waved  the  wtiod. 
As  Bateman  met  his  Margaret 

By  Trent's  majestic  flood. 

He  press'd  the  maiden  to  his  breast. 

And  his  heart  it  was  rack'd  with  fear. 
For  he  knew,  that  again,  *t  wns  a  deadly  chance 

If  ever  he  i^ess'd  her  there. 

**  Oh !  Margaret,  wilt  thou  bear  me  tme,** 

He  said,  **  viid\e  I  am  far  aw^y. 
For  to^nonow  I  go  to  a  foreign  land. 

And  there  I  have  long  to  si^.*' 

And  the  maid  she  vow'd  ahe  would  bear  him  imfc 
And  thereto  she  plighted  her  troth ; 

And  she  pny'd  tho  fiend  mi^  fetch  her  awigr. 
When  she  forgot  her  oath. 

And  the  night«owl  scream'd,  as  again  die 
And  the  grove  it  did  mournfully  moan. 

And  Bateman's  heart  within  him  sunk. 
He  tbaog^t  *t  was  his  dying  groan. 

Ui 
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boftlf  ha  went  with  CliAoo,  hit  Lnd, 
abide  in  a  foreign  land ; 
dargaret  the  forgot  her  oath, 
1  the  gave  to  another  her  hand. 

nbend  w«i  rich,  bat  old,  and  cfabb^d, 
I  oft  the  &lw  one  tigh*d, 
riah'd  that  ere  ahe  broke  her  vow, 
had  broken  her  heart,  and  died. 

ow  retnm'd,  her  Bateman  came 
demand  his  betrothed  bride ; 
on  he  leam'd  that  the  had  mni^ 
irealthier  lover's  ride. 


7hen  he  heard  the  dnadfhl  ntwi. 
■ound  he  utter*d  more, 
B  stifien'd  cone,  ere  the  mom,  wai 
ig  at  his  &Iae  one'i  door. 

largaret,  aU  night,  in  her  bed, 
dreamed  hideooa  dreamt; 
a  upon  the  moaning  wind 
re  heard  her  fiightfol 


then  the  knew  of  her  lover*!  deativ 

ber  brow  atood  the  dammjr  dew, 

ought  of  her  oath,  and  ahe  tbraght  of  hflr&te, 

I  the  WW  that  her  dayi  were  km. 

e  Lord  he  ia  juit,  and  the  guil^  akoe 
e  to  fear  of  hia  vengeance  the  laah» 
innderbolt  harma  not  the  innocent  head, 
lie  the  criminal  diea  'neath  the  teh. 

itioe,  she  knew,  would  spare  her  awhile 
the  child  that  ahe  bare  in  her  womb; 
e  felt,  that  when  it  waa  bom  thereflom 
muat  inatantly  go  to  her  tombi 

nu  approach'd,  and  ahe  viewM  it  with  fear 
he  date  of  her  earthly  time ; 
le  tried  to  pray  to  Almighty  God, 
ixpiate  her  crime. 

le  begg'd  her  relations  would  oome  at  die  day, 
the  paiBon  woold  pray  at  her  aide ; 
le  clerk  would  aing  a  penitent  hymn, 
1  all  the  aingers  beside. 

iO  begg'd  they  would  bar  the  windows  aostroQ^ 

pot  a  new  lock  to  the  door; 
vinkle  with  holy  water  Hm  hoam, 

over  her  chamber*floor. 


And  ahe  begg'd  they  would  aing  the  p^^'tfHnt  IqrDUV 

And  pray  with  all  dieir  mig^t; 
For  aadly  I  fear,  the  fiend  wiU  be  hare. 

And  fetch  me  away  thia  night 


ley  barred  with  iron  the  windows  so 
they  put  a  new  lock  on  the  door; 
le  paraon  he  came,  and  he  catefhlly 
1  holy  water  the  floor. 

v  kindred  came  to  see  the  dame, 
the  clerk,  and  die  singers  beakle; 

ey  dkl  sing  a  penitent  Iqrmn, 
with  her  did  abide. 


idnigfat  came,  and  shortly  the  dame 
give  to  her  child  the  light ; 
en  ahe  dk!  pray,  that  tlwy  would  slay, 
with  her  the  night. 

2N 
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And  now  withont,  a  stormy  root. 

With  howls,  the  gnesis  did  hear; 
And  the  panoo  he  pray'd,  for  he  was  afiraid. 

And  the  singers  they  qnaver'd  with  fear. 

And  Maig'ret  pray'd  the  Almighty's 

For  biider  die  tempest  grew ; 
And  every  guest,  his  soul  he  bless'd. 

As  the  tillers  homed  bhie. 

And  the  feir  agafai,  she  pray'd  of  the 

To  sing  with  all  their  mif^t; 
And  dwy  dkl  aji«,  till  die  houM  did  ring. 

And  kroder  thsy  song  for  affiight 

Bot  now  their  song,  it  died  on  thdr  tongue. 
For  sleep  it  was  seinng  dieir  sense ; 

And  Marg'ret  scieam'd,  uid  bk)  them  not  sleeps 
Or  the  fiends  would  bear  her  thencab 


SONa 

TBXE0UIfRII>.BRIA8T.  A  VEET  lASLT  OOMPOiniOII. 

Whsn  the  winter  wind  whisdes  aioond  my  looe  ooC; 
And  my  hobday  friends  have  my  manricn  forgot, 
Thoogh  a  lonely  poor  being,  still  do  not  I  pine. 
While  my  poor  Bobin  Bed-breast  foraakes  not  my 
shrine. 

He  comes  widi  the  moraing,  he  hops  on  my  aim. 
For  he  knows  'tis  too  gende  to  do  him  a  hum : 
And  in  gratitude  ever  beguiles  with  a  lay 
The  sovd^ick'ning  thoughts  of  a  bleak  wintar's  day- 

What,  though  he  may  leave  me,  when  tpring  «gain 

■mil— ^ 

To  waste  the  sweet  summer  in  love's  little  wiles^ 

Tet  vriU  he  remember  his  fosterer  long. 

And  greet  her  each  mnming  with  one  little  soog. 

And  when  the  rude  blast  shall  again  strip  the  treea^ 
And  plen^  no  longer  diall  fly  on  the  farens. 
Oh!  then  he  11  retnro  to  hia  Hdena  kind, 
And  repoae  in  her  breast  from  the  mde  northern  wkid. 

hfy  sweet  Utde  Bobin 's  no  holiday  guest. 
He H  never  forget  his  poor  Helena's  breast; 
But  will  strive  to  repay,  fay  his  generous  song. 
Her  love,  and  her  carei^  in  the  winter  day  kmg. 


WINTEBSONa 

RoimB  the  blaring  midnight  flie. 
Heap  the  crackling  ftgots  higher; 
Stem  December  icigns  without, 
Widi  oM  Winter's  Uost'ring  root. 

Let  the  jocond  tirabrelB  sound. 
Posh  the  JoUy  goUet  round ; 
Cbre  avaont,  vrith  all  thy  crew, 
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Hvk!  withoat  the  tempest  growk: 
And  the  ■ffrighted  watdi-dog  faowb; 
Witdiei  on  their  brooaMtidai  nil, 
Deeth  apon  the  wfaiatliiig  gele. 


Hemp  the  cncUing  frgots  hi|^, 
Dnw  your  eesjr  diein  itill  nigfaer; 
And  to  guard  from  wiards  honr, 
NeQ  the  faoieeeboe  on  the  door. 

Now  repeat  the  fieeiing  etofy, 
or  the  rnnrder'd  tnveUer  goty, 
Fbnnd  beneath  the  jrew-tree  lear. 
Cot,  hii  throat,  fiom  ear  to  ear. 

TeD,  loo,  how  hit  giMisI,  all  bloody, 
Flrighten*d  once  a  neighb'ring  goody ; 
And  how,  itill  at  twelve  he  itidki. 
Groaning  o*er  the  wild-wood  walks. 

Then,  when  fear  unirpa  her  sway. 
Let  w  creep  to  bed  away ; 
Each  for  ghoitii,  hot  little  bolder. 
Fearfully  peeping  o*er  Iw  ihoolder. 


SONG. 

Sweet  Je«y !  I  would  fiun  care« 
That  lovely  cheek  di\'ine ; 

Sweet  Je«y.  I  'd  give  worlda  to  pfeas 
That  riling  breast  to  mine. 

Sweet  Jeny !  I  with  paseion  bum 
Thy  soft  blue  eyes  to  see ; 

Sweet  Jessy,  I  would  die  lo  turn 
lliose  melting  eyes  on  me. 

Yet.  Jessy,  lovely  as  •  ♦  • 

Thy  form  and  fiice  appear, 
I  *d  perish  ere  I  would  consent 

To  buy  them  with  a  tear. 

•        «        •        «        « 


SONG. 

Oh,  that  I  were  the  fragrant  flower  that  kisses 
My  Arabella's  breast  that  heaves  on  high ; 

Fleawd  should  I  bo  to  taste  the  transient  blisses, 
And  on  the  melting  throne  to  faint,  and  die. 

Oh,  that  I  were  the  robe  that  loosely  covers 
Her  taper  limbs,  and  Grecian  form  divine ; 

Or  the  entwisted  zones,  like  meeting  lovers. 
Hist  clasp  her  waist  in  many  an  afc'ry  twine. 

Oh,  tfiat  my  soul  might  take  its  lasting  station 
In  her  waved  hair,  her  perfumed  breath  to  sip ; 

Or  catch,  by  chance,  her  blue  eyes'  fascinatino ! 
Or  meet,  by  stealth,  her  soft  vermilion  lipu 

Bat  diain*d  to  this  dull  being,  I  must  ever 
Lament  the  doom  by  which  I  'm  hither  placed ; 

Bfost  pant  for  moments  I  must  meet  with  never. 
And  dream  of  beauties  I  most  never  taste. 


FRAGBfENTOF  AN 

WftTITBll  AT  ▲ 


iDsEtth 
fbrtha 

wittefathii 
of"Ths 


TH£  DANCE  OP  TBE  CXIWHt'lirai 


DiHG-DOica! 
Bferry,  merry,  go  the  bells. 
Ding-dong!  ding-dong! 
Over  the  heath,  over  the  moor,  and  over  iksd 

M  Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar.** 
Dance,  dance  away  the  jocund  roondelar! 
Ding-dkmg,  ding-dong,  cmlls  oa  mmwf. 

Round  the  oak,  and  roond  the  elm. 
Merrily  foot  it  o'er  the  graond  f 
The  sentry  ghost  it  stands  alooC 
So  merrily,  meriily  iboc  it  nund. 
Ding-dong!  ding-dong! 
Merry,  merry,  go  the  hells. 
Swelling  in  the  nightly  gaJe, 
The  sentry  ghost. 
It  keeps  its  post. 
And  soon,  and  soon,  oar  spoils  mnic  is 
But  let  us  trip  the  nightly  ground. 
While  the  meny,  merry  bells  ring  rouad 

Hark !  hark !  the  death-watch  ticks ; 
See,  see,  the  winding-sheet ! 

Our  dance  is  done. 

Our  race  is  run. 
And  we  must  lie  at  the  alder's  feet ! 

Ding.dong!  ding-dong! 

Merry,  meny,  go  the  bells. 
Swinging  o'er  the  weltering  wave ! 

And  we  must  seek 

Our  death-beds  bleak. 
Where  the  green  sod  grows  upon  the  gn 

7Vy  voautL — 7^  GoDDrsa  of  Coxsmmc 
acends^kabUtdinaMky-Uuerobe^aUendeihft 
ftdMuaic 

Come,  MclanclK^y,  sister  mine ! 

Cold  the  dews,  and  chill  the  night ! 
Come  fiom  thy  dreary  shrine ! 
The  wan  moon  climbs  the  hea^'cnly  he 
And  underneath  the  sickly  ray. 
Troops  of  squalid  spectres  play. 
And  the  dying  mortals*  grosm 
Startles  the  Night  on  her  dusky  thrc 
Come,  come,  sister  mine ! 
Gliding  on  the  pale  moonshine : 
We  '11  ride  at  ease. 
On  the  tainted  breeae. 
And  oh !  our  sport  will  be  divine. 
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V  GomnB  OF  Mklancholt  odiMmoet  out  of  a  ilaep 
CRen,  in  Ike  rear^  habited  m  Uaek,  and  cmm^  witA 
afUcft  VeiL-'Sht  tpeakt, 

Swier,  from  my  dark  abode. 
Where  neets  Uie  raven,  sill  the  toad, 
Hither  I  come  at  thy  command : 
Stater,  liater,  join  thy  hand ! 
Sister,  sister,  join  thy  hand ! 
I  will  smooth  the  way  fer  thee. 
Thou  shalt  fiimish  food  for  me. 
Come,  let  us  speed  our  way 
Where  the  troops  of  spectres  play. 
To  charnel-houses,  chureh-yaids  drear, 
Where  Death  sits  with  a  horrible  le«, 
A  lasting  grin  on  a  throne  of  bones. 
And  skim  along  the  blue  toml>«tones. 

Come,  let  us  speed  away. 
Lay  our  snares,  and  spread  our  tether! 

I  will  smooth  the  way  for  thee, 

Tliou  shalt  furnish  food  for  me : 
And  the  grass  shall  wave 
O'er  many  a  grave. 
Where  youth  and  beauty  sleep  together. 

CONSUMPTION. 

Come,  let  us  speed  our  way ! 
Join  our  hands,  and  spread  our  tether! 
I  will  furnish  food  for  thee, 
Thou  shalt  smooth  the  way  for  me ; 
And  the  grass  shall  wave 
0*er  many  a  grave. 
Where  youth  and  beauty  sleep  together. 

MELANCHOLY. 

Hist!  sister,  hist!  who  comes  hero? 
Oh !  I  know  her  by  that  tear. 
By  that  blue  eye*8  languid  glare. 
By  her  skin,  and  by  her  hair : 

She  is  mine, 

And  she  is  thine. 
Now  the  deadliest  draught  prepare. 

CONSUMPTION. 

In  the  dismal  night-air  drest, 
I  will  creep  into  her  breast ! 
Flush  her  cheek,  and  bleach  her  skin. 
And  feed  on  the  vital  fire  within, 
liover,  do  not  trust  her  eyes, — 
When  they  sparkle  most,  she  dies ! 
Mother,  do  not  trust  her  breath, — 
Comfort  she  will  breathe  in  death ! 
Father,  do  not  strive  to  save  her, 
She  is  mine,  and  I  must  have  her ! 
T%e  coffin  must  bo  her  Imdal-bed ; 
The  winding-«heet  must  wrap  her  head : 
The  whispering  winds  must  o*er  her  sigh. 
For  soon  in  the  grave  the  maid  must  lie; 

The  worm  it  will  riot 

On  heavenly  diet, 
When  death  has  deflower'd  her  eye. 

\Tkey  vamiA. 
While  Consumption  tpnkg,  ANGiLni a  eidtre 

ANGELINA. 

ITith '  what  a  silent  and  dejected  pace 


Dost  thou,  wan  Moon !  upon  thy  way  advaneo 
In  the  blue  welkin's  vault! — I^de  wanderer! 
Hast  thou  too  felt  the  pangs  of  hopeless  love. 
That  thus,  with  such  a  melancholy  grace, 
TIkmi  dost  pursue  thy  solitary  course  f 
Has  thy  Endynuon,  smootb-ftoed  boy,  forsook 
Thy  widow'd  breast !— on  which  the  spoiler  oft 
Has  nestled  fondly,  while  the  silver  clouds 
Fkntastie  pillow'd  thee,  and  the  dim  night, 
Obsequious  to  thy  will,  encurtain'd  round 
With  its  thick  fringe  thy  couch  t— Wan  traTeller, 
How  like  thy  &te  to  mine ! — ^yet  I  have  stjll 
One  heavenly  hope  remaining,  which  thoa  lack's!; 
My  woes  will  soon  be  buried  in  the  grave 
Of  kind  foigetfulness. — My  journey  here, 
Tliough  it  be  darksome,  joyless  and  fbriom. 
Is  yet  but  short,  and  soon  my  weary  feet 
Will  greet  the  peaceful  inn  of  lasting  rest 
But  thou,  unhappy  Queen !  art  doom'd  to  trace 
Thy  lonely  walk  in  the  drear  realms  of  night, 
While  many  a  lagging  age  shall  sweep  beneath 
Tlie  leaden  pinions  of  unshaken  Time ; 
Though  not  a  hope  shall  spread  its  glittering  hue 
To  cheat  thy  steps  along  the  weary  way. 


1  Witb  how  nd  ileiM.  O  mooo,  thoa  diinb'tt  ths  i 
How  sileotlr,  tod  with  how  wis  a  Isoe! 


O  that  the  sum  of  human  happim 

Should  be  so  trifling,  and  so  fitul  withal. 

That,  when  possess'd,  it  is  but  lessened  grief! 

And  even  then  there 's  scarce  a  sudden  gnst 

Tliat  blows  across  the  dismal  waste  of  life, 

But  bears  it  from  the  view. — O !  who  woidd  shun 

The  hour  that  cuts  from  earth,  and  fear  to  press 

The  calm  and  peaceful  pillows  of  the  grave. 

And  yet  endure  the  various  ills  of  life. 

And  dark  vicissitudes ! — Soon,  I  hope,  I  feel. 

And  am  assured,  that  I  shall  lay  my  head. 

My  weary  aching  head,  on  its  last  rest. 

And  on  my  lowly  bed  the  grass-green  sod 

Will  flourish  sweetly. — And  then  they  will  weep 

That  one  so  young,  and  what  they're  pleased  to  call 

So  beautiful,  should  die  so  soon—and  tell 

How  painful  Dinppointment's  canker*d  &ng 

^ther'd  the  roee  upon  my  maiden  cheek  .* 

Oh,  foolish  ones !  why,  I  shall  sleep  so  sweetly. 

Laid  in  my  darksome  grave,  that  they  themselves 

Might  envy  me  my  rest ! — And  os  for  them. 

Who.  on  the  score  of  former  intimacy. 

May  thus  remembrance  me— 4hey  must  themselves 

Successive  fidl. 

Around  the  winter  firo 
(When  out.a-doon  the  biting  frost  congeals, 
And  shrill  the  skater's  irons  on  the  pool 
Ring  loud,  as  by  the  moonlight  he  performs 
His  graceful  evolutions)  they  not  long 
Shall  sit  and  chat  of  older  times,  and  fi»ats 
Of  eariy  youth,  but  silent,  one  by  one. 
Shall  drop  into  their  shrouds. — Some,  in  their  age. 
Ripe  for  the  sickle ;  others  young  like  me. 
And  foiling  green  beneath  di*  untimely  stroke. 
Thus,  in  dwrt  time,  in  the  diurdi-yard  fbrlom. 
Where  I  shall  lie,  my  friends  will  lay  them  down. 
And  dwell  with  me,  a  happy  ftmily. 
And  oh!  thou  cruel,  yet  beloved  youth. 
Who  now  hast  left  me  hopeless  here  to  moam. 
Do  thou  but  shed  one  tear  upon  my  corse. 
And  say  that  I  wis  gentle,  and  dotecv^i 
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A  hmK  loffw,  uad  I  ahiU  taitp.yn 
AlltiUihy  iwwya    ind  tlwa  do  thoa  fi»gn 

Ai  wiA  CMi  ito  ihw    laugh,  and  phy.iadMBg, 
With  %  dear  dMiee,  and  navw  lUak  of  ■•. 


Tet  Ml  I  hMf  a  fllap^-Iii  diii  daik 


TO  ▲  FRIENDl 


TKABLT  AflX. 


ATA 

IVe  laaJ.  my  fiiaid,  of  DinnlwiM, 
And  manf  odieriioble  Giaciaii, 
Who  woallh  and  palaoea  ratign'd 
In  ooli  the  joyi  of  peace  to  ^ ; 
filaimiian*a  meal  of  tnnup-tope 
(Dngtating  fiiod  to  dain^  chope). 
I've  alw  read  oC  without  wonder; 
But  mdi  a  coned  cgregioai  blander, 
At  that  a  man  of  wit  and  Moae, 
Should  leave  hie  book*  to  hoard  up 
Fonake  the  loved  Aonian  maids. 
For  all  the  petty  tricki  of  trades, 
I  never,  either  now,  or  long  since. 
Have  heard  of  such  a  piece  of  nonsense ; 
Tliat  one  who  learning's  joys  hath  ielt. 
And  at  the  Muse's  altar  knelt. 
Should  leave  a  life  of  sacred  leisure, 
To  taste  the  accumulating  pleasure; 
And,  metamorphosed  to  an  alley  dock. 
Grovel  in  loads  of  kindred  mudt 
Oh!  'tis  beyond  my  comprehension! 
A  courtier  throwing  up  his  pension, — 
A  lawyer  woriung  without  a  fee, — 
A  parson  giving  charity^ — 
A  truly  pi<M»  methodist  preacher- 
Are  not,  egad,  so  out  of  nature. 
Had  nature  made  thcc  half  a  ibol. 
But  given  thee  wit  to  keep  a  school, 
I  had  not  stared  at  thy  backsliding ; 
But  when  thy  wit  I  can  confide  in, 
When  well  I  know  thy  just  pretence 
To  solid  and  exalted  sense ; 
Whra  well  I  know  that  on  thy  head 
Philosophy  her  lights  hath  shed, 
I  stand  aghast !  thy  virtues  sum  too. 
And  wcmder  what  this  ^^-orid  will  come  to! 

Yet,  whence  this  strain  ?  shall  I  repine 
That  thou  akme  dost  singly  shine  ? 
Shall  I  lament  that  thou  alone, 
Of  men  of  parts,  hath  pnidoice  known  f 


Whtf  ploHnv  thamat  Af 
Tha  ruddy  rtianka  of  f hiiaful 
The  paatoral  pipe,  An 
And  Mnlanrtinljr*a  nminiliil 
Each  with  nniionlad 
In  ihf  •fCT^nvety  linaau 


■  OCT 

tonu. 


UNES  ON  READING  THE  POEMS  OF  WARTON. 

AOE  POURTEEK. 

Oh.  Warton !  to  thy  soothing  shell, 
Stretch'd  remote  in  hermit  cell. 
Where  the  bmok  nm<i  liahhiing  by, 
For  ever  I  could  listoning  lie ! 
And,  catching  all  llic  Muso's  fire. 
Hold  couverae  with  the  tuneful  q^nite. 


Thy  M«>  duwrroa  dm 
Attuning  sweat  the  Dnriaa  leed. 
Now  die  hrraioni  aw 
And  ringi  fail  Botiowa  to  die 
Now  die  Gtrlvaa  acenea  appaar 
Tluangh  au  die  cfaapgea  of  the  |«r 
Or  die  ekgiae  Btnin 
Softty  Bngi  of  mental  pein» 
And  iimuniful  diapaanne  iril 
On  die  ftindf^(ying  ^ala. 

Bat  ah!  die  aoodiii^ 

On  middle  fli^ 
For  now  the  Mnae  aaawmea  a  bolder  si 
Strikes  on  the  lyiic  atiing  her  aomms 

In  Btraina  unheaid  befci^ 
Now,  now  the  rising  fiva  thriDa  hi^ 
Now,  now  to  heeven'a  hi^  rcafaas  we 

Andevoy  throne  ezplote; 
The  soul  entnaioed,oD  mighty  wiqp 
With  an  the  poet^  hent  npepni^ 

And  loaes  eardily  moea ; 
■nn,  aU  ahnrned  at  die  giddy  hd^ 
The  Mnse  doscands  on  gentler  S^ 

And  lulls  the  wenried  aonl  to  soA 


TO  THE  MTSE. 

WRITTElff  AT  THE  AGK  OF  FOCSTIES 

lUi-FATED  maid,  in  whoae  unhappy  inin 
Chill  poverty  and  misery  are  aeen, 

Anguiih  and  discontent,  the  unhappy  bsi 
Of  life,  and  blackener  of  each  brighter  see 

Why  to  thy  votariea  dost  thon  give  lo  fc« 
So  keenly  ail  the  scoms-^the  jeers  of  life? 
Why  not  endow  them  to  endure  the  stnfe 

With  apathy's  invuhierable  steel. 
Of  selPcontent  and  ease,  each  torturing  woun 

Ah !  who  vrould  taste  your  selt^eludin; 
Tliat  lure  the  unwaiy  to  a  wretched  doooL 

That  bid  fiiir  views  and  flattering  hc^ies  i 
Then  hurl  them  headlong  to  a  lasthig  taaib 

What  is  the  chann  w  hidi  leads  thy  vini 
To  persevere  in  paths  that  lead  lo  wtic  I 
What  can  induce  them  in  that  route  to  ga 

In  which  innumennis  before  have  gune. 

And  died  in  misery,  poor  and  woe-twgoni 

Yet  can  I  ask  what  charms  in  thee  are  i 
I,  who  have  drunk  fruoi  thine  cthcreol.rilL 

And  tasted  all  the  pleasures  that  aboond 
Upon  Parnassus*  loved  Aonian  hill  ? 

I,  through  whose  soul  the  Muses'  strains  i 
Oh !  I  do  feel  the  spell  with  which  I  *in  tiec 

And  though  our  annab  ti'ftrful  stories  tel 
How  Sa\'age  languivh'd.  and  how  Olvray  di 
,  Yet  must  I  persevere,  let  whate'er  %vill  beti 
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TO  LOVE. 

Wmr  ■hooU  I  blmh  to  own  I  ]«?•? 
Til  ]oT«  that  raloi  the  raaliM  dbovv. 
Why  ■houkl  I  bliMh  to  ny  to  aU, 
That  Viitae  holds  my  haait  in  tknUf 

Why  ■hould  I  aeek  the  tfaickert  AmOb, 
Lest  Love*s  dear  secret  be  betray'd  f 
Why  the  stem  brow  deceitful  move^ 
When  I  am  languishing  with  loTaf 

Is  it  weakness  thus  to  dwell 
On  passion  that  I  dare  not  tellf 
Soch  weakness  I  would  ever  prove  i 
Tis  painful,  though  *tii  sweeU  to  love- 


THE  WANDERING  BOY. 

A  BOMO, 


whisdes  along 
nd  the  cottager  shuts  on  the  beggar  his  door; 
Hmo  the  chiUing  tear  stands  in  my  comftrlless  eye» 
b,  how  hard  is  the  lot  of  the  Wandering  Boy! 


Im  winter  is  cold,  and  I  have  no  vest, 
ad  my  heart  it  is  cold  aa  it  beats  in  n^ 
b  fiither,  no  mother,  no  kindred  have  I, 
or  I  am  a  parentless  Wandering  Boy. 


0t  I  had  a  home,  and  I  once  had  a  tin, 
■other  who  granted  eadi  infait  desii«; 
or  cottage  it  stood  in  a  wood-embowet'd  vale, 
rbeie  the  ringniove  would  warble  its  aurwwihl  trie. 

Dt  my  &ther  and  mother  were  summon'd  away, 
nd  they  left  me  to  hard-hearted  strangeis  a  prey; 
fled  fiom  their  rigor  with  many  a  sigh, 
nd  DOW  I  'm  a  poor  little  Wandering  Boy. 

he  wmd  it  is  keen,  and  the  snow  loads  die  gale, 
nd  no  one  will  list  to  my  innocent  tale ; 
11  go  to  the  grave  where  my  parenla  both  liet 
nd  death  shill  befiiend  the  poor  Wandering  Boy. 


FRAGMENT 


— Thb  wcatem  gale, 

as  the  kissfls  of  eonnufaial  love. 


lagp  loaBd  my  languid  limbs,  as  all  dissolved, 
aneath  the  ancient  ehn's  fimtastie  abide 
lie,  eihausled  with  the  noontide  heat: 
Hiile  rippling  o*er  his  deep-wom  pebble  bed, 
lie  rapid  rivulet  rushes  at  my  leet, 
ispensing  ooohisss.    On  the  fiinged  marge 
nU  many  a  flow'ret  rean  iti  heed^— or  phik, 
r  gandy  daflbdiU-Tis  here,  at  noon, 
he  buskin*d  wood-nymphs  fion  the  haat  n(6n, 
ad  lave  them  in  the  fimntain :  htn, 
torn  Fsn,  or  savage  satyr,  they  disport; 
r,  stretch*d  supinely  on  the  velvet  tnrC 
nll'd  by  the  laden  bee,  or  sultiy  fly, 
ivoke  the  God  of  slumber.    •    •    • 
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And,  hark !  how  merrily,  from 
Ring  round  the  village-bells?  now  on  the  gale 
They  rise  with  gradual  swell,  distinct  and  kmd ; 
Anon  they  die  upon  the  pensive  ear. 
Melting  in  fiuntest  mnsio — ^They  bespeak 
A  day  of  jubilee ;  and  oft  they  bear, 
Commixt  along  the  unfrequented  shore. 
The  sound  of  village  dance  and  tabor  loud. 
Startling  die  musing  ear  of  Solitude. 

Sudi  is  the  jocund  wake  of  Whitsuntide, 
When  hai^  SuperMition,  gabbling  eM ! 
Hc^ds  her  unhuitful  gnmhols     All  the  day 
The  rustic  revellers  ply  the  mazy  dance 
On  the  smoothishaven  green,  and  then  at  eve 
Commence  the  harmless  rites  and  auguries: 
And  many  a  tale  of  andent  days  goes  round. 
They  tell  of  wiard  seer,  whose  potent  spelia 
Could  hold  in  dreadful  thrall  the  laboring  moon. 
Or  draw  the  fii'd  stars  fSmn  their  eminenoe. 
And  still  the  midnigfat  tempest — llien  anon 
Tell  of  unchameird  spectres,  seen  to  glide 
Along  the  lone  wood's  unflvquenled  path. 
Startling  the  'nighted  traveller ;  while  the  soond 
Of  undistinguish'd  murmurs,  heard  to  come 
From  die  dark  centre  of  die  deep'ning  glen. 
Struck  on  his  fioaen  ear. 

Oh,  Ignorance! 
Thou  art  fiOl'n  man's  best  firiend!  Wididiee he  ipeeifa 
In  frigid  apathy  aloQg  his  way, 
And  never  does  the  tear  of  agony 
Bum  down  his  scorching  dieek ;  or  die  keen  steel 
Of  wounded  fteling  penetrato  his  breast 

Ev^  now,  as  leaning  on  this  fiagrant  bank, 
I  taste  of  all  the  keener  happiness 
Which  sense  refined  aflbrds— Ev'n  now  my  heart 
Would  fiiin  induce  me  to  forsake  the  world. 
Throw  off  these  garmenti^  and  in  diepherd's  weeds, 
With  a  small  flock,  and  short  suspended  rsed. 
To  scgoum  in  the  woodland — Then  my  tliou^t 
Draws  such  gay  pictures  of  ideal  bliss, 
Tliat  I  could  almost  err  in  reason's  spite. 
And  trespass  on  my  judgment 

Such  is  life: 
The  distant  prospect  always  seems  more  flur, 
And,  when  attaitt'd,  another  still  succeeds. 
Far  feirer  than  beflire,— yet  compass'd  round 
With  the  same  dangers,  and  the  same  dismay. 
And  we  poor  pilgrims  in  this  dreary 
Still  discontented,  chase  the  fairy  form 
Of  unsubstantial  Happiness,  to  find. 
When  life  itself  ■  sinkii«  in  the  strife, 
Tis  but  an  airy  bubble  ud  a  cheat 


WaiTrKW  ON  WHrr-MONDAY. 

!  how  the  meny  bells  ting  jocoDd  vomid. 
And  now  they  die  upon  the  veering  breeie ; 


Anon  they  thunder  kmd 
Full  on  the  muring  ear. 


NK^ 


10 


KUtKE  WHITE'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


Waflsd  in  varying  cadenre,  bf  the  ahore 
or  dw  alill  twinUing  river,  they  betpeek 

A  day  of  jnbilee. 

An  ancient  Jioliday. 

And,  lo!  the  rural  revels  are  begun. 
And,  g^f  echoing  to  the  koghing  aky. 
On  the  mooth-ahaven  green 
Reaoonds  the  voice  of  Mirth. 

AIm!  regardloM  of  the  tongue  of  Fate, 
That  tells  them  'tis  but  as  an  hour  since  they. 
Who  now  are  in  their  graves. 
Kept  up  the  Whitsun  danoe ; 

And  that  another  hour,  and  they  must  fid! 
Like  tboae  who  went  befixe,  and  sleep  as  still 
Beneath  the  silent  sod, 
A  cold  and  cheerless  sleepu 

Yet  why  should  thoughts  like  these  intrude  to 
The  vagrant  Happiness,  when  she  will  deign 

To  smile  upon  us  here, 

A  transient  visitor  t 


Mortals!  be  gladsome  while  ye  have  the  power, 
And  laugh  and  seiae  the  glittering  lapse  of  joy ; 

In  time  the  bell  will  toll 

Tliat  warns  ye  to  your  graves. 

I  to  the  woodland  solitude  will  bend 

My  lonesome  way — where  Mirth's  obstreperous  shout 

Shall  not  intrude  lo  tweak 

The  meditative  hour  .- 

There  will  I  ponder  on  the  state  of  man, 
Joyless  and  sad  of  heart,  and  consecrate 

Tliis  day  of  jubilee 

Tb  sad  Refleoiioo's  shrine ; 

And  I  will  cast  my  Ibnd  eye  far  beyond 
This  world  of  care,  to  where  the  steeple  loud 

Shall  rock  above  the  sod, 

Where  I  shall  sleep  in  peace. 


CANZONET. 

BIaidkn  !  wrap  thy  mantle  round  thee. 

Cold  the  rain  beats  on  thy  breast : 
Why  should  Horror's  voice  astound  thee, 
Death  can  Ud  the  wretched  rest ! 
All  under  the  tree 
Thy  bed  may  be. 
And  thou  mayest  slumber  peacefully. 

Maiden !  once  gay  Pleasure  knew  thee  ,* 

Now  thy  cheeks  are  pale  and  deep : 
Love  has  been  a  felon  to  thee. 
Yet,  poor  maiden,  do  not  weep  .- 
There 's  rest  for  thee 
All  under  the  tree. 
Where  thou  wilt  uleep  most  peacefully. 


OOMBIENCEMENT  OF  A  POEM  ON  DESPAHt 

Som  to  Aonian  lyres  of  silver  sound 
With  winning  elegance  attune  their  song, 
Fonn*d  to  sink  lightly  on  the  soothed  sense. 
And  cham  the  soul  with  softest  haraKm^ 


'TIS  then  that  Hope  with  amgniiie  eye  is 

Roving  duoagh  Fancy'a  gay  loiarity ; 

Her  heart  light  dancing  to  the  aoonda  of 

Pleasure  of  days  to  oone^— >Meinory  too^  Am 

Comes  with  her  aiiter,  Bfehnefaoly  mA 

Penaively  laiMiug  on  the  aoeiw  o€  youth* 

Scenes  never  lo  return.' 

Such  sulgecto  merit  poem  need  to 

The  attic  vene  harmonioaa ;  bat  Sar 

A  deadlier  Iheme  denmnda  my  backwaid 

And  bids  me  strike  die  atiinga  of  disBOBanBr 

With  fiamic  energy. 

"Tie  wan  Despair  I  sing ;  if  aing  I  can 

Of  him  befiire  whooe  blast  the  voice  of  Sai|. 

And  Bfirdu  and  Hope,  and  Happinei.  all  fy. 

Nor  ever  due  retnm.     Hia  nocea  arc  htsri 

At  noon  of  night,  where,  on  die  ooaat  of  fabod. 

The  lacerated  son  of  Angola 

Howls  forth  liii  sufierin^i  to  tbe  "*«*""*g  wad: 

And,  when  the  awful  silence  of  the  nighi 

Strikes  the  chill  death-dew  to  the  ranidrKr'f  ksei 

He  speaks  in  every  conacieiioe-|iraBpled  md 

Halfntter'd,  half  supprcaa'd — 

Tis  him  I  sing — Despair — terrific  name. 

Striking  unsteadily  the  tremnloaa  rimrd 

Of  timorous  lenw— disomd  in  the  sound : 

For  lo  a  theme  revolting  aa  ia  this. 

Dare  not  I  woo  the  maids  of  harmony. 

Who  love  to  sit  and  catch  tbe  soothing  somd 

Of  lyre  iEolian,  or  the  martial  bogle. 

Calling  the  hero  to  the  field  of  gksy. 

And  firing  him  with  deeds  of  h^  emprae. 

And  warlike  triumph :  but  from  scenes  like  Bm 

Shrink  they  affrighted,  and  detest  tbe  bard 

Who  darea  to  sound  the  hoUow  tcmce  of  hvnr 

Hence,  then,  soft  maidiL 
And  wtw  the  silken  lephyr  in  the  boweis 
By  Heliomia's  8leep>inviting  stream  : 
For  aid  like  yours  I  seek  not ;  *t  is  for  povren 
Of  darker  hue  to  inspire  a  vone  like  mixv ! 
Tis  work  for  wizards,  sorcerers,  and  fieodf : 

Hither,  ye  furious  imps  of  Acheron. 
Nuralings  of  hell,  and  beings  shunning  lifbL 
And  all  the  myriads  of  the  burning  rmcsTf : 
Souls  of  the  damned ; — Hither,  oh .'  cume  sod  joc 
Th'  infernal  chorus.     "T  is  Despair  I  sing  I 
He,  whose  sole  tooth  infiids  a  deadlier  pacf 
Than  all  your  tortures  join'd.     Sing,  sing  Devpar' 
Refieat  the  sound,  and  celebrate  his  power  : 
Unite  shouts,  screams,  and  agonizing  shriekk 
Till  the  loud  pcan  ring  through  hell's  high  ruii 
And  the  remotest  wfkritM  of  the  deep 
Leap  from  the  lake,  and  join  the  dreadful  soDg- 


ON  RURAL  SOLITUDE. 

When  wandering,  thoughtful,  my  stray  steps  stM 
(Released  from  toil  and  careless  of  their  way}. 
Have  reach'd,  unwittingly,  some  rural  spot 
Where  Quiet  dwells  in  clustered  cottages. 
Fast  by  a  wood,  or  on  the  river's  marge. 
I  have  sat  doi%7i  upon  the  shady  stile. 


1  AHudint  to  the  two 
sod  of  Mesiorr. 


\ 
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vearied  with  the  long  and  kaaowme  walk, 
lit  strange  ladiiea  steal  upon  the  heart, 
DaccountaUe. — The  rand  smells 
>unds  speak  all  of  peaoefulness  and  home ; 
2y  mastifil  who  my  coming  eyed, 
laJancing  'twixt  fimdness  and  distrast, 
'd  some  images,  now  half  forgot, 
warm  hearth  at  eve,  when  flodoi  are  penn*d 
ittle  housed,  and  every  labor  done. 
I  the  twilight's  peaceful  hour  closed  in, 
liral  smoke  ascrading  from  the  thatch, 
le  eve  sparrow's  last  retiring  chirp, 
t>rought  a  busy  train  of  hov'ring  tfaoogfati 
oUection,! — rural  offices, 
nger  days  and  happier  times  peribnn'd ; 
iral  friends,  now  with  their  grave-stones  carved, 
lies  which  wore  away  the  winter's  ni^t 
!sh  in  memory^ — IThen  my  thoughts  assome 
irent  turn,  ai^  I  am  e'en  at  home. 
lut  is  mine ;  that  cottage  half-embower'd 
nodest  jessamine,  and  that  sweet  spot 
den-ground,  where,  ranged  in  meet  array, 
countless  sweets,  the  wall-flower  and  the  pink 
le  thick  th3rme-bush— even  that  is  mine : 
lat  old  mulberry  that  shades  the  court, 
^en  my  joy  from  very  childhood  up. 


low  music  sighing  through  the  glade, 
breeze  of  autumn  strikes  the  startled  ear, 
incy,  pacing  through  the  woodland  shade, 
rs  in  the  gust  the  requiem  of  the  year. 

h  lone  tread  along  the  whisp'ring  grove 
t  the  moan  of  the  capricioos  wind, 
o'er  fancy's  milky-way  would  rove, 
sadness  chains  to  earth  my  pensiTe  mind. 

by  the  huddling  brooklet's  secret  brim 

use,  and  woo  the  dreams  of  Heliooo, 

d  my  saddest  thoughts  revert  to  him 

)  taught  that  brook  to  wind,  and  now  is  gome. 

by  the  poet's  sacred  urns  I  kneel, 
1  rapture  springs  exultant  to  my  reed, 
ean  dies,  and  sadder  measures  steal, 
.  grief  and  Montague  demand  the  meed. 


mongrel,  who  dost  show  thy  teeA,  and  yelp, 
bay  the  harmless  stranger  on  his  way, 

hen  the  wolf  appears,  dost  roar  for  help^ 
scamperest  quickly  from  the  bloody  fray ; 

tut  on  my  fidr  fame  to  cast  a  slur, 

1 1  will  make  thee  know,  unto  thy  pain, 

rile  old  good-for-nothing  cur ! 

Laoonian  dog,  can  bite  again : 

can  make  the  Daunian  tiger  flee, 

more  a  bragging,  fonl-mouth'd  whelp  like  thee. 

e  Lycambes',  or  ^upalus'  fiUe — 

icked  still  shall  meet  my  deadly  hate ; 

sow,  when  onoe  I  seiae  upon  my  pray, 

not  languidly  my  wrongs  bemoan ; 

It  whine  and  cant  the  time  away, 

with  revengeful  gripe,  I  bite  him  to  the  bone. 

***** 


ODE 
TO  THE  MORNING  STAR. 

BIaii  r  invoke  pale  Keeper's  pensive  sway. 
When  rest  supine  leans  o'er  the  pillowing  clouds. 

And  the  last  tinklings  come 

From  the  safe  folded  flock. 

But  me,  bright  harbinger  of  coming  day. 
Who  shone  the  first  on  the  primeval  mom : 

Me,  thou  delightest  more — 

Chastely  luxuriant 

Let  the  poor  silken  sons  of  slothful  pride 
Press  now  their  downy  couch  in  languid  ease. 

While  visions  of  dismay 

Flit  o'er  their  trouUed  brain. 

Be  mine  to  view,  awake  to  nature's  charms. 
Thy  paly  flame  evanish  from  the  sky. 

As  gradual  day  usurps 

The  welkin's  glowing  bounds. 

Mine,  to  snuflT  up  the  pore  ambrosial  breeae, 
Which  bears  aloft  the  rose-bound  car  of  mom, 

And  mark  his  eariy  flight 

The  rustling  skylark  wing. 

And  thou,  Hygeia,  shalt  my  steps  attend. 
Thou,  whom  distracted,  I  so  lately  woo'd. 

As  on  my  restless  bed 

Slow  past  Ihe  tedious  night ; 

And  slowly,  by  the  taper's  sickly  gleam. 
Drew  my  dull  curtain ;  and  witfi  anxioua  eye 

Strove  through  the  veil  of  night 

To  mark  the  tardy  moim. 

Thou,  Health,  shalt  bless  me  in  my  early  walk. 
As  o'er  the  upland  slope  I  brarii  the  dew, 

And  feel  the  genkl  thrill 

Danee  in  my  lighten'd  veins. 

And  as  I  maik  the  Cotter  (ram  his  died 
Peep  out  with  jocund  fece-— thou,  too»  Content, 

Shalt  steal  into  my  breast. 

Thy  mQd,  thy  plaoid  swi^. 

Star  of  the  morning!  these,  thy  joys.  111  share. 
As  rove  my  pilgrim  feet  the  sylvan  hamls; 

While  to  thy  UnsUng 

Due  oriaons  shall 


THE  HERBfrr  OF  THE  PACIFIC; 
OR,  THE  HORRORS  OF  UTTER  80LITUD& 

Oh!  who  can  paint  the  unspeakable  dsnqr 
Of  utter  Solitude,  shut  out  from  all 
Of  social  inteffoouise^— Oh !  who  ean  say 
What  haggard  horrora  hold  in  shuddetiog  thrall 
Him,  who  by  some  Carvaggian  waterfeU 
A  shipwreck'd  man  hath  sooop'd  his  desert  oave^ 
Where  Desolation,  in  her  giant  pall, 
Sits  frowning  oo  the  eve^falling  wave. 
That  wooea  the  wraloh  to  £g.  by  her  load  shqra.  hb 
gnve. 
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Thou  youthful  pilgrinit  wboM  unlowaid  leet 
Too  early  hath  been  torn  in  life*t  rough  waj. 
Thou,  who  endow'd  with  Fancy*!  holiest  heat, 
Seeat  dark  Miafortone  cloud  thy  morning  nj: 
Though  doom'd  in  penury  to  pine  thy  day, 
O  aeek  not^    aeek  not  in  the  glooma  to  riuoad 
Of  waate,  or  wildemw    a  oaat-away — 
Where  noiae  intrude!  not,  save  when  in  the  cloud. 
Riding  wiblime,  the  Moim  man  tearfully,  and  loud. 

Though  man  to  man  be  aa  the  ocean  ahaik, 

Reckleai,  aiMl  unrelentingly  aevere; 

Thoqgh  fiiendahip*!  cloak  nraat  veil  the  pnrpoae 
dark. 

While  the  red  pooianl  glimmen  in  the  raar, 

Tel,  I!  !ociety  mo!t  pawing  dear. 

Though  mix'd  with  doada,  it!  suahine  gleana  re- 
fined 

Will  through  the  gloomi  moat  pleaeantly  eppoWr 

And  !oothe  thee,  when  thy  melancholy  mind 
Mnrt  ask  for  oomfixt  ebe  of  the  loud  pitilee!  wind. 

Tet  u  it  distant  from  the  Muse*!  theme 
To  bid  thee  fly  the  rural  covert  etill. 
And  plunge  impetooua  in  the  buqr  !traam. 
Of  crowds  to  take  of  *  *  joys  thy  fill 
Ah !  no,  she  wooes  thee  to  attmie  thy  quill 
In  some  low  village's  remote  recess. 
Where  thou  may'st  learn — O  enviable  skiD^— 
To  heal  the  sick,  and  soothe  the  comfortlem, 
To  give,  and  to  recei\-e— be  Uerned,  and  to  blesik 

God  unto  men  hath  diflerent  powers  amign'd^* 
There  be,  who  love  the  city*!  dull  turmoil ; 
There  be,  who,  proud  of  an  amhitiou!  mind. 
From  lonely  Quiet*!  hermit-walk!  recoil : 
Leave  thou  these  iniecta  to  their  grov'Iling  toit— 
Thou,  whom  retired  leisure  best  can  please ; 
For  thee,  the  haile  copse's  verdant  aisle. 
And  summer  bower,  befitting  studious  ease, 
Plrepare  a  keener  bliss  than  they  shall  ever  seise. 

Lo,  the  grey  morning  climbs  the  eastern  tower. 
The  dew-drop  glistening  in  her  op'ning  eye ; 
Now  on  the  upland  lawn  salute  the  hour 
That  wakes  the  warbling  woods  to  melody ; 
There  sauntering  on  the  stile,  embower'd  high 
With  liagrant  hawthorn,  and  the  gadding  brier. 
Pore  on  thy  book,  or  cast  by  fiti  thine  eye 
Where  &r  below,  hill,  dale,  and  tillage  spire. 
And  brook,  and  mead,  and  wood,  &r  from  the  sight 
retire. 

But  what  are  these,  formken  and  forlorn  t 
T  is  animation  breathes  the  subtle  spell— 
Hark !  from  the  echoing  wood  the  niellow  bom 
Winds  round  from  hill  to  hill,  with  distant  swell ; 
The  peasant's  matin  rises  from  the  dell ; 
The  heavy  wagon  creaks  upon  its  way. 
While  tinkling  soft  the  silver-tuning  bell 
Floats  on  the  gale,  or  dies  by  fits  away 
From  the  sweet  straw-rooTd  grange,  deep  buried 
from  the  day. 

Man  was  one  made  to  pine  in  solitude, 
Enaepulchred,  and  fiu*  from  converBe  placed. 
Not  for  himself  alone,  uotaroed  and  rude, 
7V>  live  the  Bittern  of  Uie  desert  waste ; 


It  is  Mi  hia  (faf 
To  pan  upon  die 
And  weep  for  agre  o'er 
Him  aoeial  dnliea  eall  ibe 
And  wake  the  nobler 

The  savaga  farooda  tliat  m  the 
Ilia  Pud  aad  lion  mingle 
And,  oh.  ahaU  man.  with  nobler 
Shall  ha,  to  natnre'a 
Buiy  in  sfaadea  has  proud 
like  the  aweal  flowrcr,  tbmt  a 

thrown, 
BkissoBM  foriom,  rock'd  bf  the 
A  litda  wUe  U  deekm  the 


For  ye  who.  iill*d  with  fonry'a  wildest 
Run  from  ^  imperioui  roioe  of  hnma 
And  !hTTnkinff  timrk  fmm  imn's  nnhnrMfc 
Long  in  some  deaeit-cell  your  heeds  to 
Where  you  may  moae  from  mora  lo 
Free  fimn  the  taunta  of  oootnmely  aed 
Fhm  eights  of  woe  die  power  to 
Attend  the  song  which  in  lift*a  early 


TO  THE  WINIX 

▲T 


Not  wnftmiBar  to  mine  ear, 
Bbsts  of  die  night!  ye  bowl.  « 

My8hadd*rii« 

With  fitful  force  ye 

Mine  ear  has  dwelt  in  silent  awe. 

The  howling  svreep,  the  sodden 
And  when  die  pnasiiy  gele 
Poor'd  deep  the  boOow  di^|e 


THE  EVE  OP  DEATH. 


SiLKNCK  of  Death — portentooa  cafan. 

Tlioae  aiiy  forma  that  yonder  lly. 
Denote  that  your  void  forerun!  a 

Hiat  the  hour  of  fate  is  nigh. 
I  see,  I  see,  on  the  dim  mbt  borne. 

The  Spirit  of  battles  rear  his 
I  see,  I  see,  that  ere  the  mom. 

His  spear  will  fonake  its  baled  rat. 
And  the  uidow'd  wife  of  Larrendill  will  bml 
naked  breast 

IL 

O'er  the  mooth  bosom  of  the  auUen  deey^ 

No  softly  ruffling  lephyrs  fly ; 
But  nature  sleeps  a  deathless  sleep. 

For  the  hour  of  battle  is  nigh. 
Not  a  loose  leaf  waves  on  the  dusky  oak. 

But  a  creeping  stillness  reigns 
Except  when  the  mven,  with  ominouB 

On  the  ear  does  unwrlromrlv 
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IS 


noWf  what  thki  dlenoB 
V  what  the  raven  nidi-— 
ye  barda!  the  aielaiiohQly  harp^ 
ii  ia  the  eve  of  death. 

m. 

w  along  the  twilight  air 

lades  of  our  fiithen  glide ! 

ven  fled,  with  the  blood-drench'd  hair, 

k)Iina  with  grey  side. 

>und  its  ooolneai  flings 

dly  sigh  the  gloomy  treea ; 

how  the  harp's  unvinted  atringi 
sweet,  as  if  swept  by  a  whispering  faieew! 

the  sun  he  has  set  in  blood! 
11  never  set  more  to  the  brave ; 
r  to  the  hero  the  dirge  of 
•monow  he  hies  to  the  grave. 


THANATO& 

I  would  eherish  life, 
into  this  heavy  ciog  of  day, 
I  rude  world  of  strife, 
mis  and  tempeata  doud  the  fiureit  day; 
iiere,  'nealh  outward  miles, 
1,  the  snake  lies  leading  on  ila  prey, 
it-lalls  lie  in  er^  flommy  way, 
^ns  hire  the  wanderer  to  dirir  i?llea! 
t  is  to  me, 

ailinga  and  revengefiil  itrifb ; 
,  with  an  ill  screams  and  braial  ihoiita 
I  ear— away— away  with  life! 
elcome,  oh !  thou  silent  maid, 
1  some  ftggy  vault  art  laid, 
I  never  daylight's  ^^wfling  n^ 
to  disturb  thy  diamid  away ; 
ere  amid  miwHoleaome  dampa  doit  ileep, 

I  forgetful  slumbers  deep, 

II  thy  senses  stupified, 

marUe  pelziifld. 

Death,  I  welcome  thee! 
are  thy  calms  to  tokgry. 
B  I  will  ask  no  mon^ 

e  fetal  heUebore ; 

is  the  best,  the  only  can, 

)  slumbeiB  ever  sura. 

e  in  the  Gothic  UmU 

me  solemn  (retted  gloom 

lie  in  mouldering  stata^ 

ill  the  grandeur  of  the  great : 

le,  magnificent, 

a  stately  monument : 

hereon  my  statue  lay* 

lands  in  attitude  to  pray, 

igels  serve  to  hold  my  head, 

ng  o'er  the  fether  dead 

»  at  dose  of  day, 

)  pealing  organ  play ; 

hile  the  hamonioas  thandara  nil, 

t  a  vesper  to  my  soul ; 

low  sweet  my  deep  will  ba^ 

at  fiom  thanghtfol  mi>«i  * 


ATHANATO& 

AwAT  with  Death!— away 
With  all  her  sluggish  sleepa  and  cfaiHhig  damps, 

Impervious  to  the  day. 
Where  Nature  sinka  into  inanity. 
How  can  the  soul  desire 
flndi  hateful  nothingness  to  crave. 
And  yield  with  joy  the  vitd  fire. 
To moolder  in  the  grave? 

Yet  mortal  life  is  sad, 
Eternal  storms  molest  in  aallan  sky ; 

And  aorrowa  ever  rife 
Drain  the  sacred  feuntaindry 
Away  with  mortal  life! 
But,  had  the  cabn  reality. 
The  aetaph  Immortality! 
Hail  the  heavenly  bowen  of  peace! 
Where  all  the  stoima  of  pMnoo  cesM. 
Wild  life'k  disBBayfaig  straggle  o'er. 
The  wearied  spirit  weeps  no  mora ; 
But  weara  the  eternal  smile  of  joy, 
TsBiing  bUai  widMHit  aUoy. 
WdoQBM,  wdeome,  happy  boweia. 
Where  no  passing  tempeat  lowan; 
But  tiia  anre  heavena  display 
The  everiasting  smfle  of  day ; 
Whan  the  dwtal  aetaph  dioir. 
Strike  to  pndae  the  harmauoaa  lyie ;  • 
And  the  spirit  sinks  to  ease, 
Lnll'd  by  distant  symphonies. 
Oh!  to  think  of  meeting  there 
The  fiimds  whose  gravea  received  our  tear. 
Hie  daughter  loved,  the  wife  adored, 
To  our  widow'd  ama  restored ; 
And  an  die  joya  winoh  deadi  did  aavar, 
Giwi  to  us  again  fer  ever! 
Who  would  cUng  to  wretched  life. 
And  hi^  the  poison'd  thorn  of  strife ; 
Who  would  not  long  fh»i  earth  to  fly, 
A  duggiah  senseless  lamp  to  he, 
When  die  gkikms  proapeet  liea 
FnU  befera  kis  nptond  ayeat 


fifUSC. 

BITWUN   THE  AOB    OP   FOUaTUH  ARD 

A  FEW  auHiainarr  vkkbal  al- 


TSKATIOIfa. 


MuBio,  all-powafful  o'er  the  hnnan  aund. 
Can  still  eadi  aentd  aiorm,  eadi  tomnlt  calm, 

Boothe  annoos  Care  on  sleepless  conch  redinad, 
And  e'en  fierce  Anger's  furious  rage  disaim. 


At  her  ooammnd,  die  various 
She  stirs  to  battle,  or  she  lulls  to 

Mdts  die  charm'd  aool  to  thriUing 
And  faidi  die  janii«  worid'a  Imnh 


lie; 


Her  martid  soanda  can  feinting  tfoopa 
With  strength  ua  wonted,  and  enlh' 

tnfuae  new  anlor,  ani  with  youlhfbl  fin 
Urge  CO  the  wamr  gMf  widi  lii«*  of 
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Vu  better  abe,  when  with  her  loothing  Ijrre 

Cbe  chum  the  frlchion  fimm  the  isTege  gngp, 
And  melting  into  pity  vengefiil  Ira, 

the  bloody  hreeal  plale'e  inn  ckip. 


Widi  bw  in  pennve  mood  I  long  lo  wmm. 
At  midnigbt*t  boor,  or  evening*!  cdm  dedine, 

And  thoagfatful  o*er  die  fidling  ■treamlet*e  ham. 
In  cdm  SechniQo*s  bermit-walki 


Wbibt  mellow  aoondi  fiom  diatant  eopae  aiiM, 
or  aofteat  flota  or  reeda  bumonio  join'd. 

With  n|Aiire  tfaiill'd  each  woridly  peaaian  die^ 
And  pleeaod  Attentiao  diima  die  peauTe 


Soft  throogfa  the  dell  the  dying  atraina  retire. 
Then  burat  nu^eatic  in  the  varied  awell; 

Now  breathe  roelodioaa  aa  the  Grecian  lyre. 
Or  on  the  ear  in  ainking  cadence  dwdL 

Romantic  aoonda!  auch  ia  the  bliaa  ye  give, 
Tliat  heaven'a  bright  acenea  aeem  bunting  on  the 
aoul. 

With  joy  I  *d  jrield  each  aenaual  wiah  to  live 
For  ever  'neath  your  undefiled  control. 

Oh !  anrely  melody  from  heaven  waa  aent, 
To  cheer  the  aool  when  tired  with  bmnan  alriie. 

To  aoothe  the  wayward  heart  fay  aorrow  rent. 
And  aoften  down  the  rugged  road  of  li£a. 


ODE 
TO  THE  HARVEST  MOON. 


— CiUB  rait  uDlMifciiun  tw  : 
sua  eampis  cam  mesM  mhomtt,  et  ana 
Fnuneota  in  viiidi  itipaU  lactentia  turreot : 

ConeU  tibi  Oererera  pabet  Mgmtdt  adoieL 

FirgiL 

Moon  of  Harvest,  herald  mild 
Of  plenty,  ruatic  labcur'a  child, 
Hail  I  oh  hail !  I  greet  thy  beam, 
Aa  aoft  it  tremUea  o'er  the  atream, 
And  gilda  the  atraw-thatch'd  hamlet  wide, 
Where  Innocence  and  Peace  reaide ; 
"Tia  thou  that  glad'at  with  joy  the  nutic  throng, 
Prompteat  the  tripping  dance,  th'  exhilarating 


Moon  of  Harveat,  I  do  love 

Cer  the  uplands  now  to  rove. 

While  thy  modest  ray  serene 

Gilds  the  wide  auirounding  scene ; 

And  to  watch  thee  riding  high 

In  the  blue  vault  of  the  aky, 
Where  no  thin  vapor  intercepta  thy  my. 
But  in  unclouded  nu^jeaty  thou  walkeat  on  thy  way. 

Pleasing  'tia,  oh!  modeat  Moon! 
Now  the  Night  is  at  her  noon, 
'Neath  thy  sway  to  musing  lie, 
While  around  the  lephyrs  aigh. 
Fanning  aoft  the  sun-tann*d  wheat, 
Ripen'd  by  the  summer's  heat; 
Picturing  all  the  rustic's  joy 
When  boundless  plenty  greets  bia  eye, 


xaUD  BUnlDUK 

Oh,niode« 
How  aany  a  ftmale  •ynwin 

Along  the  road* 

Toaeedm  load. 
The  kat  dear  load  of 


and 
Stem  deapoilen  of  the  pUn^ 
&noe  away,  the  aenaoa  flee, 
Foea  10  light4ieart  jollitf : 
Biay  no  winda  careering  high. 
Drive  the  donda  along  die  akj. 
But  may  all  nature  amile  with  aapect 
When  m  the  heavena  thoo  ainivr'ac  %  tea 
vest  BAbon! 

TTeadi  yon  lowly  roof  be  Hea, 
The  huabandman,  with  aleepMTd  frc 
He  dreams  of  crowded  bams,  and  nia 
The  yard  he  hears  die  flail  reaomid ; 
Oh !  may  no  honricane  destroy 
His  viaiooaiy  views  oi  jofl 
God  of  dw  Winda!  oh,  hear  hs  hnmUe  pn 
And  while  the  Moon  of  Hmrveat  ahinBn  li 
taring  whirlwind  apareu 

Sods  of  luxury,  to  yon 
Leave  I  Sleep'a  dull  power  to  woo: 
Preai  ye  atill  the  dowmy  bed 
While  lev*riah  dreama  aarroand  yov  h 
I  vrill  aeek  the  woodland  glade, 
Pteietrate  the  thickeat  ahade, 
Wmpt  in  Contemplatian'a  draanni. 
Muaing  high  on  hioly  thenea. 

While  on  the  gale 

Shall  aoftly  aaU 
The  n^htingale'a  enc^hanlii^  ini». 

And  oft  my  eyes 

Shall  grateful  riae 
To  diee.  the  modeat  Harveat  Moon! 


SONG. 


WKITTEN  AT  THE  AGS  OF  FOCTKTIBI 


Softly,  softly  Mow,  ye 

Gently  o'er  ray  Ed  wy  fly ! 
Lo!  he  alumben,  alnmben  sweetly ; 
Softly,  sephyrs,  paaa  him  by ; 
My  love  ia  aaleep. 
He  liea  by  the  deep^ 
All  along  where  the  aalt  wavea  aigh 

I  have  cover'd  him  with  nahea. 

Water-flags,  and  branchea  dry; 
Edwy,  long  have  been  thy  slumben ; 
Edwy,  Edwy,  ope  thine  eye  * 
My  love  ia  adeep. 
He  liea  by  the  deep, 
All  along  where  the  aalt  wavea  sigh. 

StiU  he  aleepa ;  he  will  not  waken ; 

Faady  clewed  ia  bia  eye  ; 
Paler  ia  his  dieek,  and  chiller 

Than  the  icy  moon  on  high. 
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Alas !  he  is  dead, 
He  has  chose  his  death-bed 
All  along  where  the  salt  waves  sigh. 

Is  it,  is  it  so,  my  Edwy  f 

Will  thy  slumbers  never  fly  f 
Coi]ld*st  thou  think  I  would  survive  diee  f 
No,  my  love,  thou  bid'st  me  die. 
Thou  bid'st  me  seek 
Thy  death-bed  bleak 
All  along  where  the  salt  waves 


I  will  gently  kiss  thy  cold  lips, 

On  thy  breast  111  lay  my  head. 
And  the  winds  shall  sing  our  death-diige, 
And  our  shroud  the  voters  spread  { 
Tlie  moon  will  smile  sweet, 
And  the  wild  wave  will  beat, 
Oh !  so  softly,  o*er  our  lonely  bed. 


THE  SHIPWRECKED  SOLITART*S  SONG 
TO  THE  NIOHT. 

Tbou,  spirit  of  the  spangled  night ! 
I  woo  diee  from  the  watch-tower  high. 
Where  thou  dost  sit  to  guide  the  bark 
Of  kmely  mariner. 

llie  winds  are  whistling  o'er  the  wolds, 
llie  distant  main  is  moaning  low ; 
Come,  let  us  sit  and  weave  a  song! 
A  melancholy  song ! 

Sweet  is  the  scented  gale  of  mora. 
And  sweet  the  noontide's  fervid  beam. 
But  sweeter  far  the  solemn  calm 

Tliat  marks  thy  mournful  reign. 

I've  paas'd  here  many  a  lonely  year. 
And  never  human  voice  have  heard ; 
Tve  pass'd  here  many  a  lonely  year, 
A  solitary  man. 

And  I  have  linger'd  in  the  shade, 
From  sultry  noon's  hot  beam ;  and  I 
Have  knelt  before  my  wicker  door, 
To  sing  my  evening  song. 

And  I  have  hail'd  the  grey  mora  high 
On  the  blue  mountain's  musty  brow. 
And  tried  to  tune  my  little  reed 
To  hymns  of  harmony. 

Bat  never  could  I  tune  my  reed* 
At  mora,  or  noon,  or  eve,  so  sweet. 
As  when  upon  the  ocean  shore 

I  hail'd  thy  star4wam  mfld. 

The  day-spiing  brings  not  joy  to  me, 
The  moon  it  whispers  not  of  peace ! 
But  oh !  when  darkness  robes  the  heav'ns. 
My  woes  are  mix'd  with  joy. 

And  then  I  talk,  and  often  think 
Afe'rial  voices  answer  me; 
And  oh !  I  am  not  then 
A  solitary  man. 


And  when  the  blnst'ring  winter  winds 
Hovd  in  the  woods  that  clothe  my  cave, 
I  lay  me  on  my  lonely  mat. 

And  pleasant  are  my  dreams. 

And  Fancy  gives  me  back  my  wife ; 
And  Fancy  gives  me  back  my  child ; 
She  gives  me  back  my  little  home. 
And  all  iti  placid  joys. 

Then  hateftil  is  the  morning  hour. 
That  calls  me  from  the  dream  of 
To  find  myself  still  lone,  and  hear 
Hie  same  duU  sounds  again. 


The  deep4oned  winds,  the  moaning 
The  whisp'ring  of  the  boding  trees. 
The  brook's  eternal  flow,  and  oft 

The  condor's  hollow  scream. 


ELECT 

Ocoadtmei  by  tke  Death  cf  Mr.  QiB,wkowaidrommd 
intkeri9erTraa,wkikhaiking,9tkAvgual,l90Si. 

Be  sunk— 4he  impetuous  river  roll'd  along. 
The  sullen  wave  betray'd  his  dying  breath ;  > 

And  rising  sad  the  rustling  sedge  among. 
The  gale  of  evening  touch'd  the  chords  of  death. 

Nymph  of  the  Trent!  why  did'st  not  thoo  appear, 
To  snatch  the  victim  from  thy  felon  wave? 

Alas !  too  late  tbou  camest  to  embalm  his  bier. 
And  deck  with  water-flags  his  early  grave. 

Triumphant,  riding  o'er  its  tumid  prey. 
Rolls  the  red  stream  in  sanguinary  pride ; 

While  anxious  crowds,  in  vain,  expectant  stay, 
And  ask  the  swoln  corse  from  the  muideiing  tkle. 

llie  stealing  teardrop  stagnates  in  the  tje. 
The  sodden  sigh  l^  friendship's  bosom  proved, 

I  mark  them  rise— I  mark  the  gen'ral  sigh ; 
Unhappy  youth !  and  wert  thou  so  beloved  f 

On  thee,  as  lone  I  trace  the  Trent's  green  brink. 
When  the  dim  twilight  slumbers  on  the  glade, 

On  thee  my  thooghti  d^U  dwell,  nor  Fancy  shrink 
To  hold  mysterious  converse  with  thy  shade. 

Of  thee,  as  eariy  I,  with  vagrant  feet. 

Hail  the  grey-sandal'd  mora  in  Cdlwkk's  vala, 

Of  thee  my  sylvan  reed  shall  warble  sweet. 
And  wild-virood  echoes  shall  repeat  the  tale. 


And  oh !  ye  n3rmphs  of  Peon !  who  presida 
O'er  running  rill  and  salutary  stream. 

Guard  ye  in  future  well  the  hidcyon  tide 
From  the  rude  death-shriek,  and  the  dying 


ItaBndsitoths 
nwk.  esoMdbf 
bf 


1  Thii  line  msf  app««r  toaMwhst 
Isat  babbliiif  of  the  wmter.  sfter  a  panoa 
ths  final  sxpiiatioo  of  ths  air  ftsnilfae 
islrodofliBf  dM  wstsr.  prodaoss  ■aflbcalion 


^S& 


tlHBtkl 

oiiy  of 

BV  raBHi  toWWOi  WnMIl  I  CBllMtlkl 

rPldUk.  TW  Ciitie  will  dooMM  M 
;  liBiBijlikewinpaHiUf 


iwiiilgeai  flf%  and  in  the  irak  of  te 

wftich  I  niYilB,  left  him  fOMBbv  ht  ■ 

of  Cntidm  ovar  the 

q£  ft  joadi  of 

he  fiiclietf  fion  craMKlf 


he  eipectod  loeihilBfty 

lof  aVunpLor  the 
of  a  Horace^    Men  aic  boc  I  balieTe, 
fteqiieniiy  known  to  bestow  moch  labor  on  their 
■nin  lUMiii :  and  thoe  PocfH  were  mtm  of 
written  neicly  to  begule  a  letHue  hour,  or  Id  fil  np 
the  laofwd  intervalM  of  •todies  of  a  sc 

Umt  n  mMut  tfyn  sr*TM«,  "  Eveiy  ooe  loTai  hs 
own  wovfc,"  sBjB  the  Stagyrite ;  bat  it  was  no  orer- 
weanhig  aflcction  of  this  kind  whkh  induced  tkii 
pwhlif  tion.  Had  the  Aothor  relied  on  his  own  jnd^ 
flMOt  onlf,  dMse  Poens  wooU  not,  in  all  pnfaafai%. 
erer  here  seen  the  light 

Perhaps  it  may  be  ssked  of  him,  what  are  his 
aoliTas  fat  this  pnblication  r  He  answers  simply 
dMse :  The  ferilitafion,  through  its  meaoi,  of  those 
■todies  which,  irom  his  earliest  infiuicy,  have  bean 
the  principal  objects  of  his  ambition ;  and  the  in- 
craase  of  the  capacity  to  pursue  those  inclinations 
wUdi  may  one  day  place  him  in  an  hooofable  station 
in  the  scale  of  society. 

The  principal  Poem  in  this  little  collectioo  (Clifian 
Grore)  is,  he  fears,  deBdent  in  numbers  and  hamo- 
nknm  coherency  of  parts.  It  is,  however,  merely  to 
be  regarded  as  a  description  of  a  nocturnal  ramUe 
in  that  charming  retreat,  accompanied  with  such  re- 
fi9t!^am  as  the  scene  naturally  suggested.  It  was 
written  twelve  months  ago,  when  the  Author  was 
in  his  siiteenth  year  >— The  Miscellanies  are  some 
of  them  the  productions  of  a  very  early  age.^ — Of 


I  Thb,  aad  Oie  fblbwiog  Po«fnB,ti«  raponAed  Vraaa^te^EMte 
VetesM  wUeb  the  author  poUished  m  ^«&. 


thenandl 
WhsfedukoUi 


No  band,  thy  diapasim  o*cr, 
WeQ  skill'd.1  throw  with 

For  me,  no  sfadmnif  kra 

Has  taught  the  solenm  stnin  lo  poor. 
Or  baiU  the  poliah*d  thyme. 


Tec  dMQ  to  Sykm  tbanma  CBn*BC 

Hioa  know'at  to  chaia  dm 
Hie  rustic  swaina  believe  thy  power 
Can  hash  the  wild  winds  when  fSbgf  ion, 

And  stia  die  faiUewy 


llieae  honon^  Lye,  we  yet 

I,  still  unknown,  nay  live  widi  Ihee, 
And  gentle  Zephyr's  wing  will  sweep 
Thy  solemn  siring,  where  low  I  dee|v 

Beneeth  the  aldeMree. 


\ 


This  little  diige  vrill 

Hian  the  fuU  requiem's  swelling  peal; 
Vd  rather  dian  diet  crowdi  shooM  4l^ 
For  me,  that  fipom  aome  kindred  eye 

The  trickling  tear  ahookl  oieeL 

Tet  dear  to  me  the  wreath  of  bay, 

Perhaps  fiom  me  debarr'd  r 
And  deer  to  me  the  daasic  vme. 
Which,  snatch'd  Hem  leamiif^s  labored 
Ki^jQiRak  ^^  wse^ted  baid. 
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I  O !  if  3^t  't  wero  mine  to  dwell 
Vherc  Cam  or  lav  winds  along, 
nhance.  inspired  with  ardor  chatto, 
>t  might  coll  the  ear  of  taste 
^o  listen  to  my  song. 

then,  my  little  friend,  thy  style 
'd  change  to  happier  lays, 
:  then,  the  cloistcr'd  glooms  should  smile, 
1  through  the  long,  the  fretted  aisle 
ihould  swell  the  note  uf  praise. 


CLIFTON  GROVE. 

A  SKETCH  in  VERSE. 

he  west,  fast  fades  the  lingering  light, 
's  lost  Tcstige  takes  its  silent  flight. 

is  hoard  the  woodman's  measured  stroke, 
•vith  the  dawn,  from  yonder  dingle  broke ; 

hoarse  climioring  o'er  the  uplifVed  head, 
A*  assembling,  seek  their  wind-rock*d  bed ; 

the  village  hum — the  woodland  sounds 
oseil  to  echo  o'er  the  dewy  gniunds, 
icral  silence  reigns,  save  wh<»i  below, 
*muring  Trent  is  scarcely  heard  to  flow ; 
e  when,  swung  by  'nighted  rustic  late, 
Is  hinge,  reboimds  the  jarring  gate ; 
I  the  Rheep*l)ell,  in  the  distant  vale, 
I  its  wild  music  on  the  downy  galei 

hen  the  rustic  wean  the  social  smile, 

1  from  day  and  its  attemlant  toil, 

n^-s  his  houNchold  round  their  evening  fire, 

8  the  oft-iuld  tales  that  never  tire ; 

e  the  to\%-n's  blue  turrets  dimly  rise, 

riufkoturo  taints  the  ambient  skies, 

c  mechniiir  leaves  the  laboring  loooii 

pent  hold,  the  pestilential  room, 

hea  out,  impatient  to  begin 

ed  counte  of  customary  «in : 

>w  my  solitary  way  T  bend 

Mdemn  groves  in  awful  state  impend, 

fit,  that  Ixjlilly  rise  above  the  plain, 

.  blest  CliAon !  thy  sublime  domain. 

lely  wandering  o'er  the  syl\-an  bower, 

lo  pass  the  meditative  hour ; 

iwhile  the  strife  of  passion  ceoso, 

0  the  calms  of  solitude  and  peace. 

!  thou  sacred  Power,  who  rear'st  on  high 
(y  throne  where  waving  poplars  sigh ! 
of  woodland  shades!  whose  mild  control 
irith  resistlesfl  witchery  to  the  soul, 
.'iih  thy  wonted  ardor,  and  insiMre 
A'ing  Ixisom  with  thy  hallow'd  fire. 
)U  too.  Fancy !  from  thy  starry  sphere, 
to  the  hj-mning  orbs  thou  lend'st  tliino  car, 
.  descend,  and  bless  my  ravish'd  sight, 
a  soft  vitiions  of  serene  delight 
nomnuuid,  the  gale  that  passes  by 

1  its  whispers  mystic  harmony. 

-a vest  thy  wand,  and  lo!  what  forms  appear! 
dark  cloud  what  giant  shapes  career ! 
osts  of  Ck«ian  skim  the  mutty  vale, 
lis  of  Sylphids  on  the  roooabeamB  sail 
I  SO 


This  gloomy  alcove,  darkling  to  the  8ight« 

Where  meeting  trees  create  eternal  night ; 

Save  when,  from  yonder  stream,  the  sunny  ray, 

Reflected,  gives  a  dubious  gleam  of  day ; 

Recalls,  endearing  to  my  alter'd  mind. 

Times  when,  beneath  the  boxen  hedge  reclined, 

I  watch'd  the  lopwing  to  her  cbimorous  brood ; 

Or  lured  the  robin  to  its  scatter'd  fiiod ; 

Or  woke  with  song  the  woodland  echo  wild. 

And  at  each  gay  response  delighted  smiled. 

How  ofl,  when  childhood  threw  iu  golden  ray 

Of  gay  romance  o'er  every  happy  day. 

Here  would  I  run,  a  visionary  boy. 

When  the  hoarse  tempest  shook  the  vaulted  sky. 

And,  fiuicy-led,  beheld  the  Almighty's  form 

Sternly  coreering  on  the  eddying  storm; 

And  heard,  while  awe  congeal'd  my  inmost  soul. 

His  voice  terrific  in  the  thunder's  roll 

With  secret  joy  I  view'd,  with  vivid  glare. 

The  volley'd  lightnings  cleave  the  sullen  air; 

And.  as  the  warring  viinds  around  reviled. 

With  awful  pleasure  big^ — I  heard  and  smiled. 

Beloved  remcml»ance ! — ^Memory  which  endears 

This  silent  spot  to  my  advancing  years. 

Here  dwells  eternal  peace,  eternal  rest, 

In  shades  like  these  to  live  is  to  be  blest 

While  haiqpiness  evades  the  busy  crowd. 

In  rural  coverts  loves  the  maid  to  shroud. 

And  thou  too.  Inspiration,  whose  wild  fiamo 

Shoots  with  ele<  trie  swiflness  through  the  frame, 

Thou  here  dost  love  to  sit  with  upturo'd  eye. 

And  listen  tn  the  stream  that  munnurs  by. 

The  woodi  that  vi-avc,  the  grey  owl's  silken  flight. 

The  mellow  music  of  the  listening  night : 

Congenial  calms,  more  welccHno  to  my  breast 

Than  maddening  joy  in  dazzling  lustre  drest. 

To  heaven  my  pmycn,  my  daily  prayers,  I  raise. 

That  ye  may  bless  my  unambitious  days. 

Withdrawn,  remote,  from  all  the  haunts  of  strife, 

May  trace  with  me  the  lowly  vale  of  life. 

And  when  her  banner  Death  shall  o'er  me  wave. 

May  keep  your  peaceful  \igils  on  my  grave. 

Now  as  I  rove,  where  wide  ihe  prospect  grows, 

A  livelier  light  upon  my  vision  flows. 

No  more  above  the  embracing  branches  meet. 

No  more  the  river  gurgles  ot  my  feet 

But  seen  deep  down  the  clifTs  impending  siile. 

Through  hanging  wxxxls,  now  gleams  its  silver  tide. 

Dim  is  my  upland  poth^ — across  the  Green 

Fantastic  shadows  fling,  yet  oft  between 

The  cheqner'd  glooms,  the  moon  her  chaste  ray  sheds 

Where  knots  of  blue-bolls  droop  their  graceful  heads, 

And  beds  of  violets,  blooming  'mid  the  trees. 

Load  with  waste  fragronce  the  nocturnal  breeic. 

Say,  why  does  Man,  while  to  his  opening  sight 
Each  shrub  presents  a  source  of  chaste  delight. 
And  Nature  Inds  for  him  her  treasures  flow. 
And  gives  to  him  alone  his  bliss  to  know. 
Why  does  he  pant  for  Vice's  deadly  charms  ? 
Why  clasp  Ihe  syren  Pleasure  to  his  arms  ? 
And  suck  deep  draughts  of  lier  voluptuous  breath, 
lliough  fraught  with  ruin,  infiuny,  ami  death  7 
Coidd  he  who  tlius  to  \ile  enjoyment  clingn. 
Kziow  what  calm  joy  fkvm  purer  sources  springs ; 
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Could  he  but  feel  how  sweet,  how  free  from  itrUe, 
The  hannleM  pleasures  of  a  harmless  life, 
No  more  his  soul  would  pant  for  joys  impure, 
The  deadly  chalice  would  no  more  allure, 
But  the  sweet  potion  he  was  wont  to  sip 
Would  turn  to  poison  on  his  conscious  lip. 
Fair  Nature !  thee,  in  all  thy  varied  charms. 
Fain  would  I  dosp  for  ever  in  my  arms ! 
Thine  are  the  sweets  which  never,  never  sate. 
Thine  still  remain  through  all  the  storms  of  frte. 
Though  not  for  me  *t  was  Heaven's  divine  command 
To  toll  in  acres  of  paternal  kmd, 
Yet  still  my  lot  is  blest,  while  I  enjoy 
Thine  opening  beautiea  with  a  lover's  eye. 

Happy  is  he,  whoi,  though  the  cup  of  bli« 

Has  ever  shunnM  him  when  he  thought  to  kiss. 

Who,  still  in  abject  poverty  or  pain. 

Can  count  with  pleasure  vvhat  small  joys  remain : 

Though  were  his  sight  oonvey'd  from  aone  to  ame, 

He  would  not  find  one  spot  c€  g^round  his  own. 

Yet  as  he  looks  around,  he  cries  with  glee. 

These  bounding  prospects  all  were  made  for  me : 

For  me  yon  waving  fields  their  burthen  bear, 

For  me  yon  laborer  guides  the  shining  share. 

While  happy  I  in  idle  ease  recline, 

And  mark  the  gloiions  visions  as  they  shine. 

This  is  the  charm,  by  sages  often  told, 

Converting  all  it  touches  into  cold. 

Content  can  soothe,  where'er  by  Fortune  placed. 

Can  rear  a  garden  in  the  desert  WMte. 

How  lovely,  from  this  hilFs  superior  height, 
Spieads  the  wide  view  before  my  straining  Mght! 
O'er  many  a  varied  mile  of  lengthening  ground. 
E'en  to  the  bluo-ridged  hill's  remotest  bound. 
My  ken  is  borne ;  while  o'er  my  head  serene. 
The  silver  moon  illumes  the  misty  scene ; 
Now  shining  clear,  now  darkening  in  the  glade. 
In  all  the  soft  varieties  of  shade. 


Behind  me,  lo !  the  peaceful  hamlet  lies, 

The  drowsy  god  has  scal'd  the  colter's  eyes. 

No  more,  where  late  the  social  fagot  blazed. 

The  vacant  peal  resounds,  by  little  raised. 

But  lock'd  in  silence,  o'er  Arion's '  star 

The  slumbering  Night  rolls  on  her  velvet  car ; 

The  church-bell  tolk,  deep«>unding  down  the  glade, 

The  solemn  hour  for  walking  spectres  made ! 

The  simple  plow-boy,  wakening  with  the  sound. 

Listens  aghast,  and  turns  him  startled  round, 

Then  stops  his  ears,  and  strives  to  close  his  eyea, 

Lest  at  the  sound  smne  grisly  ghost  should  rise. 

Now  ceased  the  long,  the  monitory  toll. 

Returning  silence  stagnates  in  the  soul ; 

Save  when,  disturb'd  by  dreams,  with  wild  affright, 

The  deep-mouth'd  mastiff  bays  the  troubled  night : 

Or  where  the  village  olo-honse  crowns  the  vale. 

The  creaking  sign-post  whistles  to  the  gale, 

A  little  onward  lot  me  bend  my  way 

>Vhere  the  moss'd  scat  invites  the  traveller's  stay. 

That  spot,  oh !  yet  it  is  the  very  same ; 

That  hawthorn  gives  it  shade,  and  gave  it  name : 


1  Tkf  eoastsBstion  Detphiiras.  ?oc  anthoiitr  for  tbis  sppel- 
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There  yet  the  i»imroee  opes  its  earliest  Uoob, 
There  yet  the  violet  sheds  its  first  perfmne. 
And  in  the  branch  that  rears  above  the  rert 
The  robin  immolestcd  builds  its  nest 
T  was  here,  when  Hope,  presiding  o'er  my  Inm. 
In  vivid  colors  every  prospect  drest ; 
T  was  here,  reclining,  I  indulged  her  dreamy 
And  lost  the  hour  in  visionary  schemes. 
Here,  as  I  press  once  more  die  andent  seat, 
Why,  bland  deceiver!  not  renew  the  cheat? 
Say,  can  a  fow  short  years  this  change  achieve. 
That  thy  illusions  can  no  more  deceive  7 
Time's  sombrous  tints  have  every  view  o'eis|nML 
And  thou  too,  gay  Seducer !  art  thou  fled  ? 
Though  vain  thy  promise,  and  the  suit  severe, 
Yet  thou  couldst  'guile  Misfortune  of  her  tear, 
And  oft  thy  smUes  across  life's  gloomy  way 
Could  throw  a  gleam  of  transitory  day. 
How  gay,  in  youth,  the  fluttering  future  seem.' 
How  sweet  is  manhood  in  the  infant's  dreami.' 
The  dire  mistake  too  soon  is  brought  to  ligli^ 
And  all  is  buried  in  redouUed  night 
Yet  some  can  rise  superior  to  their  pain. 
And  in  their  breasts  the  charmer  Hope  retain; 
While  others,  dead  to  feeling,  can  survey, 
Unmoved,  their  fairest  prospects  fiide  away: 
But  yet  a  few  there  be^ — too  soon  o'ercast! 
Who  shrink  tmhappy  from  the  adverse  Mart, 
And  woo  the  first  bright  gleam,  which  breaks  tbegbaa 
To  gild  the  silent  slumbers  of  the  tamh. 
So  in  these  shades  the  early  primrose  bkmi. 
Too  soon  deceived  by  suns  and  melting  sDom; 
So  falls  untimely  on  the  desert  waste, 
Its  hloswms  withering  in  the  northern  blast 


Now,  pass'd  whate'er  the  upland  heights  diqdsj. 
Down  the  steep  cliff  I  wind  my  devious  way, 
Oft  rousmgr,  ss  the  rustling  path  I  beat. 
The  timid  bare  from  its  accustom'd  seat 
And  oh !  how  syreet  this  walk  o'erhung  with  wood. 
That  winds  the  margin  of  the  solemn  flood! 
What  rural  objects  ste&l  upon  the  sight ! 
What  rising  views  prokmg  the  calm  delight! 
The  brooklet  branching  from  the  silver  Trent, 
The  whispering  birch  by  every  sophyr  bent 
The  woody  island,  and  the  naked  mesd. 
The  lowly  hut  half  hid  m  groves  of  leed. 
The  rural  wicket,  and  the  rural  stile. 
And,  frequent  inteispersed,  the  woodman's  pAt. 
Above,  below,  where'er  I  turn  my  eyes. 
Rocks,  waters,  woods,  in  grand  niirrfsiuu  liK. 
tligh  up  the  cliff  the  varied  groves  ascend. 
And  mournful  larches  o'er  the  wave  inpeiid. 
Around,  what  sounds,  what  magic  soimds,  um, 
What  glimmering  scenes  salute  ray  ravUi'd  tfml 
Soft  sleep  the  waters  on  their  pebUy  bed. 
The  woods  wave  gently  o'er  my  drooping  bed, 
And,  swelling  slow,  comes  walM  on  the  irini 
Lorn  Progne's  note  from  distant  copse  twAiiA 
Still,  every  rismg  sound  of  calm  delight 
Stamps  but  the  fisarfnl  silence  of  the  night 
Save  when  is  heard,  between  each  dieaiy  nH 
Discordant  fiom  her  scdilaiy  nest 
The  owl,  dull-screammg  to  die  wanderiiv  """^ 
V^o^  tiding  dood-nq^  near  her  highcf  mo: 
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fie  wild-dttck,  aouthering,  hither  ridee, 
es  sallen  in  the  ■oundiog  tides. 
1  this  aeqaeBter'd  tpot,  when  youth 
\ctk  tale  the  holy  fiwoe  of  truth, 
tg  lingered,  while  the  milk-meid  sang 
legend,  till  the  woodland  rung  f 
so  aad !  which  still  to  memory  dear, 
A'oet  eouroe  can  call  the  sacred  tear, 
I  to  rest  stem  Reason's  hardi  cootrol) 
•ft  magic  to  the  passive  sonl. 
low'd  shades^    these  trees  that  woo  Ifaa 
Id, 
faintest  featores  to  my  mind. 

I  passing  years,  with  march  sublime, 
yt  beneath  the  silent  wing  of  time, 
on  hamlet's  solitary  shade, 
dwelt  the  ftr>&med  CliAon  Biaid, 
eous  Margaret ;  icw  her  each  swain 
private  his  peculiar  pain, 
igh'd,  a  victim  to  despair, 
to  hope  to  win  the  peerless  &ir. 
be  shepherd  on  the  blooming  mead 
»  gaiety  his  artless  reed ; 
ntwined  the  pansied  wreath,  to  deck 
e  wether's  unpolluted  neck, 
I,  by  yon  babbling  itream  reclined, 
lis  sobbings  with  the  paiwing  wind, 
his  helpless  love ;  or,  boldly  bait, 
hese  smiling  fields,  a  rover  went, 
it  lands,  in  search  of  ease,  to  roam, 
*d  exile  from  his  native  home. 

all  the  maid  express'd  disdain ; 
lan  loved,  nor  loved  the  youth  in  vain. 
iw  whispering  o'er  these  arching  boughs^ 
Qg  vault  responded  lo  their  vows, 
eep  hidden  from  the  glare  of  day, 
I  oft,  they  took  their  secret  way. 

dingle,  stiU  the  rustics  name ; 
•re  the  flushing  maid  oonfess'd  her  flames 

green  lane  they  oft  were  seen  to  hie, 
tning  ilumber'd  on  the  western  sky. 
ed  yew,  that  mouldering  walnut  bare, 
B  mementoes  of  the  fiiteid  pair. 

when  Autumn  loaded  every  braeia 
bllen  honon  of  the  mourning  trees, 
m  waited  at  the  aocustom'd  bower, 
d  long  beyond  the  appointed  hour, 
lan  came  not;-— o'er  the  woodland  drear, 
xNTtentous,  did  the  winds  career; 
I  and  dismal  on  the  leafless  woods, 
rains  rush'd  down  in  sullen  floodi ; 
was  dark;  as,  now  and  then,  the  gale 
r  a  moment^ — ^Margaret  listen'd,  pale ; 
fh  the  covert,  to  her  anxious  ear, 
g  footetep  spoke  her  k>ver  near. 
Ban  now  fill'd  her  breast, — she  knew  not 

.,  and  Bateman's  name  was  in  each  sigh, 
a  noise, — 'tis  he^ — he  comes  at  last^— 
raa  but  the  gale  which  hurried  past : 
the  heari  a  quickening  footstep  sound, 
OGBies,  and  nearer  does  it  bound ; 
nan's  sel^— he  springs  into  her  aims, 
At  chspB,  and  diides  her  vain  alarms. 


**  Yet  why  this  silence  U^I  have  waited  kog. 
And  the  oold  storm  has  yeU*d  the  trees  amaog. 

And,  now  thoQ 'it  here,  my  ftars  are  fled— yet  spatk. 
Why  doea  the  salt  tear  moisten  on  ihf  dieek  f 
Say,  what  is  wrong?" — ^Now,  throu^  a  parting 

dood. 
The  pale  mooo  peer'd  fiom  her  tenpastooai  shroud. 
And  Bweman's  iBKie  was  seen : — 'twas  deadly  white. 
And  sorrow  aeem'd  to  sicken  in  his  sight 

**  Oh,  speak,  my  knre  !**  again  the  nadd  ooqluiad ; 
**  Why  is  thy  heart  in  sullen  woe  immured  f  ** 
He  raised  his  head,  and  thiiee  essay'd  to  tdl, 
Tlirice  from  his  lips  the  unfinish'd  accents  fall ; 
When  thus,  at  last,  reluctantly  he  broke 
His  boding  silenee,  and  the  maid  bespoke: 
**  Grieve  nol^  my  love,  but  ere  the  mora  advance 
I  CO  dMse  fiekb  must  cast  my  parting  glance. 
For  three  kog  yeais,  by  cruel  frte's  command, 
I  go  to  languish  in  a  ftfeign  land. 
Oh,  Maigaret!  oBsens  dire  have  met  my  view. 
Say.  when  fiff  distant,  wilt  thou  bear  me  trae  f 
Should  honoiB  tempt  thee,  and  shouU  richea  fee, 
WottUst  thou  fetget  thine  ardent  vows  to  me. 
And,  oo  the  silken  conch  of  wealth  recUned, 
Banisli  thy  ftithlul  Bateman  fipom  thy  ndndf " 

** Oh!  why,"  replies  the  maid,  **  my  feith  thai  prove? 
Canst  thou!  ah,  canst  thou,  then,  suspect  my  love? 
Hear  me,  just  God !  if  fiom  my  traitorous  heart. 
My  Bateman's  bod  remembrance  e'er  shall  part. 
If;  when  he  hail  again  his  native  shore. 
He  finds  his  Margaret  true  to  him  no  more. 
May  fiends  of  heU,  and  eveiy  power  of  dread, 
Coqjoin'd,  then  dng  ma  fhw  my  peijured  bed. 
And  hurl  me  headlong  down  dMse  awfiil  steeps, 
To  find  deserved  death  in  yonder  deeps !"  * 

Tlius  spake  the  maid,  and  fitom  her  finger  drew 

A  golden  ring,  and  broke  it  quick  in  two ; 

One  half  slie  in  her  lovely  bosom  hides, 

Tlie  other,  trembling,  to  her  love  confides. 

**  This  bind  the  vow,"  she  said ;  *<  this  mystic  diarm. 

No  future  recantatkm  can  disarm ; 

The  right  vindictive  does  the  fates  involve; 

No  team  can  move  it,  no  regreto  dissolve." 

She  ceased.  The  death-bird  gave  a  dismal  cry, 
The  river  moan'd,  the  wild  gsle  whistled  by. 
And  once  again  the  lady  of  the  night 
Behind  a  heavy  cloud  withdrew  her  light 
Trembling  she  view'd  theee  portenti  with  dimay. 
But  gently  Bsteman  kiss'd  her  fears  away : 
Yet  stUl  he  felt  oooceal'd  a  secret  smart, 
SliU  melaneholy  bodmgs  fiU'd  hk  heart. 

When  to  the  dkrtant  land  the  youth  was  sped, 

A  kmely  life  the  moody  maiden  led. 

StiU  wooU  tba  tiace  each  dear,  eadi  vfell4MfWB 

wtlk. 
StiU  by  the  moonlight  to  her  bve  wooU  talk. 
And  feney,  aa  she  paced  among  the  trees^ 
She  heard  Ua  whiqwia  in  the  dying  bttisiw 
Hum  two  ymn  gUded  on  in  silent  grief; 
The  third  her  boaom  own'd  the  kind  relief: 
Absence  hadeool'd  herlove,r— the  impoverish*d  flame 
Was  dwindling  flMt,  when,  k>!  the  tempter  came; 
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He  ofler*d  wealth,  and  all  the  joya  of  life. 
And  the  weak  maid  became  another's  wife ! 
Sx  guilty  months  had  mark*d  the  false  one's  crime, 
When  Bateman  hail'd  once  more  his  native  clime. 
Sore  of  her  constancy,  elate  he  came, 
The  lovely  partner  of  his  soul  to  claim : 
light  was  1^  heart,  as  op  the  well-known  way 
Be  bent  his  steps— nuid  all  his  thoughts  were  gay. 
Oh !  who  can  paint  his  agonizing  throes, 
When  on  his  ear  the  fatal  news  arose ! 
Chill'd  with  amaxement,— senseless  with  the  blow. 
He  stood  a  marble  monument  of  woe ; 
Till,  call'd  to  all  the  horrors  of  despair, 
He  smote  his  brow,  and  tore  his  horrent  hair ; 
Then  nish*d  impetuous  from  the  dreadful  spot. 
And  sooght  those  scenes  (by  memory  ne'er  forgot), 
Those  scenes,  the  witness  of  their  growing  flame, 
And  now  like  witnesses  of  Margaret's  shame. 
*T  was  nij^t — he  sought  the  river's  lonely  shore. 
And  traced  again  their  fbnner  wanderings  o'er. 
Now  on  the  bank  in  silent  grief  he  stood, 
And  gaied  intently  on  the  stealing  flood. 
Death  in  his  mien  and  madness  in  his  eye, 
He  watch'd  the  waters  as  they  murmur'd  by ; 
Bade  the  base  murderess  triumph  o'er  his  grave- 
Prepared  to  plunge  into  the  whelming  wave. 
Yet  still  he  stood  iiresoluteiy  bent, 
Religion  sternly  stay'd  his  rash  intent 
He  knelt— Cool  play'd  upon  his  cheek  the  wind. 
And  fann'd  the  fever  of  his  maddening  mind. 
The  willows  waved,  the  stream  it  sweetly  swept, 
The  paly  moonbeam  on  its  surfece  slept, 
And  all  was  peaces — he  felt  the  general  calm 
O'er  his  rack'd  bosom  shed  a  genial  babn : 
When  casting  far  behind  his  streaming  eye, 
He  saw  the  Grove, — in  fancy  saw  htr  lie, 
Hu  Margaret,  lull'd  in  Germain's  *  arms  to  rest. 
And  all  the  demon  rose  within  his  breast 
Convulsive  now,  he  clench'd  his  trembling  hand. 
Cast  his  dark  eye  once  more  upon  the  land. 
Then,  at  one  spring,  he  spum'd  the  ]Hielding  bank. 
And  in  the  calm  deceitful  current  sank. 

Sad,  on  the  solitude  of  night,  the  sound. 

As  in  the  stream  he  plunged,  was  heard  around : 

Then  all  was  still — the  wave  was  rough  no  more. 

The  river  swept  as  sweetly  as  before ; 

The  willows  waved,  the  moonbeams  shone  serene, 

And  peace  returning  brooded  o'er  the  scene. 

Now,  see  upon  the  perjured  fair  one  hang 
Remorse's  glooms  and  never-ceasing  pang. 
Full  well  she  knew,  repentant  now  too  late. 
She  soon  must  bow  beneath  the  stroke  of  fate. 
But,  fer  the  babe  she  bore  beneath  her  breast 
The  oflfended  God  prolong'd  her  life  unblest 
But  fest  the  fleeting  moments  roU'd  away, 
And  near,  and  nearer,  drew  the  dreaded  day ; 
lliat  day,  feredoom'd  to  give  her  child  the  Ught 
And  hurl  its  mother  to  the  shades  of  night 
The  hour  arrived,  and  fifom  the  wretchwl  wife 
The  guiltless  bat^  struggled  into  life. — 
As  night  drew  on,  around  her  bed,  a  band 
Of  friends  and  kindred  kindly  took  their  stand ; 

1  Gsrmaio  m  the  traditioDtry  imim  of  Ywi  YiuAmdA. 


In  holy  pnyer  they  pass'd  the  creeping  time^ 

Intent  to  expiate  her  awful  crime. 

Their  prayers  were  fruitless. — ^As  the  midni^ 

A  heavy  sleep  oppreas'd  each  weary  frame. 

In  vain  they  strove  against  the  o'erwfaelmiiY  kri, 

ScMne  power  unseen  thdr  drowsy  lids  heslnslg 

They  slept  till  in  the  blushing  eastern  aky 

The  blooming  Morning  oped  her  dewy  eye; 

Then  waking  wide  they  sought  the  ravisfa'd  bed, 

But  lo !  the  hapless  Margaret  was  fled ; 

And  never  nune  the  weeping  train  were  doou'd 

To  view  the  false  one,  in  the  deeps  entomb'd. 

The  neighboring  rustics  told,  that  in  the  night 
They  heard  such  screams  as  fnne  them  with  aflnglit,' 
And  many  an  infitnt  at  its  mother's  breast 
Started,  dismay'd,  fix»m  its  unthinking  rest 
And  even  now,  upon  the  heath  Ibri^n, 
They  show  the  path  down  which  the  &ir  w«  booa 
By  Uie  fell  demons,  to  the  3rawning  wave. 
Her  own,  and  murder'd  lover's,  mutual  gnfa. 

Such  is  the  tale,  so  sad,  to  memory  dear. 
Which  oft  in  youth  has  charm*d  my  liUfining  esr: 
That  tale,  which  bade  me  find  redoubled  snwto 
In  the  drear  silence  gf  theae  daA  letreali; 
And  even  now,  with  melancfaoly  power. 
Adds  a  new  pleasure  to  the  koely  boor. 
'Mid  all  the  charms  by  magic  Nature  given 
To  this  wild  spot  this  sublunary  heaven. 
With  double  joy  enthusiast  Ftocy  leaai 
On  the  attendant  legend  of  the  acenea 
This  sheds  a  feiry  lustre  on  the  flooda, 
And  breathes  a  mellower  gloom  upon  die  mmk\ 
This,  as  the  distant  cataract  swells  around. 
Gives  a  romantic  cadence  to  the  aound ; 
This,  and  the  deep'ning  glen,  the  alley  gieeD, 
The  silver  stream,  with  sedgy  tufis  between. 
The  massy  rock,  the  wood-enoompeas'd  leas, 
The  broom-clad  islands,  and  the  nodding  treet 
The  lengthening  vista,  and  the  pceaent  gkmw 
The  verdant  pathway  breathing  waste  perfiuae ; 
These  are  thy  charms :  the  joys  which  thes 
Bind  thee,  blest  CUflon !  close  around  my  heart 

Dear  Native  Grove !  where'er  my  deviou  track. 
To  thee  will  Memory  lead  the  wanderer  back. 
Whether  in  Amo's  polish'd  valea  I  stray. 
Or  where  **  Oswego's  swamps  **  obstruct  the  daf ; 
Or  wander  lone,  where,  wildering  and  wide. 
The  tumbling  torrent  laves  St  Gothaid's  side; 
Or  by  old  Tejo  s  classic  morgent  muae. 
Or  stand  entranced  with  Pyrennean  views; 
Still,  still  to  thee,  where'er  my  footstep*  raaia. 
My  heart  shall  point  and  lead  the  wanderer  hafr 

When  Splendor  ofiers,  and  when  fcm^*  indlai^ 
I'll  pause,  and  think  of  all  thy  dear  delighli^ 
Reject  the  boon,  and,  wearied  vnth  the  cfaanfi. 
Renounce  the  wish  which  first  induced  to  range; 
Turn  to  these  scenes,  these  weU-known  aocofli  «■ 

more. 
Trace  once  again  old  Trent's  romantie  shon^ 
And,  tired  with  worlds,  and  all  their  bvy  viqfi» 
Here  waste  the  little  remnant  of  my  days. 
.But  if  the  Fates  should  this  last  vriah  deny, 
\K.vA^<xnci\sA^WL«»Bft€HQigpahace  to  die; 
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lould  it  |deaie  the  world't  rapernal  King, 
ireltering  waves  my  funeral  diige  dull  nng ; 
t  my  oorae  should,  on  some  desert  strand, 
efch'd  beneath  the  SimGom*s  blasting  hand ; 
lough  unwept  I  find  a  stranger  tomb^ 
rite  shall  wander  through  this  fevorite  gloom, 
n  the  wind  that  sweeps  the  leafless  grove, 
n  the  wood-blast  of  the  dark  alcove, 
om  spectre,  on  yon  well-known  grave, 
liz  its  meanings  with  the  desert  wave. 


GONDOLINE. 

A  BALLAD. 

ight  it  was  still,  and  the  moon  it  shone 
erenely  on  the  sea, 

le  waves  at  the  foot  of  the  rifted  rock 
hey  murmur'd  pleasantly, 

Gondoline  roam'd  along  the  shore, 
maiden  full  fair  to  the  sight ; 
h  love  had  made  bleak  the  rose  on  her  cheek, 
nd  tum'd  it  to  deadly  white. 

oughts  they  were  drear,  and  the  silent  tear 
fill'd  her  fiunt  blue  eye, 
she  heard,  in  Fancy's  ear, 
[er  Bertrand*s  dying  sigh. 

srtrand  was  the  bravest  youth 
f  all  our  good  King's  men, 
B  was  gone  to  the  Holy  Land 
'o  fight  the  Saracen. 

tany  a  month  had  pess'd  away, 
nd  many  a  rolling  year, 
thing  the  maid  fiom  Palestine 
ould  of  her  lover  hear. 

\  she  vainly  tried  to  pierce 
he  Ocean's  misty  &ce ; 
t  she  thought  her  lover's  barii 
be  on  the  wave  could  trace. 

rery  night  she  placed  a  light 
I  the  high  rock's  lonely  tower, 
de  her  lover  to  the  luid, 
liould  the  murky  tempest  lower. 


w  despair  had  seised  her 
jid  sunken  in  her  eye : 
tell  me  but  if  Bertrand  live, 
nd  I  in  peace  will  die." 

ander'd  o'er  the  lonely  shore, 

"he  Curlew  scream'd  above, 

Mud  the  scream  with  a  sidiening  heart 

[udi  boding  of  her  love. 

U  she  kept  her  londy  way, 
Jid  this  was  all  her  cry, 
tell  me  but  if  Bertrand  live» 
Jid  I  in  peace  shall  die." 

i>w  she  came  to  a  horrible  rift, 
il  in  the  rock's  hard  side, 
ik  and  blasted  oak  o'erspraad 
lie  cavern  ymwniiig  wide. 
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And  pendent  finom  its  dismal  top 
The  deadly  nightshade  hung ; 

The  hemlock  and  the  aconite 

Across  the  mouth  were  flung. 

And  all  within  was  dark  and  drear. 

And  all  without  was  calm ; 
Yet  Gondoline  enter'd,  her  soul  upheld 

By  some  deep>working  charm. 

And  as  she  enter'd  the  cavern  wide, 
The  moonbeam  gleamed  pale. 

And  she  saw  a  snake  on  the  craggy  rock. 
It  clung  by  its  slimy  taiL 

Her  foot  it  slipp'd,  and  she  stood  aghast. 

She  trod  on  a  bloated  toad ; 
Yet,  still  upheld  by  the  secret  charm. 

She  kept  upon  her  road. 

And  now  upon  her  froaen  ear 

Mysterious  sounds  arose ; 
So,  on  the  mountain's  piny  top. 

The  blustering  north  wind  blows. 

llien  furious  peals  of  laughter  loud 

Were  heard  with  thundering  sound, 

Till  they  died  away  in  soft  decay, 
Low  whispering  o'er  the  ground. 

Yet  still  the  maiden  onward  went. 

The  charm  yet  onward  led. 
Though  each  big  glaring  ball  of  sight 

Seem'd  bursting  from  her  head. 

But  now  a  pale  blue  light  she  saw, 

It  fiom  a  distance  came, 
Sie  fbUow'd,  till  upon  her  sight, 

Burst  full  a  flood  of  flame. 

She  stood  appall'd ;  yet  still  the  charm 

Upheld  her  sinking  soul ; 
Yet  each  bent  knee  the  other  smote. 

And  each  wild  eye  did  rolL 

And  such  a  sight  as  she  saw  there. 

No  mortal  saw  before. 
And  such  a  sif^t  as  she  saw  there. 

No  mortal  shall  see  more. 

A  burning  caldron  stood  in  the  midst. 
The  flame  was  fierce  and  high. 

And  all  the  cave  so  wide  and  long 
Was  plainly  seen  thereby. 

And  roond  about  die  caldron  stout 
Twelve  wither'd  witches  stood : 

Their  waists  were  bound  with  living  snakes^ 
And  their  hair  was  stiflT  with  Mood. 

Tlieir  hands  were  goty  too;  and  red 
And  fiercely  flamed  their  eyes: 

And  they  wue  mattering  indistinct 
Their  hellish  DiysterieB. 

And  suddenly  they  join'd  their  hands. 

And  utter'd  a  joyous  cry, 
And  round  about  &0  caldroo  Hom 

Tliey  daaoed  ii|jhlMKA|. 


«X 


iORKE  WUrrETS  POETICAL  WORKR 


And  DOW  they  ttopt;  and  cadi  prapticd 
To  tell  what  ibe  bad  done, 

Suioe  lait  tbe  Lady  of  the  night 
Her  waning  oourae  had  run. 

Behind  a  rode  alood  Gaodoline, 
Thick  weeds  her  ftoe  did  veU, 

And  the  leaned  fearful  forwarder. 
To  hear  the  dreadfid  tale. 


Thefirrtaroae:  flheaiddie'd 

Rare  sport  ainoe  the  bliDd  cat  mew'd, 
She*d  been  to  sea  in  a  leaky  neve. 

And  a  jovial  ttonn  had  bcew'd. 


She  caird  aromd  the  winged  winde. 
And  raised  a  devilish  root; 

And  she  Uiigh'd  so  kmd,  the  peak  were 
Full  fifteen  leagues  about 


Hoard 


there  was  a  little  baik 
Upon  the  roaring  wave. 
And  there  was  a  woman  there  who'd 
To  see  her  husband's  grave. 

And  she  had  got  a  child  in  her  arms, 

It  was  her  only  child. 
And  oft  its  little  in&nt  pranks 

Her  hea\'y  heart  beguiled. 

And  there  was  too,  in  that  same  bark. 

A  fiither  and  his  son ; 
The  lad  was  sickly,  and  the  sire 

Was  old  and  woe-begonfr 


And  when  the  tempest  waxed  strong. 
And  the  baik  could  no  more  it  'bide. 

She  said  it  was  jovial  fun  lo  hear 
How  the  poor  devils  cried. 

The  mother  clasp'd  her  orphan  child 

Unio  her  breast,  and  wept ; 
And,  sweetly  folded  in  her  arms. 

The  careless  baby  slept 

And  she  told  how,  in  the  shape  o'  the  wind. 

As  manfully  it  roor'd. 
She  twisted  her  hand  in  the  in&nt's  hair 

And  threw  it  overboard. 

And  to  have  seen  the  mother's  pangs 
*T  was  a  glorious  sight  to  see ; 

The  crew  could  scarcely  hold  her  down 
From  jumping  in  the 


The  hag  held  a  lock  o€  the  hair  in  her  hand. 

And  it  was  soft  and  foir: 
It  must  have  been  a  lovely  child. 

To  hava  had  soch  lovely  hair. 

And  she  said,  the  fother  in  his  arms 

He  held  his  sickly  son. 
And  his  dying  throes,  they  fast  arose. 

His  pains  were  nearly  done. 

And  she  throttled  the  youth  with  her  sinewy 
And  his  foce  grew  deadly  bine: 

And  his  lather  he  tors  hia  thin  grey  hair. 
And  k»ed  the  Uvid  hna. 


And  then  At  told,  how  dw  bond 
In  the  bark,  and  it  fll'd 

And  *t  was  rare  to  hear,  how 

And  aoaaa  did  vow  and  pny. 

The  man  and  wobbbd  diej 

The  saikts  thi 
But  die  biUowB  diat  beat 

And  die  winda 


strtmgtli  £d  vgai 


She  direw  die  fadkntls 
The  red  Heme 

And  roond  abom  the 
They  danced  tight 


indie 
hi|^ 


The  second  begun; 

The  task  that  Queen  Heoato  had 
And  that  die  devil,  the  bther  of  evil. 

Had  never  aceoanpUsh'd  a  belter. 


She  said,  there  was  an  aged 

And  she  had  a  daughter  fiur. 

Whose  evil  habits  fiU'd  her  heart 
With  misery  and 


The  daughter  had  a  paramoiir, 

A  wicked  man  was  he. 
And  oft  the  woman  him  ^gMw^ 

Did  murmur  giievoualy. 

And  the  hag  had  woik'd  tbe  daqghts  op 

To  murder  her  old  mother. 
That  then  she  raighl  seise  on  all  her  goodi. 

And  wanton  with  her  lover. 

And  one  night  as  the  old  vrontaD 

Was  sick  and  ill  in  bed. 
And  pondering  sorely  on  the  life 

Her  wicked  daughter  led. 

She  heard  her  footstep  on  the  floor. 

And  she  raised  her  pallid  head. 
And  she  saw  her  daughter,  widi  a  knifo. 

Approaching  lo  her  bed. 

And  said.  My  child,  I  *m  very  ill, 

I  have  not  long  to  live. 
Now  kiss  my  cheek,  that  ere  I  die 

Thy  sins  I  may  fbigive. 

And  the  murderess  bent  to  kiss  her  check. 

And  she  lifted  the  sharp  bright  knifir. 
And  the  modier  saw  her  full  intent. 

And  hard  she  begg'd  for  life. 

But  prayers  would  nothing  her  avail. 

And  she  scream'd  alood  with  ihar. 
But  the  house  was  kme,  and  the  pieroiv  sen 

Could  reach  no  human  ear. 

And  though  that  she  was  sick  and  ohl. 

She  struggled  hard  and  fon^ht ; 
The  murderess  cut  three  fingefs  Ihrongh 

Ere  she  could  reach  her  throsu. 

And  the  bag  she  held  the  flbigers  up. 

The  skin  was  mangled  aore. 
And  they  all  agreed,  a  nobler  deed 

Was  never  ckine  befoio. 

4^ 
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[ie  threw  die  fingen  in  tbe  fire, 
he  red  flame  flamed  high, 
)uiid  aboat  the  cakiran  stoot 
hey  danced  right  meirily. 

lird  aroae :  She  aaid  ahe'd  been 
^o  Holy  Phleatine ; 
een  more  blood  in  one  abort  day, 
ban  they  bad  all  aeen  in  nine. 

3ondoline,  wilh  ieariiil  atept, 
few  nearer  to  the  flame, 
uch  she  dreaded  now  to  hear 
[er  hapleaa  loTor'a  name. 

ag  related  then  the  aports 
f  that  eventful  day, 
on  the  well-oonteated  field 
nil  fiAeen  thooaond  lay. 

lid  that  ahe  in  human  gore 
.bovo  the  kneea  did  wade, 
liat  no  tongue  could  truly  tell 
lie  tricka  ahe  there  had  play'd. 

waa  a  gallant-featured  youth, 
iTbo  like  a  hero  fought ; 
la'd  a  bracelet  on  hia  wriat, 
jid  every  danger  aougbt. 

a  a  vanal^a  garb  diaguiaed, 
fnto  the  knight  ahe  auea, 
ella  him  ahe  from  Britain  oomea, 
.nd  brings  unwelcome  newa. 

:hree  days  ere  she  had  embark*d, 
[is  love  had  given  her  hand 
1  wealthy  Thane,  and  thought 
[im  dead  in  holy  land. 

0  hnve  seen  how  he  did  writhe 
Vhen  this  her  tale  she  told, 
lid  have  made  a  wizard's  blood 
Within  his  heart  run  cold. 

fierce  he  spurr'd  his  warrior  steed, 
ind  sought  the  battle'a  bed : 
oon,  all  mangled  o'er  with  wounds, 
le  on  the  cold  turf  bled. 

from  hia  smoking  cone  she  tore 
[is  head,  half  clove  in  two< — 
eased,  and  fiom  beneath  her  garb 
lie  bloody  trophy  drew. 

yea  were  starting  from  their  aocka, 
lie  month  it  gfaaeUy  giinn'd, 
here  waa  a  gash  acnaa  die  brow, 
lie  aealp  waa  nearly  akinn'd. 


•  Bdlte  and's  Head  ! ! 
lie  maiden  gave  a  apring, 
rom  her  fioarfid  hiding-plaee 
Uie  ftU  into  die  zing. 

ighta  they  fled — the  caldron  aonk, 
)eep  ikniden  shook  the  doBM^ 
lollow  peals  of  lau^ter  came 
leaonnding  diroui^  dMgknn. 


Inaenaible  the  maiden  lay 

Upon  the  helliah  ground, 
And  atill  myaterioua  aounda  were  heard 

At  intervala  around. 

She  woke— ehe  half  aroaer— and  wild. 

She  caat  a  horrid  glare : 
The  aounda  had  ceaaed,  die  lights  had  fled. 

And  aU  waa  aliUncaa  there. 

And  through  an  awning  in  the  rock. 
The  mooo  it  aweedy  ahone. 

And  ahow'd  a  river  in  the  cave 
Which  diamally  did  moan. 

Hie  atream  waa  black,  it  aounded  deep^ 
Am  it  niah'd  the  rocka  between. 

It  ofler*d  well,  fiir  madueaa  fiied 
The  bteaat  of  Gondoline. 

She  plunged  in,  the  torrent  moan'd 

With  ita  accustom'd  sound. 
And  hoUow  peala  of  laughter  loud 

Again  rebellow'd  round. 

The  maid  waa  aeen  no  more^ — ^But  oft 
Her  ghoat  ia  known  to  glide. 

At  midnight*8  ailent  aolemn  hour. 
Along  the  ocean's  side. 


USES 

WmiTTIN  ON  A  8I7EVKT  OP  TBC  BKAVENa,  Iff  IHB 
MOaiflNO  BBTOES  DAY-BRXAK. 

Tk  many  twinkling  stars,  who  yet  do  bold 

Your  brilliant  plaoaa  in  the  aable  vault 

Of  night'a  donuniona !— Planets,  and  central  ovfai 

Of  other  ayatema ; — big  aa  the  burning  aun 

Which  lighta  thia  nether  globe, — yet  to  our  eye 

Small  aa  the  glow-worm's  lamp! — ^To  yon  I  raise 

My  lowly  oriaona,  while,  all  bewilder'd. 

My  viaion  atroya  o'er  your  etherial  hoata ; 

Too  vaat,  too  boundleaa  tar  our  narrow  mind, 

Warp'd  with  low  prqudicea,  to  unfold. 

And  aagely  comprehend,  thence  higher  aoariAg, 

Through  ye  I  raiae  my  aolemn  thoughia  to  Him, 

The  nighty  Founder  of  diia  wondroua  maze, 

The  great  Creator !  Him !  who  now  aublime, 

Wmpt  in  the  aoUtaiy  amplitude 

Of  boundleaa  apace,  above  the  rolling  aphere 

Site  on  hia  ailent  doeiie,  and  meditolea. 


The  angelie  hoala,  in  dieir  hifisrior  Heaven. 
Hymn  to  the  golden  harpa  hia  praise  aublime. 
Repeating  kmd,  •*The  Lord  oar  God  ia  great!* 
In  varied  hamoneai    ThB  gloriona  aotmds 
Rril  o'er  die  air  aerene^— The  iEolian  spherea, 
Harping  along  dieir  viewleaa  boundariea. 
Catch  die  Aill  note,  and  oy,  "The  Lord  ia  gnat?' 
Reapnmfing  to  die  Seraphinu— O^er  all, 
fVom  orb  to  orfa^  to  die  renoloat  veige 
Of  the  created  world,  die  aoand  n  bone^ 
TOl  the  whole  umvene  la  foil  of  HoL 

Oh!  tie  thb  heavanly  hananqr  which  mom 

In  fimcy  itrikci  nun  nv  liatwini  Mr* 

4iS& 


S4 


KIRKE  WHITER  POETICAL  WOBMB. 


And  Arilb  my  inmost  khiL   It  biib  md 
Oto  ifae  Tain  world,  and  all  ill  hnariing 
And  ^m  a  ihafdowy  glimpie  of  fntnie  bfia. 
Oh !  wbat  m  man,  idin  at  amfaitaoo'a  bdghl. 
What  even  are  kingi,  when  balanced  in  the 
Ortheaeatapendooi  woridi!  Almighty  God* 
Tlioa,  die  dread  Anthor  of  theae 
Sajr,  canat  IVoQ  caat  on  me,  poor  fiaan 
OkM  look  of  kind  benerolenco  I — Thorn 
Far  Thoa  art  lull  of  nniveiaal  lore. 
And  in  thy  bonndlem  goodnem  wilt 
Thy  beama  as  well  to  me  as  to  the  paoiid. 
The  pageant  inaecta  of  a  glittering  boor. 

Oh!  when  reflecting  on  theae  tradia  aoblima. 
How  inagnificant  do  aU  die  joya. 
The  gaodsp  and  honon  of  the  world  appear! 
How  Tain  amfaiiiao! — ^Why  haa  my  wakefid 
Outwatch'd  the  ik>w-paced  nightl — ^Why  on  the 
The  acboolman*8  labor'd  page,  haTe  I  employ'd 
Tlie  hotua  deroted  by  die  world  to  leat. 
And  needful  to  recrait  exhaoeted  nature  T 
ftqr,  can  the  Toice  of  narrow  Fame  repay 
The  loa  o€  health  ?  or  can  the  hope  of  gkxy 
Lend  a  new  throb  unto  my  languid  heart. 
Cool,  cTen  now,  my  fcTernh  adung  brow, 
Relume  the  firea  of  diii  deep-aunken  eye. 
Or  paint  new  colon  on  diii  pallid  che^f 


Say,  foolieh  one— can  that  unbodied  hmt, 
For  which  thou  bartercet  health  and  hapi^mem, 
Say,  can  it  aoothe  the  alumbeia  of  the  gravef 
GiTe  a  new  seat  to  bUaa,  or  chaae  the  panga 
Of  OTerlaating  punirimkent  condign  ? 
Alaa !  how  Tain  are  mortal  man's  deairea ! 
How  fruitleas  hit  punoits !  Eternal  God ! 
Guide  thou  my  footsteps  in  the  way  of  truth. 
And  oh !  assist  me  so  to  liTe  on  earth. 
That  I  may  die  in  peace,  and  claim  a  place 
In  thy  high  dwelling. — All  bat  this  is  folly, 
The  Tain  illusions  of  deceitful  life. 


LINES, 


SUPPOSED  TO  BE  SPOKEN  BY  A  LOVER  AT  THE 
GRAVE  OF  HIS  BflSTRESS. 

0CCA8I0NKD  BY  A  SITUATION  IN  A  EOMANCX. 

Mart,  the  moon  b  sleeping  on  thy  graTe, 

And  on  the  turf  thy  lover  sad  is  kneeling. 

The  big  tear  in  his  eye. — Mary,  awake. 

From  thy  dark  house  arise,  and  bless  his  sight 

On  the  pale  moonbeam  gliding.  Soft,  and  low. 

Pour  on  the  silver  ear  of  night  thy  tale. 

Thy  whisper'd  tale  of  comfort  and  of  love. 

To  soothe  thy  Edward's  lorn,  distracted  soul. 

And  cheer  1^  breaking  heart — Come,  as  thou  didst, 

When  o*er  the  barren  moors  the  night-wind  howl'd. 

And  the  deep  thunders  shook  the  ebon  throne 

Of  the  startled  nighty— Oh !  then,  as  lone  reclining, 

I  listen'd  sadly  to  the  dismal  storm. 

Thou  on  the  lan^jont  lightnings  wild  careering 

Didst  strike  my  moody  eye ;— -dead  pale  thou  wei^ 

Tet  passing  lovely. — ^Thoa  didst  smile  upon  me, 

Ajid,  oh !  thy  voice  it  rose  so  musical. 

Betwixt  the  hollow  pauaea  of  ih»  atoim. 


the 


tmgoHiotKn, 


That  at  the 

And  the  aien  dem  of  Ae  wmmpmi.  cnaoi  c 
Smkoahis  rocking  dwane  to  a^  ivpoM, 
LDck'd  in  die  am  of  mlciioe. 

Spirit  of  her! 
Bfy  only  lore! — O!  now  again  ariao. 

And  lei  oBoe  more  diine  afity  aeeenlB  6U 
Soft  on  my  lisii  iiiii^  ear.  The  night  ia  calm. 
The  gkxany  wiUowa  w%Te  in  ainkin^  cadcnc 
Wididiescreamdrntswaeps  below.  Divinalya' 
Ota  die  still  air,  the  diatant  vsntei&II 
BGng^  ilB  ■eiodyj    and,  hi^  aboiTe, 

The  pcBHTe  cmpnaa  of  &e  aolcmn  ii%ht, 
Fitfid,  emffging  from  the  npid  cknda. 
Shows  her  chaste  hce  in  die  meridian  dy. 
No  wicked  elvea  upon  die  WaHoAkmoU 
Due  now  amemhle  ai  their  niyatic  rer^; 
It  is  a  night,  when  from  their  primraae  bedi^ 
Tim  gentle  i^uBiB  of  iqjnred  innocents 
Are  known  to  riae  and  wander  on  Ihri  husn. 
Or  take  their  stand  fay  the  oppnaaor^a  ooiie^ 
And  atrike  grim  tenor  to  hia  guilty  aooL 
The  apirit  of  my  knre  might  now  mwake^ 
And  hold  iia  coalom'd  cooveiae. 

MBiy,b! 
Tby  Edward  kneeb  upon  thy  Terdant  gnf«» 
And  calls  upon  thy  name^— The  brocaa  ibt  I 
On  hia  wan  cheek  wiU  aoon  aweep  over  lam 
In  solemn  monc,  a  funereal  dii;ge. 
Wild  and  most  sorrowful. — Hia  check  ■  palt: 
The  wonn  that  pby'd  upon  thy  youthfid  Uoo 
It  canker'd  green  on  his'-  Now  kal  he  aindi 
The  ghost  of  what  he  WM,  and  the  cold  dew 
Whidi  batheahis  aching  templea  gires  sna  o 

Of  speedy  dissolution' ^Maxy,  aoon 

Thy  love  wiU  lay  his  pallid  cheek  to  thine, 
And  sweetly  wiU  he  deep  with  thee  in  deaA 


MY  STUDY. 

A  LITTEa  IN  HUDiaftASnC  TKUK 

You  bid  me,  Ned,  describe  the  place 
Where  I,  one  of  the  rhyming  race. 
Pursue  my  studies  coa  oaiore. 
And  wanton  with  the  Muse  in  glory. 

WeU,  figure  to  your  senses  straight. 

Upon  the  house's  topmost  height, 

A  closet,  just  six  feet  by  four. 

With  white-wBsh'd  walls  and  plsarter  flon 

So  nobly  large,  *t  is  scarcely  able 

To  admit  a  single  chair  and  table ; 

And  (lest  the  Muse  should  die  wiUi  oMl 

A  smoky  grate  my  fire  to  hold. 

So  wondrous  small,  *t  would  much  it  pose 

To  melt  the  ice-drop  on  one's  nose ; 

And  yet  so  big.  it  covers  o>r 

Full  half  the  spacious  room  «mi«1  moie. 

A  window  vainly  stufiTd  about. 
To  keep  November's  breesea  out. 
So  crazy,  that  the  panea  proclaim 
That  soon  they  mean  to  leave  the  fiH» 

My  furniture  I  sure  may  crack— 
kVsRkan chair  without  a  Imck ; 
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I  wantmg  jaft  two  legi, 

d  rastain'd  by  wooden  pegs ; 

—of  that  I  am  noC  ibnrent* 

Nrk  of.  Sir,  your  humble  servant, 

iiongh  I  mjX  am  no  such  fbmbler); 

decanter  and  a  tombler, 
rhich  my  niglit>parch'd  throat  I  lave, 
>UB,  with  the  limpid  wave. 
i  of  drawen,  in  antique  wctioDfl, 
w'd  by  me  in  all  directionf ; 
11,  Sir,  that  whoever  views  'em 

nothing  but  a  doll  could  use  'em. 
le,  if  you  will  add  a  store 
ities  upon  the  fkwr, 
of  globes,  electric  balls, 
quadrants,  prisms,  and  cobblers'  mfri», 
owds  of  books,  on  rotten  shelves, 
I,  folios,  quartos,  twelves ; 
,  dear  Ned,  you  curious  dog, 
have  my  earthly  catalogue. 
yt — ^I  neariy  had  left  out 
lows,  destitute  of  snout ; 
I  the  walls,— Ciood  Heavens!  why  there 
ich  a  load  of  precious  ware, 
ds,  and  coins,  and  silver  medals 
gan  works,  and  broken  pedals, 
nras  once  a-building  music, 
1  soon  of  that  employ  I  grew  sick); 
leletons  of  laws  which  ^oot 
t  of  one  primordial  root ; 
ou,  with  such  a  sight,  would  swear 
ion's  self  had  settled  there, 
stands,  just  by  a  broken  sphere, 
to  without  an  ear, 
c,  on  which,  by  logic  good, 
'  for  sure  a  head  once  stood ; 
10  it  was  the  aUe  master 
oulded  in  the  mimic  plaster, 
er  't  was  Pope,  or  CAe,  or  Bum, 
r  yet  could  justly  learn : 
ovring  well,  that  any  head 
e  to  answer  for  the  dead, 
culptors  first  their  foces  frame, 
^r  pitch  upon  a  name, 
ink  it  aught  of  a  misnomer 
isten  Chaucer's  busto  Homer, 
le  they  both  have  beards,  which,  yon  know, 
lark  them  well  from  Joan  and  Juno), 
me  great  man,  I  could  not  tell 
ECK  might  answer  just  as  well, 
ch*d  it  up,  all  in  a  row 
Chatham  and  with  Cicero^ 

all  around,  in  just  degree, 
{e  of  portraits  you  may  see 
B^ty  men,  and  eke  of  women, 
in  no  whit  inferior  to  men. 

these  foir  dames,  and  heroes  round, 
my  garret  classic  ground, 
oogh  confined,  't  will  wril  contain 
leal  flights  of  Madam  Brain, 
ingeon's  walk,  no  cell  confined, 
ramp  the  energies  of  mind ! 
thooi^  my  heart  may  seem  so  shmU 
riendi,  and 't  will  conudn  dieai  aU ; 


And  should  it  e'er  beeome  so  cold 
That  these  it  will  no  k»ger  bold. 
No  mora  may  Heaven  her  bleasinfi  give, 
I  shall  not  then  be  fit  to  live. 


TO  AN  EARLY  PRIMROSE. 

Mild  oApring  of  a  dark  and  sullen  siro ! 
Whose  modest  form,  so  delicately  fine. 

Was  nursed  in  whirling  stoirros, 

And  cndled  in  the  vrinds. 

Thee,  when  young  Spring  first  qnestion'd  Winter's 

■way, 
And  dared  die  sturdy  blusterer  to  the  fight,  * 

Thee  on  diis  bulk  he  threw 

To  mark  his  vicloiy. 

In  this  low  vale  the  promise  of  the  year. 
Serene  thou  openest  to  the  nipping  gale, 

Unnotioed  and  alone. 

Thy  tender  eloganoe. 

So  virtue  Uooms,  brought  forth  amid  the  storms 
Of  chill  advenity :  in  some  lone  walk 

Of  life  she  rean  her  head, 

Ofascora  and  unobserved ; 

While  evtfy  bleaching  breeae  that  on  her  blowa 
Chastens  her  spotless  purity  of  breast. 

And  hardens  her  to  bear 

Serene  die  ills  of  life. 


SONNET. 

TO  TBI  aivn  TSBNT^ — ^WmiTTIN  ON  EIOOVIIT 
FKOM  SICKNXaB. 

Onci  more,  oh  Trent  !  akog  thy  pebbly  marge 

A  pensive  invalid,  reduced  and  pale. 
From  the  ck)se  sick-room  newly  let  at  large. 

Wooes  to  his  wan-worn  cheek  the  pleasant  gale. 
O!  to  his  ear  bow  musical  the  tale 

Which  fills  vridi  joy  the  duosde's  litde  diroat ; 
And  all  die  sounds  which  on  the  fiesh  breeae  saQ' 

How  wildly  novel  on  his  senses  float! 
It  was  on  diis  that,  many  a  sleepless  night. 

As,  kme,  he  watch'd  the  taper's  sickly  gleam. 
And  at  his  casement  heard,  with  wild  aflHght, 

The  owl's  dull  vring  and  melandioly  scream, 
Ob  this  he  thought,  this,  this,  his  sole  desire, 
Thia  onoe  againio  hear  the  warbling  woodland  dwir. 

SONNET. 

Onrs  ne  a  cottage  on  some  Cambrian  wild, 

Wheia,  &r  fifom  cities,  I  may  spend  my  days. 
And,  bf  the  beauties  of  the  scene  begmled. 

May  pity  man's  porsuits,  and  shun  his  waya. 
While  on  die  rock  I  mark  the  browsing  goat, 

IM 10  the  moimtain-kNTent's  distant  noise. 
Or  die  boane  bittern's  sotitary  note, 

I  shaD  not  vnuit  die  world's  delusive  joys ; 
Bat  vridi  my  litde  scrip,  my  book,  my  lyre. 

Shall  think  my  lot  complete,  nor  covet  more ; 
And  when,  with  time,  shall  wane  die  vital  fire, 

m  rain  my  piOow  on  dia  deaart  shora^ 


KIRKE  WUITITS  POETICAL  WCMKKa 


Aadbjrne 
Sbftll  oaJLe 


ifaewiU 
o'er  aqr  korly 


SONNET. 


I 


TO   HATB  BKEX   ADi 

UCKATIC  TO  A  LJbOT. 


Bf  A 


Ladt.  dioa  wcepest  far  fSap  muuac'a  woe. 

And  dioa  an  frir,  and  tfaou,  like  me.  art  jouagz 
Oh !  may  ihy  boaom  never,  never  know 

The  pongi  with  which  my  wretched  heart  ia  wnmg. 
I  had  a  mother  ooce^ — a  brother  loo— 

(Beneath  yn  yew  my  &ther  rei«a  hia  head :) 
»I  had  a  lover  ooce^    and  kind  and  true, 

Bui  mother,  brother,  lover,  all  are  fled ! 
Yet,  whence  the  tear  which  dime  thy  lovdy  eyef 

Oh!  gentle  lady — not  for  me  thin  weep. 
Hie  green  rod  toon  apon  my  bremi  will  lie. 

And  aoA  and  «mnd  will  be  oiy  peaeeful  ileep^ 
Go  thoQ  and  pluck  the  rosea  vrhile  they 

My  hopes  lie  boiied  in  the  alenl  lombi 


SONNET, 
•irppoixn  TO  BE  WBITTK9I  BT  THE  tTNHArpT  rorr, 

DBBMODY,  IN  A  STOBM,  WHILE  ON  BOABD  A  BHir 
IN  HIB  ICAiC8TT*8  BXBTICS. 

Lo !  o'er  the  welkin  the  tempeitooai  dooda 
Socoemive  fly,  and  the  loaid-piping  wind 

Rocki  the  poor  tea-boy  on  the  dripping  ahrondi ; 
While  the  pale  pilot,  o*er  the  helm  reclined, 

Lifts  to  the  changeful  storm,  and  as  he  plies 
His  wakeful  task,  he  oft  bethinks  him  fad. 
Of  wife,  and  little  home,  and  chubby  lad, 

And  the  half-strangled  tear  bedews  his  eyes. 

I,  on  the  deck,  musing  on  themes  ibrlom. 

View  the  drear  tempest,  and  the  yawning  deep. 
Nought  dreading  in  the  green  sea's  caves  to  sleep; 

For  not  for  me  shall  wife  or  children  inoiun. 

And  the  wild  winds  shall  ring  my  funeral  knell, 

Sweetly,  as  solemn  peal  of  pious  passing-beli 


SONNET. 
THE  WIBTTER  TRAVELLER. 

God  help  thee.  Traveller !  on  thy  jonmey  tkr ; 
The  wind  is  bitter  keen, — the  snow  o'erlays 
The  hidden  pits,  and  dangerous  hollow  ways. 
And  darkness  will  involve  thee. — No  kind  star 
To-night  will  guide  ihee.  Traveller. — and  the  war 
Of  winds  and  elements  on  thy  head  will  break. 
And  in  thy  agonizing  ear  the  shriek 
Of  spirits  howling  on  their  stormy  car. 
Will  often  ring  appalling — I  portend 

A  dismal  night — and  on  my  wakeful  bed 
Thoughts,  Traveller,  of  thee,  will  fiU  my  head. 
And  him  who  rides  where  winds  and  waves  contend, 
And  strives,  rude  cradled  on  the  seas,  to  guide 
His  lonely  bark  through  the  tempestuous  tide. 


scuanET. 

BT  CAFEL  LOFPT, 


Tb.  wheae  aspirings  eovnt  the  mnaa  of  hy», 
**  Sevenst  oi  Hioae  oraciv  mIucb  d0OB|P 
DiMinet  and  aeparate,  to  DripUe  oaagT 
Why  shut  the  Somei^  miiiwUtifg  wantf 
And  vniy  tto  name,  boast  oi  PetmcBBO  d^fi^ 

AsRune.  iia  rales dkown'df  wimni ftoo iheteir 
The  nmse  selects,  their  ear  the  dmiB  obsjv 
or  its  foO  harBnny>— they  fear  to  wnog 
The  Somitt  by  adonung  widi  a  naato 

or  that  distiqginh'd  import,  laya,  dnqghnPM^ 
Tet  not  m  magic  teimre  tufM  to 
Of  dmtao  varied  and  peculiar 
O  think !  to  Tindicato  it 
Thoae  it  beaeeam,  whoaa  Lgn 
sways. 


SONNET. 

BKCAWTATOftT,  IN  BBPLT  TO 

KLBBANT  ADHOlVfTf ON. 


Let  the  lobliiner  moae,  who,  wrapt  ii  wi^ 
Rides  on  the  raven  ptwrnons  of  the  stora. 
Or  o*er  the  field,  with  purple  havoc  mm, 
Lashes  her  steeds,  and  sings  along  the  %^ 
Let  her,  whom  more  ferocioaa  atnins  dcfight. 
Disdain  the  plaintive  Sonnet's  litde  fiina. 
And  scorn  to  its  wild  cadence  to  oonlbna 
The  impetuous  tenor  of  her  hardy  flighL 
But  me,  ftr  lowest  of  the  sylvan  train. 

Who  wake  the  wood-nympha  from  the  fimitibde 
With  wildest  song ; — Me,  modi  befaovm  tkf  td 
Of  mingled  melody  to  gmee  my  strain. 
And  give  it  power  to  please,  aa  soft  it  flovs 
Throngh  the  sBKwth  ■mimon  of  thy  iraiiBeBl  dM- 


SONNET. 

ON  BEAEING  THE  BOUNOa  OF  AN  JEOLIAN  EAV. 


i  Tbif  Quatorsain  had  its  riM  ftom  in  eWfAnt  Soonet.  "oo> 
«A«ioosd  bf  sseiof  a  70001  Female  Lum)^;^  ^rnUmXsi  Ui«.' 
LoA;  aad  poUirfied  in  the  Monthly  Mitrai 


So  ravishingly  soft  npon  the  tide 
Of  the  infuriate  gust  it  did  career. 
It  might  have  soothed  its  rugged  dmriolMi; 
And  sunk  him  to  a  sephyr ; — then  it  died. 
Melting  in  melody : — and  I  descried. 

Borne  to  some  wiard  stream,  the  form  appesr 
Of  Druid  sage,  who  on  the  fiu^oflT  enr 
Pour'd  his  lone  song,  to  which  the  soige  repM: 
Or  thought  I  heard  the  haptesa  pilgrim^  kncD. 
Lost  in  some  wild  enchanted  foreat's  boooda 
By  unseen  beings  song;  or  are  thcae  som^ 
Such,  as  't  is  said,  at  night  are  known  to  swdl 
vB-^  «tArtled  shepherd  on  the  lonely  heath. 


POEMS  OF  A  LATER  DATE. 


fn 


SONNET. 

That  art  thou,  Miohtt  0ns !  and  where  thy  natf 
Thou  broodflst  on  the  calm  that  cheen  the  huide. 
And  thou  dott  bear  within  thine  awfiil  handa 

Im  roiling  thnnden  and  the  lightning!  fleet; 

tmn  on  £y  dark-wrought  car  of  dood  and  wind, 
TIkni  guidett  the  northern  ttorm  at  nighf  t  dead 

noon. 
Or  OQ  the  red  wing  of  Ihefieroe  Monnoii, 

UrtaVat  the  aleepiog  giant  of  the  Ind. 

•  the  drear  silence  of  the  polar  span 
Doat  thou  repose  f  or  in  the  solitude 

If  aoltiy  tracts,  where  the  lone  caravan 
Hean  nightly  howl  the  tiger's  hungry  brood  f 

Un  thought !  the  confines  o(  his  throne  to  timoe, 

Ifko  glows  through  all  the  fields  of  boundless  space. 


A  BALLAD. 

Bi  hash*d,  be  hnsh'd,  ye  bitter  winds! 

Te  pelting  rains,  a  little  rest ; 
lie  still,  lie  still,  ye  busy  thoughts. 

That  wring  with  grief  my  aching  breast 

Oh !  cruel  was  my  faithless  knre. 
To  triumph  o'er  an  artless  maid ; 

Oh !  cruel  was  my  faithless  love. 
To  leave  the  breast  by  him  betray'd. 

When  exiled  from  my  native  home. 
He  should  have  wiped  the  bitter  lear{ 

Nor  left  me  &int  and  lone  to  roam, 
A  heart«icli,  weary  wand'rer  here. 

My  child  moans  sadly  in  my  aims, 
Tlie  winds  they  wOl  not  let  it  deep: 

Ah,  little  knows  the  hapless  babe 
What  makes  its  wretched  mother  weep! 


Now  lie  thee  slill,  my  in&nt  dear, 
I  cannot  bear  thy  sobs  to  see. 

Harsh  is  thy  ihther,  little  one. 
And  never  will  he  shelter  thee. 

Oh,  that  I  wen  but  in  my  gmve. 
And  winds  wen  piping  o'er  me  loud. 

And  thou,  my  poor,  my  orphan  babe, 
Wert  nestling  in  thy  mother's  shroud ! 


THE  LULLABY 

OF  A  FKMAUC  CONVICT  TO  HKE  CUIU>,  THE  NWHT 
rEXVIOUS  TO  KXICUTION. 

Sleep,  Baby  mine,'  enkerchieft  on  my  bosom. 
Thy  cries  they  pierce  again  my  bleeding  breast ; 

Sleep,  Baby  mine,  not  long  thou 'It  have  a  mother 
To  lull  thee  fondly  in  her  arms  to  rest 

Baby,  why  dost  thou  keep  this  sad  complaining. 

Long  from  mine  eyes  have  kindly  slumbera  fled ; 
Hush,  huih,  my  babe,  the  night  is  quickly  waning. 

And  I  would  &in  compose  my  aching  head. 

Poor  vrayward  wretch!  and  who  will  heed  thy  weep- 
ing. 

When  soon  an  outcast  on  the  world  thou  It  be  ? 
Who  then  will  soothe  thee,  when  thy  mother's  sleeping 

In  her  low  grave  of  diame  and  in&my  f 

Sleep,  baby  mine— To-morrow  I  most  leave  thee. 
And  I  would  snatch  an  interval  of  rest ; 

Sleep  these  last  moments,  ere  the  laws  bereave  thee, 
For  never  more  thou  It  press  a  mother's  breast 


IBirFUHpOdDSirl 


3Poeiti»  of  «  Uiter  9utt. 


EXTEBIPORAlfEOUS  VER8E& 


MOB  sflar  the  i»«bfies- 
of  **  Clfhm  GfOTv,"  io  Um  prasaooe  oTso  SAQBsinUiioo 
doablad  the  snthor's  ability  to  wiils  posCry. 


rsoo  baae  repiner  at  another's  joy, 

Whooe  eye  turns  green  at  merit  not 
)k,  hi  away  from  generous  Britons  fly. 
And  find  in  meaner  climes  a  fitter  throne. 
Away,  away ;  it  diall  not  be, 
Tbmi  shalt  not  dare  defile  our 
The  tndy  generous  heart 
Tlqr  meaner,  lowlier  fires,  while  he 
hfi  at  anoltiar's  joy,  and  smiles  at  othen*  jollity. 


IWnmphant  nonter!  though  thy  schemes  socoeed; 
laid  in  Acheron,  the  brood  of  night 


Yet  but  a  little  while,  and  nobly  fieed. 
Thy  happy  victim  will  emerge  to  light; 

When  o'er  bm  head  in  silence  that  repoaes. 
Some  kindred  soul  shall  come  to  drop  a  tear; 

Then  will  his  last  oold  piibw  turn  to  roses. 

Which  thou  hadst  planted  with  the  thorn  severe ; 

Then  will  thy  baseness  stand  oonfest,  and  aU 

Will  cuise  the  ungen'rous  fate,  that  bade  a  Poet  fall. 

•        •        •        •        • 

Yet  ah !  thy  arrows  are  foo  keen,  too  sure :  , 

Couldst  thou  not  pitch  upon  another  prey  I 
Alas!  in  robbing  him  thou  robb^st  the  poor. 

Who  only  boMt  what  thou  wouMst  take  away. 
See  the  lorn  Bard  at  midnightetudy  sittiqg. 

O'er  his  pale  features  streann  hit  djring  lamp; 
While  o'er  fond  Fancy's  pale  per^MCtive  flitting, 

SucoesHve  forms  their  fleet  ideas  stamps 
Yet  say,  is  blim  upon  his  brow  imprest? 

Does  jocund  Health  in  thought's  still  manion  live? 
Lo,  the  cold  dews  that  on  his  temples  rest 

That  short  quick  aigh — their  sad  ret^onsm^  ^%. 
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Andcawt  iboa  raba  Poetof  hkHngt 
SoAtch  from  the  bud  hit  trivial  need  of  pniiel 

SknaU  are  hit  gaim,  nor  doea  he  hold  them  long: 
Then  leave,  oh,  leave  hhn  to  ei^  hii  laye 

While  yet  he  lives— for,  to  hit  meriti  jivt. 
Tboagh  futme  agee  join,  hit  fiune  to  laiM, 

Will  the  loud  trump  awake  hit  cold  unheeding  duitt 

•  •  • 


ADDE 


TO  FQEST. 

TO  CAPBI.  LOWWT,  VtO^ 


.  10, 1805. 


Yb,  mj  itray  atept  have  wander'd,  wandered  &r 

FhNB  thee,  and  king,  hearteooching  Poeey  I 

And  many  a  flower,  whidi  in  the  paming  time 

My  heart  hath  regitter'd,  nipp'd  by  the  chill 

Of  undeterved  neglect,  hath  ihronk  and  died. 

Hearteooihing  Pbety ! — though  thou  hast  ceaaed 

To  hover  o'er  the  many-voiced  itringt 

Of  my  long  nlent  lyre,  yet  thou  canst  still 

Call  the  warm  tear  from  its  thriceJiaUow'd  cell. 

And  with  recalled  images  of  Uiss 

Wann  my  reluctant  heart — ^Yes,  I  would  throw. 

Once  more  would  throw,  a  quick  and  hurried  hand 

0*er  the  responding  chords. — ^It  hath  not  ceased : 

It  cannot,  will  not  cease ;  the  heavenly  warmth 

PIa>'s  round  my  heart,  and  mantles  o'er  my  cheek ; 

SliU,  though  unbidden,  phiys. — ^I'air  Pbesy! 

Hie  summer  and  the  spring,  the  wind  and  rain. 

Sunshine  and  storm,  with  \-arious  interchange. 

Have  mark'd  full  many  a  day,  and  week,  and  month, 

Since  by  dark  wood,  or  hamlet  fiu*  retired. 

Spell-struck,  with  thee  I  loiter'd. — Sorceresi! 

I  cannot  burst  thy  bonds ! — It  is  but  lift 

Thy  blue  eym  to  that  deep-bespangled  \-ault. 

Wreathe  thy  enchanted  tresnos  rrmiid  thine  arm. 

And  mutter  some  obscure  and  charmed  rhyme. 

And  I  could  follow  thee,  on  thy  night's  work. 

Up  to  the  regions  of  thrice-chasten'd  fire, 

Or  in  the  caverns  of  the  ocean-flood, 

Thrid  the  light  maxes  of  thy  volant  foot 

Yet  other  duties  call  me,  and  mine  ear 

Must  turn  away  from  the  high  minstrelsy 

Of  thy  soul-trancing  harp,  unwillingly 

Must  turn  away ;  there  are  severer  strains 

(And  surely  they  are  sweet  as  ever  smote 

The  ear  of  spirit,  from  this  mortal  coil 

Released  and  disembodied),  there  are  strains. 

Forbid  to  all,  save  those  whom  solemn  thought. 

Through  the  probation  of  revolving  years. 

And  mighty  convene  with  the  spirit  of  truth, 

Have  purged  and  purified. — ^To  these  my  soul 

Aspirelh ;  and  to  this  suUimer  end 

I  ginl  myself,  and  climb  the  tcnlsome  steep 

Wiih  patient  ex|)ectation. — Yea,  sometimes 

Foretaste  of  bliss  rewards  mo ;  and  sometimes 

Spirits  unseen  upon  my  footsteps  wait. 

And  minister  strange  music,  which  doth  seem 

Now  near,  now  distant,  now  on  high,  now  low. 

Then  swelling  from  all  sides,  with  bliw  complete 

And  liill  fruition  filling  all  the  soul. 

Surely  such  ministry,  though  rare,  may  soothe 

The  steep  ascent,  and  cheat  the  hissitude 

Of  toil ;  and  but  iluit  ray  fond  heart 

Raverti  to  day-dreams  of  the  summer  gone ; 


When  by  dear  kmtaoBL,  or  anboisw^d  tail 
I  lay  a  Usikas  nraacr,  prising,  frr 
Above  aU  other  lora.  Use  poec'a  thoBe; 
Bat  fiw  toch  leooUactioiia,  1  ooold  bnea 
My  ttahbom  spirit  lor  th«  aidi 
Of  acienoa  onwgietting;  oje 
PhiloK^y  tqjoo  her  ileeptl 
And  with  boid  step,  and  reaolal« 
Pursue  Imt  to  &e  imseMiBut  raeoi 
Where  thranad  in  ligla  die  aiii,  d»  I 


ODE 
AJXDKEBBBD  TO  H.  FUBELI, 
Ob 


Mmbtt  magictan !  who  on  TVnao*s  ho*. 
When  sullen  tempeats  wrap  the  thioni  d 
Art  WQOt  to  ait,  and  <mtch  the  gleaai  of  k 

That  shoots  athwart  the  gknoi  opaqoe  bebs 

And  listen  to  the  distant  death^iridE  ka« 
From  lonely  mariner  foondaring  ia  ikti 
Which  liaea  alowly  up  the  rocky  stccpi 

While  die  weiid  aiaters  weave  the  hooid  m 
Or  wheo  along  the  liquid  akj 
Serenely  chaunt  the  orfaa  on  high. 
Dost  love  to  ait  in  mnaing  traaceb 
And  mark  the  northern  aietear's  daea. 
(While  fiu*  below  the  fitfiil  oar 
Flings  its  ftint  pauaee  on  the  itfefiy  ika 
And  list  the  music  of  the  breeae. 
That  sweepe  by  fito  the  bending  ssv; 
And  often  bean  with  andden  swdl 
The  shipwreck'd  aailor'a  fiineral  kaeL 
By  the  spirits  sung,  who  keep 
Their  ni^t^watch  on  the  treachnoss  da 
And  guide  the  wakeful  helnsHsan's  wf* 
To  Helice  in  northern  aky  : 
And  diere,  upon  the  rock  inclinsd 
With  mighty  viaioos  fill*st  the  nud. 
Such  as  bound  in  magic  spell 
Him '  who  graap'd  the  gatea  of  HeO. 
And,  bursting  Pluto's  dark  domain. 
HeU  to  the  day  the  terrors  of 


Genius  of  Horror  and  romantic  awe ! 
Whose  eye  explores  the  aecreto  of  the  di 
Whose  power  can  bid  the  rebel  flukh  en 

Can  force  the  inmost  soul  to  own  ill  law : 
Who  shall  now,  suldiroest  spirit. 
Who  shall  now  thy  wand  iiiherit. 
From  him*  thy  darling  child  who  bed 
Thy  shuddering  images  expnest  f 
Sullen  of  soul,  and  stem  and  proud. 
His  gloomy  spirit  spum'd  the  cn^wd. 
And  now  he  lays  his  aching  head 

In  the  dark  mansion  of  the  silent  dead 

Mighty  magician !  long  thy  wand  baa  lam 
Buried  beneath  the  untathomable  deep: 
And  oh!  for  ever  muat  its  efibru  sleep f 

May  none  the  mystic  sceptre  e'er  regain  V 
Oh  yes,  'tis  his! — thy  other  aon ; 
He  throws  the  dark-wrought  tunic  on. 
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POEMS  OF  A  LATER  DATE. 


Fu«Mlixi  waves  thy  wandr— ■gain  they  rite. 
Again  thy ' wUdering  forma  lalute  onr  ravldi'd  eyea ; 

BBm  didat  thoo  cradle  oo  the  diaty  ateep 
Where  round  his  head  the  Tolley'd  lightninga  flung, 
And  the  loud  winds  that  round  his  pillow  rang, 

RToo'd  the  stem  infant  to  the  aima  of  sleeps 
Or  on  the  highest  top  of  Teneriffe 

Seated  the  fearless  boy,  and  bade  him  look 
Where  fiur  below  the  weather-beaten  skiff 

On  the  gttlPbottom  of  the  ocean  strook. 

nioa  mark'dst  him  drink  with  ruthlaas  ear 
The  death-sob,  and,  disdaining  rest, 

Hioo  saw'st  how  danger  fired  his  breast. 

Iknd  in  his  young  hand  couched  the  Tiswoafy  spear. 
Then,  Superstition,  at  thy  call. 
She  bore  the  boy  to  Odin's  Hall, 
And  set  before  his  awe^trock  sight. 
The  savage  feast,  and  spectred  fight ; 
And  summon'd  firom  his  mountain-tomb 
The  ghastly  warrior  son  of  gloom, 
His  fiU>led  Runic  rhjrmes  to  sing. 
While  fierce  Hresvelger  flapp'd  his  wing ; 
Thou  show'dst  the  traina  the  shepherd  sees. 
Laid  on  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Which  on  the  mists  of  evening  gleam 
Or  crowd  the  foaming  desert  stream ; 
Lastly  her  storied  hand  she  waves. 
And  lays  him  in  Florentian  cavea ; 
Inhere  milder  fobles,  lovelier  themes. 
Enwrap  his  soul  in  heavenly  dreams, 
There  Pity's  lute  arrests  his  ear. 
And  draws  the  halfreluctant  tear; 
And  now  at  noon  of  night  he  rovea 
Along  the  embowering  moonlight  groves. 
And  as  from  many  a  cavem'd  dell 
Tbit  hoUow  wind  is  heard  to  swell. 
He  thinks  some  troubled  spirit  sighs ; 
And  as  upon  the  turf  he  lies. 
Where  sleeps  the  silent  beam  of  night. 
He  seat  below  the  gliding  sprite. 
And  heaiB  in  Fancy's  organs  aound 
A&rial  music  warbling  round. 

Tsste  lastly  comes  and  smoothes  dia  whole. 
And  breathes  her  polish  o'er  his  soul ; 
Glowing  with  wild,  yet  chasten'd  heat. 
The  wondrous  work  is  now  oom|dete. 
Tlie  Poet  dreams : — ^The  shadow  fliea. 
And  fiunting  fast  its  image  diea. 
But,  lo!  the  Painter's  magic  force 
Arrests  the  phantom's  fleeting  course ; 
It  lives— it  Uvea— the  canvas  glows. 
And  tenfold  vigor  o'er  it  flows. 

%B  Bard  beholds  the  work  achieved. 
And  as  he  sees  the  shadow  rise. 
Sublime  before  his  wandering  eyes, 

teta  at  the  image  hia  own  mind  ooooeived. 


ODE 
J>DREBBED  TO  THE  EA&L  OF  CARLISLE,  K.  O. 

L 

■nrnsD^  remote  from  human  noise, 

An  humble  Pbet  dwelt  serene; 
ii  lot  was  towly,  yet  his  joys 

W6i0  iBsnifold,  I  ween. 


He  lakl  him  by  the  brawling  biook 
At  eventide  to  ruminate. 
He  watch'd  the  swallow  •^twiminy  noiid* 
And  mused,  in  reverie  profound, 
Oa  wajrward  man's  unhappy  state, 
And  pondered  mudi,  and  paused  oo  daeda  of  anoient 
date. 

U.  L 
"  Oh,  't  was  not  always  thus,"  he  cried ; 

**  There  was  a  time,  when  Genius  daim'd 
Reapect  from  even  towering  Pride, 

Nor  hung  her  head  ashamed : 
But  now  to  Wealth  alone  we  bow ; 

The  titled  and  the  rich  alone 
Are  honor'd.  while  meek  Merit  pines, 
Dq  Penury's  wretched  couch  reclines. 
Unheeded  in  his  dying  moan. 
As  overwhelm'd  with  want  and  woe,  he  sinks  un- 
known. 

HLL 

**  Yet  was  the  Muse  not  alwaya  seen 
In  Poverty's  dejected  mien. 
Not  always  did  repining  rae, 
And  misery  her  steps  pursue. 
Time  waa,  when  nobles  thmight  their  titha  grneed 
By  the  sweet  honors  of  poetic  bays. 
When  Sidney  sung  his  melting  song. 
When  Sheflield  join*d  the  harmonioia  tfarang. 
And  Lyttleton  attuned  to  love  hia  lays. 

Tliose  days  are  gone— «las,  for  ever  gone! 

No  more  our  nobles  love  to  grace 
Their  brows  with  anadems,  by  genius  won. 
But  arrogantly  deem  the  Muse  as  base ; 
How  diflbrent  thought  the  sires  of  this  degeiiarate 


race 
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Thus  sang  the  minatrel : — atill  at  eve 

The  upland's  woody  shades  amoQg 
In  broken  measures  did  he  grieve. 

With  solitary  song. 
And  still  his  theme  was  aye  the  aame. 

Neglect  had  stung  him  to  the  core ; 
And  he  with  pensive  joy  did  love 
To  seek  the  still  ooogeiyal  grove. 

And  muse  on  all  Us  sorrows  o'er. 
And  vow  that  he  would  join  the  algnrad  worid  no 

more. 

n.  3. 

But  human  vows,  how  fiail  they  be! 

Fame  brought  Carlisle  into  his  view. 
And  all  aroased,  he  thought  to  see 

The  Augustan  age  anew. 
Fill'd  with  wild  rapture,  up  he  rose. 
No  more  he  ponders  on  the  woes. 
Which  erst  he  felt  that  forward  goes, 

Regrois  he'd  sunk  in  impotence, 
And  hails  the  kleal  day  of  virtuoua  wnmapce. 

m.  9. 

Ah !  silly  man,  yet  smarting  aore. 
With  ills  which  in  the  world  he  bote. 
Again  on  futile  hope  to  real. 
An  unsubstantial  prop  at  beat. 
And  not  to  know  ooa  swalUiw  makaa^ 
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Ah!  mo  he'll  find  tbe  brilliuii  ^^mm, 
Whidi  aHh*d  acnM  the  hemuphere, 
QbuBiBiiig  the  derimea  thne. 

Wet  but  a  an^  ■olitery  been. 
While  aU  uoand  noMm'd  in  *niitwed  oight 

Still  leedeD  Ignotence  reigiie  eanBak 
In  the  lUee  court'*  deluMve  height* 

And  only  one  Carlisle  ■  aeen, 
To  illume  the  heavy  glooa  with  pore  and  Heady 


DESCRIPTION  OF  A  SUMMER'S  EVE. 

Down  the  niltiy  are  of  day 
The  burning  wheeU  haTe  niged  theii 
And  eTe  along  the  weHem  ddei 
Spreads  her  intermingling  dyei. 
Down  the  deep^  the  miry  luie, 
Creaking  nmiee  the  empty  wain, 
And  driver  oo  the  ■haft-hone  nti^ 
Whiitling  now  and  then  by  fits ; 
And  oft,  with  his  aceostom'd  call. 
Urging  on  the  sloggish  Ball 
The  bam  is  still,  the  master's  gone, 
And  thresher  pots  his  jacket  on. 
While  Dick,  opon  the  ladder  tall. 
Nails  the  dead  kite  to  the  wall. 
Here  comes  shepherd  Jack  at  last. 
He  has  penn'd  the  sheep-cote  &8t. 
For  'twas  bat  two  nights  befiire, 
A  lamb  was  eaten  on  the  moor : 
His  empty  wallet  Raver  carries. 
Now  for  Jack,  when  near  home,  tarries. 
With  lolling  tongue  he  runs  to  try 
If  the  horse-trough  be  not  dry. 
The  milk  is  settled  in  the  pans, 
And  supper  messes  in  the  cans ; 
In  the  hovel  carts  are  wheel'd. 
And  both  the  colts  are  drove  a>fiekl ; 
The  horses  are  all  bedded  up, 
And  the  ewe  is  with  the  tup. 
The  snare  for  Mister  Fox  is  set. 
The  leaven  laid,  the  thatching  wet. 
And  Bess  has  slink'd  avray  to  talk 
With  Roger  in  the  hoUy-walk. 


Now,  on  the  settle  all,  but 
Are  set  to  eat  their  supper  mess ; 
And  little  Tom,  and  roguish  Kate, 
Are  swinging  on  the  meadow  gate. 
Now  they  chat  of  various  things^ 
Of  taxes,  ministers,  and  Idngs, 
Or  else  tell  all  the  village  news. 
How  madam  did  the  squire  reftiee ; 
How  parson  on  his  tithes  was  bent. 
And  landlotd  oft  distrain'd  for  rent 
Thus  do  they,  till  in  the  sky 
The  pale-ejred  moon  b  mounted  high. 
And  fiom  the  alehouse  drunken  Ned 
Had  reePd — then  hasten  all  to  bed. 
The  mistress  sees  that  hoy  Kate 
The  happing  coal  on  kitchen  gmte 
Has  laid-— while  master  goes  throughout. 
Sees  shutters  &st.  the  niMtiff  out. 
The  candles  safe,  the  hearths  all  clear. 
Ami  nought  horn  ftii«vct  ov  tie  u>  fear  -. 


Then  both  to  bad 

And  join  thegenaral  ttoopaf 


TO  oontemflahqr. 

Com,  peoBve  aage.  who  lov'ai  to  da 
In  sooeietind  lappnnian  cell* 
Where,  for  fion  nojae  and  noft 
ResidaB  seqnestcr'd  %litiwie. 
Come,  and  o'er  mj  longing  aool 
Throw  tk^  dark  and 
And  open  to  aiy  dataooa  ayaa 
The  volnme  of  thy 


I  wiU  meet  thee  oniba  hill. 
Where,  with  printleaa  fooisiepB.  siill 
The  morning,  in  her  buskin  grry* 
Springs  upon  her  eaatem  way ; 
While  the  frolic  a^ihyra  stir. 
Playing  with  the  goaaamer. 
And,  on  ruder  piniona  bocne. 
Shake  the  dew-dropa  Iran  tha  thota 
There,  as  o'er  the  fields  we 
Brushing  with  hasty  feet  iba 
We  will  startle  ikwa  ber  Dcaft 
The  lively  laik  with  apecUcd 
And  hear  the  floating  elouds 
Her  gale-tiansported  matin  aus^ 
Or  on  the  uplaiad  stile  embowcr'd. 
With  fragrant  hawthorn  siio»7  flewa 
Will  sauntering  sit,  and  listen  siiU 
To  the  herdsman's  oaten  qniU, 
Wafted  from  the  plain  below ; 
Or  the  heifer's  frequent  low ; 
Or  the  milkmaid  in  the  grove. 
Snging  of  one  thai  died  for  love : 
Or  when  the  noontide  heata  oppress 
We  will  seek  the  dark  reccaa. 
Where,  in  the  embower'd  irmaalBriBi 
The  cattle  shun  the  sultry  beam. 
And  o'er  us,  on  the  marge  reclined. 
The  drowsy  fly  her  horn  shall  wind. 
While  Echo,  fiom  her  ancient  oak. 
Shall  answCT  to  the  woodnaa's  stroki 
Or  the  little  peasant's  song. 
Wandering  koe  the  glena  among. 
His  artless  lip  with  berriea  d\*cd. 
And  feet  throng  nffged  shoes  di 


But,  oh !  when  evening's  virgin  qjaeti 
Site  on  her  flinged  throne  aerene. 
And  mingling  whispen,  rising  near. 
Steal  on  the  still  reposing  ear : 
While  distant  brookp  decaying  roual. 
Augment  the  mix'd  dissolving  soond. 
And  the  sephyr,  flitting  by. 
Whispers  mystic  harmony. 
We  will  seek  the  woody  lane. 
By  the  hamlet,  on  the  plaia. 
Where  the  weary  rustic  nigh 
Shall  whistle  his  wild  melody. 
And  the  creaking  wicket  oft 
Shall  echo  from  die  neighboring  croA 
And  as  we  trace  the  green  path  lone. 
With  moss  and  rank  weeds  overgrown 
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We  will  moM  on  penBve  Iovb 
Tai  the  foil  eonl,  brimming  o'er. 
Shell  in  our  uptoin'd  eyei  appeer, 
Embodied  in  a  qurrerinf  tear: 
Or  elae,  aerenely  nleot,  aeC 
By  the  branding  rivolet, 
Which  on  iti  calm  unruffled  breast. 
Bean  the  old  momjr  ardi  impreai'd, 
Tliat  claapa  ita  aecret  atraam  of  glaa 
Half  hid  in  ahruba  and  waving  giaai, 
Tlie  wood-nymph*a  lone  secure  retreat, 
Unpreae'd  by  iawn  or  ayhran't  ftet. 
We'll  watch,  in  eve's  etheiial  braid. 
The  rich  vermilion  slowly  ftde ; 
Or  catch,  &int  twinkling  fiom  n£u. 
The  first  ^impse  of  the  eastern  star. 
Fair  Veaper,  mildest  lamp  of  lig^ 
'niat  heralds  in  imperial  night; 
Meanwhile,  upon  our  wandering  ear, 
Shall  vise,  though  low,  yet  sweedy  dear, 
Tlie  distant  socmds  of  pastoral  Inte^ 
Invokii^  aoft  the  sober  suit 
Of  dimmest  darloiess — fitting  well 
With  love  or  sorrow's  pensive  epeQ 
(So  erst  did  music's  silver  tone 
Wake  slumbering  Chaos  on  his  throne). 
And  haply  then,  with  audden  swell. 
Shall  roar  the  distant  curfew-bell. 
While  in  the  castle's  mooldering  tower 
Tlie  hooting  owl  is  heard  to  pour 
Her  melandioly  song,  and  scare 
Dull  Silence  brooding  in  the  air. 
Meanwhile  her  dusk  and  slumbering  ear 
Black-suited  Night  drives  on  from  fiir. 
And  Cynthia,  'merging  from  her  rear, 
Arresli  the  waiing  darkness  drear. 
And  summons  to  her  silent  call. 
Sweeping  in  their  airy  pall. 
The  unshrived  ghosts  in  feiry  trance. 
To  join  her  moonshine  inarrice4anoe ; 
While  around  the  mystic  ring 
The  shadowy  shapes  elastic  spring. 
Then  with  a  passing  shriek  they  fly, 
Wi«pl  in  mists,  along  the  sky, 
And  oft  are  by  the  shepherd  seen. 
In  his  hme  night-watch  on  the  green. 


Then,  hermit,  let  ua  turn  our  feet 
To  the  kiw  abbey's  still  retreat, 
Embower'd  in  the  distant  glen, 
flar  fiom  the  haunts  of  bu^  men, 
Where,  as  we  sit  upon  the  tomb. 
The  glow-worm's  light  may  gild  the  gkM»» 
And  show  to  Fancy's  saddeet  eye, 
Where  some  lost  hero's  ashes  lie. 
And  oh !  as  through  the  moulderiqg  woh. 
With  ivy  fill'd  and  weeping  larch. 
The  nightgale  whispen  sadly  dear. 
Speaking  drear  thingi  to  Fancy's  ear. 
Well  hold  communion  with  the  shade 
Of  some  deep-wailing  ruin'd  maid— 
Or  eall  the  ghost  of  Spenser  down. 
To  tell  of  woe  and  Fortune's  fiown; 
And  bid  us  cast  the  eye  of  hope 
Beyuod  tins  bad  worU's  narrow  nope. 


Or  if  these  joye,  to  ns  denied. 

To  linger  by  the  fereet's  side ; 

Or  in  the  meadow,  or  the  wood. 

Or  by  the  lone  romantic  OooA ; 

Let  ns  in  die  busy  town. 

When  sleep's  dull  streams  the  people  drown. 

Far  fiom  drowsy  pillows  flee. 

And  turn  the  church's  massy  key ; 

Then,  as  through  the  painted  glass 

The  moon's  feint  beauM  obscurely  pMs; 

And  darkly  on  the  trophied  wall. 

Her  faint  ambiguous  shadows  fell ; 

Let  US,  while  the  feint  winds 

Through  the  long  roluctant 

As  we  pace  with  roverenoe  meet, 

Count  the  echoings  of  our  feet; 

While  fiom  the  tombs,  with  oonfess'd  breath, 

Dbtinct  reeponde  the  voice  of  death. 

If  thou,  mild  sage,  wilt  eondeaccnd 

Thus  on  ray  feoMeps  to  attend, 

To  thee  my  lonely  lamp  shall  bun. 

By  fidlen  Genius'  sainted  um. 

As  o'er  the  scroll  of  Time  I  pore. 

And  sagdy  spell  of  ancient  lore, 

Till  I  can  rightly  guess  of  all 

That  Plato  could  to  memory  call. 

And  scan  the  fomless  views  of  ttrings, 

Or  with  old  Egypt's  fetter'd  kings. 

Arrange  the  mystic  trains  that  shine 

In  nigfaf  s  high  phiksophie  ndne ; 

And  to  thy  name  shall  e'er  bdong 

The  honofs  of  undying  song. 


ODE 

TO  TBI  OKNItTS  OP  EOMAlfCB. 

Oh  !  thou  who,  in  my  early  youth. 
When  fency  wore  the  garb  of  trudi, 
Wert  wont  to  win  my  in&nt  feet. 
To  some  retired,  deepfehlcd  seat. 
Where  by  the  brooklet's  secret  tide. 
The  midnight  ghost  was  known  to  ^ide; 
Or  lay  me  in  some  lonely  glade, 
In  native  Sherwood's  ferest  shade. 
Where  Robin  Hood,  die  outlaw  bold. 
Was  wont  his  sylvan  courts  to  hold ; 
And  there,  as  musing  deep  I  lay, 
Would  steal  my  litde  soul  away. 
And  all  thy  pictures  represent, 
Of  siege  and  sdemn  tournament; 
Or  bear  me  to  the  magic  scene 
Where,  ckd  in  greaves  and  gaberdine. 
The  warrior  knight  of  chivalry 
Blade  many  a  fierce  enchanter  floe^ 
And  bore  die  higfa4»m  dame  away. 
Long  held  die  fell  magician's  prey ; 
Or  oft  wobU  tell  die  shuddering  tale 
Of  murders,  and  of  goblins  pale 
Haimting  the  guilty  baron's  side 
(Whose  floors  widi  secret  blood  were  dyadX 
Which  o'er  die  vaulted  corridor 
On  stormy  nights  were  heard  to  roar. 
By  old  domestic,  waken'd  wide 
By  die  angry  vrinda  diat  chide ; 
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Or  else  the  myitic  tale  iroold  tell 
Of  GraemleeTe,  or  of  Blue-Beeid  felL 


THE  SAVOTARD*S  RETURN. 

Oh  !  yonder  ii  the  well-known  ipot. 

My  deer,  my  loog-lott  native  bame ! 
Oh !  welcome  ii  yon  linle  oot, 

Where  I'lhall  reat,  no  more  to  roam ! 
Oh !  I  have  travell'd  ftr  and  wide, 

O'er  many  a  distant  foreign  land ; 
Each  place,  each  prorince  I  have  tried, 

And  flong  and  danced  my  aanband : 
But  all  their  charms  could  not  prevail 
To  steal  my  heart  from  yonder  vale. 

Of  dbtant  climes  the  false  report 

Allured  me  from  my  native  land ; 
It  bade  roe  rove — my  sole  support 

My  cymbals  and  my  samband. 
The  woody  dell,  the  hanging  rock. 

The  chamois  skipping  o*er  the  heights ; 
The  plain  adom'd  with  many  a  flock. 

And,  oh !  a  thousand  more  deUghls, 
That  graced  yon  dear  beloved  retreat. 
Have  backward  won  my  weary  feet 

Now  safe  retom'd,  with  wandering  tired, 

No  more  my  litde  home  I'll  leave ; 
And  many  a  tale  of  what  I  've  seen 

Shall  while  away  the  winter's  eve. 
Oh!  I  have  wander'd  &r  and  wide. 

O'er  many  a  distant  foreign  land ; 
Each  place,  each  province  I  have  tried. 

And  sung  and  danced  my  saraband ; 
But  all  their  charms  could  not  pre\-ail, 
To  steal  my  heart  from  yonder  vale. 


Press  ihoD  the  knely  pillow  of  lua  head. 
And  aak  why  sleep  hia  languid  cyea  had  M : 
Mark  his  dew'd  icmplAS.  and  hia  haU:ehd  sjml 
His  trembling  nostrib,  and  hia  daepdiawi  i^ 
His  muttering  month  oootoetod  widi 
And  ask  if  Genius  oould  inhahit  then. 

Oh,  yes!  that  sunken  tym  with  fire  onee 
And  raya  of  light  fiom  its  full  ciidec 
But  now  N^lect  has  stung  him  lo  the 
And  Hope's  wild  rapturea  thrill  hia 
Domestic  angnish  winds  hia  Tisala  roond. 
And  added  Grief  oorapela  him  lo  the 
Lo !  o*er  his  manly  form,  decay'd  and 
The  shades  of  death  with  gndnal  step  saai  m; 
And  the  pale  mother,  pining  to  dec^. 
Weeps  for  her  boy  her  wretched  life  awsy. 

Go,  child  of  fortune !  to  his  eaily  giave. 
Where  o'er  his  head  obacure  the  rank  wceA  ssit 
Behold  the  hearuwrong  parent  lay  her  bead 
On  the  ooM  turf,  and  aak  id  share  his  bed 
Go,  child  of  Fortune,  take  thy  Icaaon  there. 
And  tell  us  then  that  life  ia  womdroiu/mr! 

Yet,  Loffk,  in  thee,  whooe  hand  ia  sdll  saei^'JM 
Tencourage  genius,  and  to  foster  wonh; 
On  thee,  the  unhappy's  firm,  imfeding  fiifai 
T  is  just  that  every  Ueaaing  should  defceod : 
*T  is  just  that  life  to  thee  Aould  only  ebon 
Her  foirer  side,  but  little  mix'd  with  woe. 


LINES, 

Writtea  imprompta.  on  resdinc  the  fonowini;  paaan e  in  Mr. 
Capsl  Lo A't  besutifol  and  inleratanc  Prefbeie  to  Nathaniel 
Rlooai6eld'i  Pomm,  juit  pubUifaod. — "  It  ha«  a  mixture  of 
the  tportiTe,  which  ileepena  the  impreaaon  of  ita  melancholy 
doia.  I  eoold  hare  wiahed,  ai  I  hare  nid  in  a  ihort  note, 
the  concluaon  had  been  otherwise.  The  aouis  of  life  lea 
oflnid  my  taate  than  iti  tweets  deli^  iu** 

Go  to  the  raging  sea,  and  say,  "  Be  still !" 
Bid  the  wild  lawless  winds  obey  thy  will ; 
Preach  to  the  storm,  and  reason  with  despair. 
But  tell  not  misery's  son  that  life  is  fair. 

Thou,  who  in  Henty's  la\ish  lap  hast  roll'd. 
And  every  year  with  new  delight  hast  told. 
Thou,  who  rectunbent  on  the  laoquer'd  barcrr. 
Hast  dropt  down  joy's  gay  stream  of  pleasant  marge, 
IjkoH  may'st  extol  life's  ^m,  imtroubled  sea — 
The  storms  of  misery  never  burst  on  Ikee. 

Go  to  the  mat,  where  squalid  Want  reclines. 
Go  to  the  shade  obscure,  where  Merit  pines; 
Abide  with  him  whom  Penur>''s  charms  control, 
And  bind  the  rising  yearnings  of  his  soul  ; 
Survey  his  sleepless  couch,  and  standing  there. 
Tell  the  poor  pallid  wretch  that  life  is  fair! 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OP  DUTS 

Sao  solitary  Thought!  who  keep'st  ihy  vxz:^ 
Thy  solemn  \igils,  in  the  sick  man's  mine : 
Communing  lonely  with  his  sinking  lou!. 
And  musing  on  the  dubiotis  glooms  that  be 
In  dim  obscurity  before  him.— —thee. 
Wrapt  in  thy  dark  magnificence.  I  caH 
At  this  still  midnight  hour,  thi*  awtuJ  m'sslt.. 
When  on  my  bed  in  wakeful  resUniKMw. 
I  turn  me  wearisome ;  while  all  anHind. 
All,  all,  mve  me,  sink  in  fiirgetfulnetf : 
I  only  wake  to  vratch  the  sickly  taper 
Which  lights  me  to  my  tomb. — Yc»,  'i  it  :iw  bix 
Of  Death  I  feel  press  heavy  on  my  xiiab. 
Slow  sapping  (he  warm  current  of  exif:e&:e- 
My  mnnents  now  are  few — the  aand  oi  IjV 
Ebbs  fasdy  lo  its  finish. — Yet  a  litUc. 
And  the  last  fleeting  particle  will  fid!. 
Silent,  imsecn,  unnoticed,  unlanienied. 
Come  then,  sad  Thought !  and  lei  us  nKCiu:;' 
Wliile  meditate  we  may^ — We  have  ni.iw 
But  a  small  porti<m  of  what  men  call  tirae 
To  hold  communicHi :  fer  even  now  the  knriV 
The  separating  knife,  I  feel  divide 
The  tender  bcmd  that  binds  my  soul  tn  eardi 
Yes.  I  must  die — I  feel  that  I  must  die  : 
And  though  to  me  has  life  been  dark  and  ^rtuir^ 
Though  Hope  for  me  has  snule<i!  but  to  (3ec«:v«. 
And  Dirappointmeni  still  punued  her  blaudisbmf 
Yet  do  I  feel  my  soul  recoil  within  me 
As  I  contemplate  the  dim  gulf  of  death. 
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oddering  Toid,  the  awful  Uank — ^fataritj. 
ad  pUiin'd  fall  many  a  wmyihw  idieiiie 
lily  happinnw     rnmnntic  ■chemM, 
logfat  with  lovelmea ;  and  it  m  hard 
.  ^  hand  of  Death  aneat  one*!  atepa, 
a  chill  Might  o*er  all  one'a  budding  faopea, 
irl  one's  khiI  untimely  to  the  ahadefl, 
the  gaping  gulf  of  blank  oblivion. 
Ban  hence,  and  who  will  hear  of  Hemyf 
tie ;-— another  buiy  brood  of  beinp 
lOot  up  in  the  interim,  and  none 
>ld  him  in  remembrance.    I  ■hall  aink, 
J  a  itranger  in  the  crowded  itreela 
f  London : — Some  abort  hurtle 'a  cauied, 
inquiries,  and  the  crowds  dose  in« 

I  '■  ibrgotten. — On  my  gnwy  grave 
m  of  future  timea  unll  carelew  tread, 
ad  my  name  upon  the  sculptured  atone ; 

II  the  sound,  fiuniliar  to  their  ears, 
my  vanish'd  memory. — I  did  hope 

aer  things ! — I  hoped  I  should  not  leave 
rth  without  a  vestige ; — Fate  deoresa 
be  otherwise,  and  I  submit 
brth,  O  world,  no  more  of  thy  dearea! 
re  of  Hope!  the  wanton  vagrant  Hope! 
e  alL — ^Now  other  cares  engroai  me, 
y  tind  soul,  with  emolative  haste, 
la  in  God,  and  plumes  its  wings  ftr  Heaven. 


PASTORAL  SONG. 

OMK,  Anna !  come,  the  mnming  dawna, 
Faint  streaks  of  radiance  tinge  the  akias : 
me,  let  us  seek  the  dewy  lawns, 
And  watch  the  eariy  lark  arise ; 
While  Nature,  clad  in  vesture  gay, 
Hails  the  k>ved  return  of  day. 

ar  flocka,  that  nip  die  scanty  blade 
Upon  the  moor,  shall  seek  the  vale ; 
nd  then,  secure  beneath  the  shade, 
We'll  listen  to  the  throstle's  tale; 
And  watch  the  silver  clouds  above, 
As  o*er  the  aiure  vault  they  rove. 

ome,  Anna!  come,  and  bring  thy  lule. 
That  with  its  tones,  so  soAly  sweat, 
I  cadence  with  my  mellow  flute. 
We  may  beguile  the  noontide  heat ; 

While  near  the  mellow  bee  shall  join. 

To  raise  a  harmony  divine. 

nd  then  at  eve,  when  silenoe  reigns. 
Except  when  heard  the  beetle's  hum, 
fe  '11  leave  the  sober-tinted  plains, 
To  these  sweet  heights  again  we  11 
And  thou  to  thy  soft  lute  shall  play 
A  solemn  vesper  to  departing  day. 


VERSE& 

IThkn  pride  and  envy,  and  then  soom 
Of  wealth,  my  heart  with  gall  imbued, 
thoi)ght  how  pleasant  were  the  morn 
Of  ailenoe,  in  the  solitude; 
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To  hear  fbo  forest  bee  on  wing. 
Or  by  the  stream,  or  woodland  spring. 
To  lie  and  muse  alone— alone, 
While  the  tinkling  waters  moan, 
Or  such  wild  sounds  arise,  as  say, 
Blan  and  noise  are  &r  away. 

Now,  surely,  thou^t  1,  there 's  enow 

To  fill  liie*b  dosty  way ; 
And  who  will  miss  a  poet's  feet. 

Or  wonder  where  he  stray  t 
So  to  the  woods  and  waste  111  go: 

And  I  will  build  an  osier  bower : 
And  aweetly  there  to  me  shall  dam 

The  meditative  hour. 

And  when  the  Autumn's  withering  hand 
Shall  strew  with  leaves  the  sylvan  land, 
I  '11  to  the  forest  caverns  hie : 
And  in  the  dark  and  stormy  nights, 
1 11  listen  10  fbo  shrieking  sprites. 
Who,  in  the  wintry  wolds  aind  floods. 
Keep  jubilee,  and  shred  the  woods ; 
Or,  as  it  drifted  soft  and  slow. 
Hurl  in  ten  dwiHand  diapee  the  snow. 


EHGRAM 

ON  ROBBKT  BLOOMFIELD. 

Bloomfuld,  thy  happy-omen'd  name 
Insures  continuance  to  thy  ftme ; 
Both  sense  and  truth  this  verdict  give, 
WhUejEeliit  shall  hioom,  thy  name  shall  live! 


ODE  TO  AODNIGHT. 

Season  of  general  rest,  whose  solemn  still 
Strikes  to  the  trembling  heart  a  fearfhl  cUU, 

But  speaks  to  philosophic  souls  delight, 
Tliee  do  I  hail,  as  at  my  caaement  hi^ 
My  candle  waning  melancholy  by, 

1  sit  and  taste  the  holy  calm  of  night. 

Yon  penaive  orb,  that  through  the  ether  sails, 
And  gilds  the  misty  diadows  of  the  vales, 

Huiging  in  thy  duU  rear  her  vestal  flame. 
To  her,  while  all  around  in  sleep  redine, 
Wakeful  I  raise  mf  oriMoa  divine. 

And  sing  the  gentle  honors  of  her  name : 

While  Fancy  lone  o'er  me  her  votary  bends. 
To  lift  my  soul  her  fairy  viskms  sends, 

And  pours  upon  my  ear  her  thrilling  song, 
And  Superstition's  gentle  terrors  come, 
See,  see  yon  dim  ghost  gliding  through  the  gloom ! 

See  round  yoa  church-yard  elm  what  spectres 
throng! 

Meanwhile  I  tune,  to  some  romantic  lay. 
My  flageolet^-and,  as  I  pensive  play, 

The  sweet  notes  echo  o'er  the  mooDtaia 
The  traveller  late  journeying  o*ar  the  moon^ 
Hears  diem  aghMt    (while  still  the  dull  owl 

Her  hoQow  screana  aaoh  drauy  Bansa 


34 


KIRKE  WHITER  POETICAL  WCMUD3L 


TDl  ia  the  kody  Mmer  he  spMt  tbe  ligkt 
Notr  fiMtflj  flMhiiig  oo  Ihe  gknoM  of 

When  I.  poor  mmer,  ray  kme  vigib  ke0|^ 
And  'raid  Ihe  diwzy  nlitiide  ■eraoe, 
Cm^  a  mndi  meaning  ^anoe  upon  the  aeaie. 

And  rain  my  BMXirnlal  eye  to  Heaven,  and  weep^ 


ODE  TO  THOUGHT. 

Wdnaaat: 


Hencb  away.  Tindidive  Thought! 

Thy  pictam  an  of  pam; 
The  vMooi  dmmgh  diy  daik  eye  oanghl. 
lliey  with  no  gentle  chanae  an  fiao^M, 
80  pr'ythee  bach  again. 
I  weald  not  weefv 
I  widiloileepi 
Hmo  why,  thoa  boiy  fiie,  with  me  thy  ligili  keepf 

Why  doat  o^er  bed  and  eonch  ledmel 

fa  thii  Ay  new  delight  r 
PklevkiiaBt!  it  ii  not  thine 
To  heep  dtj  wtntij  thioagh  die  mine^ 
The  daik  vanlt  of  the  night  t 
Til  thine  10  die. 
While  o'er  the  eye 
The  dewi  of  ihimber  prem,  and  waking 


y*f. 


Go  thoo,  and  bide  with  him  who  gmdee 

Hie  baifc  thimgh  lonely  aeai; 
And  M  redining  on  hii  hefan, 
Sadly  he  mailDi  the  ilany  realm. 
To  him  thoa  maytt  bnag  eaae ; 
Bat  thoa  to  me 
Art  mieery, 
80  pr^tbee,  pr'ythee,  plame  thy  wingib  and  flom  my 
pillow  flee. 

And,  Memory!  pray  what  art  thoa ? 

Art  thoo  ik  neaaore  bom  f 
Doee  Uim  untainted  from  thee  flow  ? 
Tlie  loee  that  geme  thy  penBve  brow, 
!■  it  withoat  a  thorn  ? 
With  aU  thy  emUei, 
And  witching  wilee, 
Tei  not  tmfreqoent  bittemem  thy  momnful  fway 
defilee. 

The  drowey  nigfat*watch  has  fiirgot 

To  call  the  eolemn  hoar : 
LnU'd  by  the  winde  he  elamben  deep^ 
WhOe  I  in  vain,  capridoae  Sleep ! 
Invoke  thy  tardy  power; 
And  reetlees  lie. 
With  undoaed  eye. 
And  coant  the  tediooi  boon  as  ilow  fliey  minate  by. 


GENIUa 

AN  GDI. 
LI. 

BCiVT  then  be,  who,  throogh  the  vale  of  life, 
Wifli  velvet  pace,  unnoticed,  loftly  go, 

WMUjuriag  Diiooid'a  inharawokwa  ibife 
Aiiikef  tb«B  not  to  woe. 


ILl. 

Bat, ah!  afewtlHrobe 

And  weepiflv  Woe  and 
Repiupg 

And 
Andtheeean 
Know  the  thoi^hMhiaBed 
And  fifom  her  tehy  aeat  to 

Tb 
ftedainmg  au  bat  wuoeBQg 

Thacaplivamdeod. 

HLl. 


to 

gOMHD  erSiW  MB, 


Geninii  fiom  Ihy 

Hi^  above  the  bamivg 
In  radiant  robe  of  light  amy'd. 
Oh!  hear  the  plaint  by  thy  aad  &' 

Hii  melaiiHioly  atoao. 
He  tellt  of  aeon,  he  telle  of  hrakan  vowib 

or  eleepleae  Bighlik  < 
Ftengi  that  ha  eenibility 

To  caiM  hie  beiqg  and  hie  thiifcr 
Thoa  gaveet  to  him  with  trebia  fine  to  M 

The  eiing  of  keen  itoglect.  die  rich  mailii 
And  what  o'er  aQ  doee  in  Ub  aool  pnmde 

PkadoBunant,  and  tempan  him  toelmlb 
Hie  high  indigimnt  prideu 

L9. 

Lement  not  ye,  who  hamfaly  ateal  thrao^  hh 

That  Genioi  viate  not  jroor  lowly  riad; 
For  ah!  what  woee  and  eorrowa  ever 

Dietract  hie  haplem  head! 
For  him  awain  no  bafany  aleepb 
He  wakee  all  night,  and  wakee  to 
Or  by  hie  lonely  lamp  he  aim 

At  eolemn  midnight  when  the 
In  leverieh  etody,  and  in  moody  fiii 

Hk  moumfnl 


IL2. 

And,  oh!  for  what  coneomea  hie  walehfid  oil f 

Fni  imliel  ilnielliiiel laemlifireflculii^liiirt' 

*T  ii  for  neglect  and  penary  he  doth  toil, 

T  ii  for  untimely  death. 
Lo !  where  dejected  pale  he  liee, 
Deepair  depicted  in  hie  eyee : 
He  feele  the  vital  flame  decieaee. 

He  eeee  the  grave  wide-yawning  for  in  ynf . 
Without  a  friend  to  aoothe  hie  eool  to  peeri, 

And  dieer  the  expiring  ray. 

m.s. 

By  Sulmo'e  bard  of  moomfol  ftme^ 
By  gentle  Otway'e  magic  name. 
By  him,  the  youth,  who  emiled  at  death, 
^     NsATviG^^sHNAMikiftmihM  vital 


ia< 
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» 


Will  I  Ihy  ptngi  procUum ; 
fVw  itill  to  miiery  clowly  thoa'rt  allied. 
llKNigh  gaudy  pageanta  glitter  by  thy  nde, 

And  ikr-reeoundiiig  Faroe. 
What  though  to  thee  the  daaded  millioDa  bow, 
And  to  thy  poathumoot  merit  bend  them  low ; 
TlMNigh  unto  thee  the  monardi  looks  with  awe. 
And  thou  at  thy  flaah'd  car  dost  natkns  draw, 
T«l»  ah!  unseen  behind  thee  fly 

Gonoding  Anguish,  soul^nibduing  Fsin, 
Discontent,  that  clouds  the  &irest  sky : 
A  melancholy  train. 
T«,  Genius !  thee  a  thousand  cares  await, 
iifwiking  thy  derided  state  : 
Thee  chiU  Adversity  wUl  still  attend, 
Bafiwe  whose  face  flies  last  the  summer*s  friend. 

And  leaves  thee  all  CMrlom ; 
WUle  leaden  Ignorance  rears  her  ImwI  and  laughs, 

And  &t  Stupidity  shakes  his  jolly  sides. 
And  while  the  cup  of  affluence  he  quaflEi, 
With  bee-ejred  Wisdom,  Genius  derides, 
toils,  and  every  hardship  doth  ouUbrave, 
V»  gain  the  meed  cf  praise,  when  he  is  mouldering 
in  his  grave. 


B      FRAGBfENT  OF  AN  ODE  TO  THE  BfOON. 


Mud  orK  who  floatest  throng  the  realm  of  ni^t, 

A  palhleas  wanderer  o'er  a  lonely  wild, 
HMeone  to  me  thy  soft  and  pensive  light, 

Whidi  oft  in  childhood  my  lone  thoughts  beguiled. 
Now  doubly  dear  as  o*er  my  silent  seat. 
Nocturnal  Study's  still  retreat, 
It  easli  a  mournful  melandioly  gleam. 
And  through  my  lofly  casement  weaves. 
Dim  duouf^  thie  vine's  encircling  leaves. 
An  intermingled  beam. 


■: 
9 

0 

I 

i 


n. 

ftverish  dews  that  on  my  temples  hang. 
Tins  qnivaring  lip,  these  eyes  of  djring  flame; 

the  dread  signs  of  many  a  secret  pang : 
Tbese  are  the  UMod  of  him  who  pants  for  &me ! 

wn !  from  thoughts  like  these  divert  my  soul ; 
Lowly  I  kneel  before  thy  shiine  on  high: 
1^  kmp  eipires ; — beneath  thy  mild  control. 
These  restless  dreams  are  ever  wont  to  fly. 


Uh 


mourner!  in  my  breast 
these  disoordant  tones  to  rest. 
And  breathe  the  soul  of  peace  : 
viator !  I  feel  thee  here, 
not  pain  that  brings  this  tear. 
For  thou  hast  bid  it  cease, 
many  a  jrear  has  pass'd  away 
I,  beneath  thy  fiiry  ny, 
Altnned  my  infant  reed: 
wilt  thou.  Time !  those  days 
happy  momenti  now  no  more— 


on  the  lake's  damp  marge  I  lay. 
And  mark'd  the  northern  meteor's  dance, 

Hope  and  Fancy,  ye  were  there 
Tb  insiiirate  my  trance. 


Twin  sisters !  &intly  now  ye  deign 
Your  magic  sweets  on  me  to  siMd, 
In  vain  your  powers  are  now  essay'd 

To  chase  superior  pain. 

And  art  thou  fled,  thou  welcome  orb  f 

So  swifUy  pleasure  flies ! 
So  to  mankind,  in  darkness  lost. 

The  beam  of  ardor  dies. 
Wan  Moon!  thy  nightly  task  is  done. 
And  now,  encurtain'd  in  the  main. 

Thou  sinkest  into  rest; 
But  I,  in  vain,  on  thomy  bed. 

Shall  woo  the  god  of  soft 

•        ♦        ♦        ♦       « 


FRAGBIENT. 

Loud  rage  the  winds  without^— Hie  wintry  doiid 
O'er  the  cold  north  star  casts  her  flitting  riumid ; 
And  Silence,  pausing  in  some  snow-dad  dale. 
Starts  as  she  hears,  by  fits,  the  shrieking  gale: 
Where  now,  shut  out  from  every  still  retreat. 
Her  pine-clad  summit,  and  her  woodland  seat. 
Shall  Meditation,  in  her  saddest  mood. 
Retire  o'er  all  her  pensive  stores  to  brood  f 
Shivering  and  blue  the  peasant  eyes  askanet 
The  drifted  fleeces  that  around  him  danot, 
And  hurries  on  his  halfWiverted  form. 
Stemming  the  fury  of  the  sidekog  storm. 
Him  soon  shall  greet  his  snow4opt  [co(  of  thatch,] 
Soon  shall  his  'numb'd  hand  tremble  oo  the  latch. 
Soon  from  his  chimney's  nook  the  «dieerlbl  fhme 
Diffuse  a  genial  warmth  throughout  his  frame ; 
Round  the  light  fire,  while  roars  the  north  wind  hNMl, 
What  merry  groups  of  vacant  faces  crowd ; 
These  hail  his  coming — these  his  meal  prepare, 
And  boast  in  all  that  cot  no  lurking  care. 

What,  though  the  social  circle  be  denied  f 
Even  sadness  brightens  at  her  own  fire-side. 
Loves,  with  fix'd  eye,  to  watch  the  fluttering  blaae. 
While  musing  Memory  dwells  on  ftrmer  days ; 
Or  Hope,  blest  spirit!  smiles    and,  still  forgiven. 
Forgets  flie  passport,  while  she  points  to  Heaven. 
Then  heap  the  fire« — shut  out  the  biting  air. 
And  from  its  station  wheel  the  easy  chair  x 
Thus  fenced  and  warm,  in  silent  fit  'tis  sweet 
To  hear  without  the  bitter  tempest  beat. 
All,  all  alone— to  sit,  and  muse,  and 

llie  pensive  tenant  of  obscurity. 

«        •        •        «        • 


FRAGMENT. 

Ob  !  thou  most  &tal  of  Pandora's  train. 
Consumption !  silent  cheater  of  the  eye ; 

Thou  comest  not  robed  in  agonising  pain. 

Nor  mark'st  thy  course  with  Death's  delwive  dya^ 
But  silent  and  unnoticed  thou  dost  lie ; 

O'er  life's  soft  springs  thy  venom  dost  diflfase. 
And,  while  thou  givest  new  lustre  to  die  eye. 

While  o'er  the  cheek  are  spread  health's  ruddy  hoes. 

E'en  then  life's  little  rest  thy  cruel  \|(iwsk  snhdnMu 
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Oft  I't0  beheld  thee,  in  the  glow  of  yoath, 

ffid  'neftth  the  blushiiig  roeee  which  there  bkwin'd. 

And  diopt  a  tear,  for  then  thy  caniuring  tooth 
I  knew  would  nerer  itay,  till,  all  oonromed, 
In  the  cold  vaalt  of  death  he  were  entomb'd. 

But  oh !  what  eorrow  did  I  ieel,  ae  ewift, 

InndiouB  lavager !  I  mw  thee  fly 
Through  fiiir  Lucina'e  breast  of  whitest  now, 

Preparing  swift  her  passage  to  the  aky ! 
Though  still  intelligence  beam'd  in  the  glance, 

The  liquid  lustre  of  her  fine  blue  eye ; 
Yet  soon  did  languid  listleasness  advance. 
And  soon  she  calmly  sunk  in  death's  repugnant  trance. 

Even  when  her  end  was  swiftly  drawing  near. 
And  dissolution  hover'd  o'er  her  bead ; 

Even  then  so  beautetnu  did  her  ibrm  appear, 
That  none  who  saw  her  but  admiring  said. 
Sure  so  much  beauty  never  could  be  dead. 

Yet  die  dark  larii  of  her  expressive  eye, 

Boot  k>wly  down  upon  the  languid 


I  HAVS  a  wish,  and  near  my  heart 

That  wish  lies  buried ; 
To  keep  it  there's  a  iboliah  part. 

For,  oh !  it  must  not  be, 

It  must  not,  must  not  be. 

Why,  my  fimd  heart,  why  beat'st  thou  sof 

TIm  dream  is  fiur  tosee^ 
But,  did  the  lov^  flatterer  go ; 

It  must  not,  must  not  be. 

Oh !  no,  it  must  not  be. 

T  is  well  this  tear  in  secret  falls. 

This  weakness  suits  not  me ; 
I  know  where  sterner  duty  calls — 

It  must  not,  cannot  be. 

Oh !  no,  it  cannot  be. 


Once  more  his  beagles  wake  the  slumb'ring  mom. 

And  the  high  woodland  echoes  to  his  horn. 

As  on  the  mountain  cliff  the  hunter  band 

Chnse  the  fleet  chamois  o'er  the  unknown  land  ; 

Or  sadly  silent,  from  some  jutting  steep, 

He  throws  his  line  into  the  gulfy  deep. 

Where,  in  the  wilderness  grotesque  and  drear, 

The  loud  Arve  stuns  the  eve's  reposing  ear ; 

Or,  if  ius  lost  domestic  joys  arise, 

Once  more  the  prettier  its  endearments  tries — 

It  lisps,  "My  lather!"  and  as  newly  prest 

Its  close  embraces  meet  his  lonely  breast 

His  long-lost  partner,  too,  at  length  restored, 

Leans  on  his  arm,  and  decks  the  social  board. 

Yet  still,  mysterious  on  his  fever'd  brain 

The  deep  impressions  of  his  woes  remain ; 

He  thinlu  she  weeps^ — **  And  why,  my  love,  so  palef 

What  hidden  grief  could  o'er  thy  peace  prevail, 

Or  is  it  iancy — ^yet  thou  dost  but  *  * ; " 

And  then  he  weeps,  and  weeps,  he  knows  not  why. 


Drkak  winter  t  who  dost  knock 
So  loud  and  angry  on  my  cottage  tqoC. 


In  die  loud  night  stoim  wrapt,  wAS^  drifting  av 
The  cheeriem  waste  invest,  and  cold,  and  wide^ 
Seen  by  the  flitting  alar,  the  landsrape  i^ohh; 
With  no  unholy  awe  I  bear  thy  voice. 
As  by  my  dying  embevs,  safely  housed, 
I,  in  deep  aiknoe,  mose.  Hunigfa  I  am  looe. 
And  my  low  chimney  owns  do  cheering  foice 
Of  fri^dly  convene ;  yet  not  eomfcitlea 
Is  my  long  evening,  nor  devoid  of  thoughts 
To  cheat  the  ailsnt  hours  upon  their  way. 
There  are,  who  in  this  dark  and  fiBaifiil  nighi. 
Houseless,  and  cold  of  heart,  are  fiMced  to  bide 
These  beating  mows,  and  keen  ralenlless 
Wayfaring  men,  or  wanderen  whom  no 
Awaits,  nor  rest  from  travel,  save  tbe  inn 
Whore  all  the  joumiers  of  mortal  life 
lie  down  at  last  to  sleep.  Yet  some  there  be 
Who  merit  not  to  suflbrw— Infimcy, 
And  ainew-ehrinking  age,  are  not  eiempl 
From  penursr's  severest,  deadliest  gripe. 
Oh!  it  dodi  chill  die  eddying  heart's  blood  la  He 
Tie  guileless  cheek  of  infimicy  Uun'd  blue 
WIdi  the  keen  coUL — U},  where  tbe  baby  hmgi 
On  his  wan  parent's  hand ;  his  shiv'riitg  tin 
Half  bare,  uid  opening  to  the  biting  gale. 
Poor  shiverer,  to  his  modier  he  upturns 
A  meaning  look  in  silence !  then  be  essli 
Askance,  upon  die  howling  waste  belbre, 
A  mournful  glance  upon  the  forward 
But  all  lies  dreary,  and  cold  aa  hope 
In  his  forsaken  breast. 


Behold  the  shepherd  boy,  who  homeward  mk 
Finish'd  his  daily  labor.— O'er  the  path. 
Deep  overhung  with  herbage,  does  he  stroll 
With  pace  irregular:  by  fits  he  runs. 
Then  sudden  stops  with  vacant  countenance, 
And  picks  the  pungent  herb,  or  on  the  stile 
Listlessly  sits  and  twines  the  reedy  whip. 
And  caiv^  Uithe  his  short  and  simple  song. 
Thrice  ha.jppy  idler! — thou  hMt  never  known 
Refinement's  piercing  pang ;  thy  joys  are  nsH 
Yet  are  they  unalloy'd  with  bitter  dioi;^ 
And  after  miseiy. — ^As  I  behold 
Thy  placid,  ardess  countenance,  I  feel 
Strange  envy  of  thy  state,  and  fain  would  chsBfe 
These  short,  uncommon  houn  of  keener  hbm 
For  thy  long  day  of  equal  happineas. 

Heaven  grant  no  afler  trials  may  imprint 
Trouble's  deep  wrinkle  on  thine  open  6ce, 
And  cloud  thy  generous  features. — May's!  tfaoa  msi 
In  the  calm  paths  through  which  ihy  fodisn  tnd, 
To  their  late  g^^ves  of  honorable  rost: 
So  will  thy  lot  be  happy.   80  the  hour 
Of  death  come  clad  in  loveUneas  and  joy ; 
And  as  thou  lay'st  down  thy  blanched  head 
Beneath  the  narrow  mound,  aflfection's  hand 
Will  bend  the  osier  o'er  thy  peaceful  greve, 
And  bid  the  lily  blossom  on  thy  turf 
But,  oh !  may  Heaven  avert  from  thee  the  cbk 
Of  mad  fanaticism :  away,  away !— 
\je\  wcA  >k<b  Tcstleas  monster  dare  pollute 
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)pgr  peMUit!  peaoe  wiU  vanuh  thenoe, 

iging  turbiilence  will  nek  thy  hmti 

feveridi  disnay :  then  ditoantant 

my  apoo  diy  vilalt,  thea  will  doabt 

ad  uncertainty  in  fierce  array, 

Bupentition'e  mooetrous  train,  eurroood 

reodful  death-bed ;  and  no  loothing  hand 

mooth  the  painful  pillow,  for  the  bonds 

ider  amity  are  all  consumed 

)  prevailing  fire.    They  all  are  loet 

>  ungovernable,  selfish  flame. 

5  has  this  pestilence  arisen  ^— where 

lydra  multitude  of  sister  ills, 

idelity,  and  open  sin, 

laffeciion,  and  repining  gall  f 

»  revered,  venerable  band, 

wear  religion's  ephod,  unto  ye 

p  with  wakeful  vigilance  to  check 

rowing  eviL    In  the  vicious  town 

MS,  and  fix'd,  the  monster  stands  secure; 

jard  the  rural  shade !  let  honest  peaoe 

M  her  ancient  seals,  and  still  pteserve 

illage  gvoops  in  their  primeval  bliss. 

was,  Placidio,  thy  divine  employ, 

tou  wert  borne  to  some  subUmer  sphere 

Bth's  miU  angeL 

*        •        ♦        *        • 


II  yonder  woods  in  glooiny  pomp  ariae, 
)ver*d,  remote,  a  lowly  cottage  liea : 
the  door  a  garden  spreads,  where  bbwa 
wild,  once  cultivate,  the  brier  rose ; 
;h  choked  with  weeds,  the  lily  there  will  peer, 
ariy  primrose  hail  the  nascent  jrear ; 
to  the  walls  did  jeai'mine  wreaths  attach, 
lany  a  sparrow  twitter'd  in  the  thatch, 
in  the  woods  that  wave  thdr  heads  «n  high 
ock-dova  warbled  murmnring  harmony. 

,  buried  in  retirement,  dwelt  a  sage, 
»  reverend  locks  bespoke  him  fiir  in  9g&: 
he  was,  and  soleoui  was  his  mien, 
ffely  oo  his  cheek  a  Hnile  was  aeen. 
illage  goasips  had  fiill  many  a  tale 
the  a^  •'  hetmit  of  the  dale.** 
call*d  him  wiard,  some  a  holy  seer, 
h  all  beheld  him  widi  an  equal  ftar, 
tany  a  stout  heart  had  he  put  to  flight, 
.  the  gkxMny  wood-walks  late  at  night. 

bU  I  ween,  the  we  was  good  of  heart, 
ould  to  aught  one  heedless  pang  impart ; 
j1  was  gentle,  but  he  'd  known  of  woe, 
lown  tito  world,  nor  longer  wirii'd  to  know. 
Ear  retired  fiom  all  its  busy  ways, 
led  to  spend  the  remnant  of  his  days  ,- 
ne,  in  peace,  he  till'd  his  little  ground, 
iw,  unheeded,  years  revolving  round, 
as  his  daughter,  as  the  Mush  of  day, 
alone  his  hopes  and  wishes  lay : 
ly  care,  about  her  future  life, 
ieath  should  can  him  from  the  haunts  of  strife. 
was  her  temper,  mikl  as  summer  skies 
o'er  their  azure  no  thin  vapor  flies ; 
It  to  see  her  aged  fiither  sad, 
r,  no  care,  the  gentle  Fanny  had. 


Stin  at  her  wheel,  the  live-long  day  she  song. 
Till  with  the  sound  the  lonesome  woodlands  miig* 
And  till,  usurp'd  his  long  unquestion'd  sway, 
The  solitary  bittern  wing'd  its  way. 
Indignant  rose,  on  dismal  pinkms  bonier 
To  &id,  untrod  by  man,  some  waste  fbriom. 
Where,  unmolested,  he  might  hourly  wail, 
And  with  hia  screams  still  kiad  the  heavy  gale. 

Once  as  I  stray'd,  at  eve,  tiie  woods  among, 
To  pluck  wild  strawberries, — I  heard  her  song ; 
And  heard,  enchanted^— <A !  it  was  so  soft. 
So  sweet,  I  thought  the  dierulrim  aloft 
Were  quiring  to  the  spheres.    Now  the  full  note 
Did  on  the  downy  wings  of  silence  float 
Full  on  the  ravish'd  sense,  then  died  away. 
Distantly  on  the  ear,  in  sweet  decay. 

Ilien,  first  I  knew  the  cot;  the  simple  pair ; 
Though  soon  become  a  welcome  inmate  there : 
At  eve,  I  still  would  fly  to  hear  the  lay. 
Which  Fanny  to  her  lute  was  wont  to  play ; 
Or  with  the  Sire  would  sit  and  talk  of  war. 
For  wan  he  'd  seen,  and  bore  full  many  a  scar. 
And  oft  the  plan  of  gallant  siege  he  drew. 
And  loved  to  teach  me  aU  the  arts  he  knew. 


With  slow  step^  along  the  desert  sand. 
Where  o'er  the  parching  plains  broods  red  dimay. 
The  Arab  chief  leads  on  his  ruthless  band. 
And,  lo !  a  speck  of  dust  is  seen  to  plqr. 
On  the  remotest  confines  of  the  day. 
Arouse !  arouse !  fierce  does  the  chieftain  ciy. 
Death  calls !  the  caravan  is  on  its  way ! 
The  wanior  diouts.   The  Siroo  hurries  by, 
Hush'd  is  his  stonny  voice,  and  quench'd  his  mur- 
derous eye. 


Ibrs 
daoad 
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of  the  **  OMttiM.'*  psriMpB  to 
s  iiiiiUe;  but  tbooffa  ths  eoooeplion  if  itrikiDf,  the 
eoaqraatiaB  ii  fitf  mots  ineorraet  tkan  ttflC  of  that  fiae  lta«nsBt. 


TO  A  FRIEND. 

To  you  these  pensive  lines  I  fondly  send. 

Far  distant  now,  my  brother,  and  my  friend. 

If,  'mkl  the  novel  scene,  thou  yet  art  free 

To  give  one  silent,  museful  hour  lo  me. 

Turn  fium  the  world,  and  fimcy,  whispering  near. 

Thou  hear'st  the  voice  thou  once  dkisi  knre  lo  hear. 

Can  time  and  space,  bowe*er  with  anguish  fraught. 

Damp  the  warm  heart,  or  chain  the  soaring  thought? 

Or,  when  most  dread,  the  nascent  joy  they  blast. 

Chase  firom  the  mind  the  image  of  the  pot? 

Ah,  no!  when  death  has  robb'd  her  hoard  of  bliss. 

What  stays  to  soothe  the  widow's  hours,  but  this? — 

This  cheen  her  dreams,  and  cheats  die  ling'riBg  line 

TiU  she  diaU  reach    ♦•♦••♦• 

Oh  !  had  the  soul's  deep  silence  power  to  speak ; 
CouM  the  warm  thought  the  bars  of  distance  taaik! 
Co«ild  the  lone  music  to  thine  ear  eonvey 
i!:adi  fWng  sigh«  awl  all  tba  VmA  «tt^«B^ 
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Dear  to  my  hteart,  bsfoDd  conception  dew, 
WonU  dw  k^K  loliciidc  of  idght  ftppev : 
Sweet  woold  it  be  to  lieer  the  winde  conplnn^ 
To  muk  die  heevinp  of  the  "Mw^i«fhf  raiin; 
Sweet  to  behoU  the  iflent  hemlet  lie. 
With  ♦•••♦♦ 

Botiweetorfrr     •        ♦       •        ♦        • 
Boie  not  maliBrad,  nor  611  nnmerit'd  by  diee. 


Tnherpiiitill!   Week  diongh  die  epirit  wm 

That  wlutper^d  in  in  tmog  humomee ; 

Tet  Blein*ry,  widi  her  Mtcr,  find  Regiet, 

Lovee  to  recall  the  wild  and  wandering  aiia 

Hiat  dieer'd  the  hwg-fled  hoon,  when  o'er  the  eliii^ 

"nint  ipirit  horer'd.    Weak  and  though  it  were 

To  pour  the  torrent  of  impetnooi  aong. 

It  was  not  weak  to  touch  the  aacred  chorda 

Of  pity,  or  to  aiimmoo  with  daik  apell 

Of  witching  riiymea,  the  ipirita  of  the  deep 

Form*d  to  do  Fancy's  biddii^ ;  and  to  letch 

Her  perfiimea  from  the  morning  ator,  or  dye 

Her  Tolant  robei  with  the  bright  rainbow'a  hoea. 
*  •  •  • 


Or  ahoold  die  day  be  overcaat, 
We  H  linger  till  die  shower  be  past; 
Where  the  hawthorn's  branches  spread 
A  fragrant  covert  o'er  the  heed. 
And  list  the  ruiKdiops  beat  the  Imim, 
Or  smoke  npon  the  cottage  eaTes; 
Or»  Atnt  dimpling  on  the  stream. 
Convert  to  lead  its  silver  gleam ; 
And  we  will  muse  on  human  life. 
And  think,  from  all  the  storms  of  strife, 
How  sweet  to  find  a  snug  retreat 
Where  we  may  hear  the  tempests  beat. 
Secure  and  feariess, — and  provide 
Repose  fix*  life's  calm  eventide. 


fifiLn  Vesper !  &vorito  of  the  Piaphian  Queen, 
Whoee  lucid  lamp  on  evening's  twilight  sone, 
Sheds  a  soft  lustre  o'er  the  gloom  serene, 
Only  by  Cynthia's  silver  beam  outshone : 
Thee  I  invoke  to  point  my  lonely  way 
O'er  these  wild  wastes,  to  where  my  lover  bides. 
For  diou  alone  canst  lend  thy  friendly  ray. 
Now  the  bright  moon  toward  the  ocean  gUde»^ 
No  midnight  murderer  asks  thy  guilty  aid. 
No  nighdy  robber    •    •    *    •    • 
I  am  alone,  by  silly  love  betray'd. 
To  woo  the  star  of  Venus  ^  ^  * 


In  every  clime,  from  Lapland  to  Japan, 

lliis  truth's  confess'dr— 4hat  man's  worst  toe  is  maa 

The  rav'ning  tribes,  that  crowd  the  sultry  xme. 

Prey  on  all  kinds  and  colorB  but  their  own. 

lion  with  lion  herds,  and  pard  with  pard, 

Instincf  s  6m  law,  their  covenant  and  guard. 

But  man  alone,  the  knd  of  ev'ry  clime, 

Whom  post  is  godlilBB,  and  wbow  \a^n  mhliiBA, 


Jttm,  at  whoae  biiA  dw 

Fleaaed  widi  die  bal  great 

oian,  man  ahme,  do  ftenniit  oi  ihs 

iTsys  on  ma  KnMi»  ■na  ttqs  ■■ 

Hm  feUow  IcMb  where  faadden  9to«fc 

And  drinks  wiA  ecMacjr  lus  dyinig 


ODE  TO  LiHiorry. 

HncK  to  diy  darkest  i 

n^iine  icf  touch  cm 

Swift  as  die  Mar 
The  proud  defying  port  of 

Hence  to  diine  Indian 
To  where  die  taU  canea  triusper  oV 

like  the  murmuring  wave 
Swept  by  the  dank  wing  of  the  rapid  i 

And  at  die  night'a  atill  noon. 
The  lash'd  Angolan,  in  his  gnied  eaO. 

Mix'd  widi  die  dgcr'a  yell. 
Howls  to  die  dull  ear  of  diei 


Bnt  come,  dma  goddeas,  hliihn 
IVhi  mogntoin  maid, 
Widi  bnikin'd 
Thy  treasea  floadng  in  dM 


fiat 
I 


Comet — and  trending  on  ihf 
Independence  let  me  meet. 
Thy  giant  mate^  whoae  nwfU 
Has  often  braved  die  briipwii^ 
And  heard  its  angry  spirit  rinial 
Rear'd  on  some  pranunioiylB 
Seen  by  the  kmeljr  fisher  fitf. 
By  the  glimpse  of  flitting  atv. 

His  awful  balk,  in  dnaiqr  slnoad, 
Coomixing  with  the  pttcby  dood ; 
While  at  his  liMt  the  hghtniiy  play. 
And  the  deep  thnndoa  die  awmy. 
Goddess !  come,  and  let  oa  aail 
On  the  fresh  reviving  gnle ; 
O'er  dewy  lawns,  and  friieato  kne. 
Till  lighting  on  some  mooB 
Hiat  scales  the  circnmambicBt  s^. 
We  see  a  thousand  natiooa  lie. 
From  Zembla's  snow*  to  Afiic^ 
Prostrate  beneath  oar  frolic  feet 

From  Italy's  luxurioos  plniim. 
Where  everlasting  summer  rcigu. 
Why,  goddess,  doat  thoa  tnm  nwayT 
Didst  thou  never  aojoom  tliere  T 
Oh,  yes,  thou  didst— bat  fidlen  ii 
The  pilgrim  weeps  her  silent 
As  at  midnight,  monnnrii^  low. 
Along  the  mouldering  ponioo^ 
He  heaia  the  desolate  wind 
While  the  rank  ivy  whiapers 


ni-fiited  Gaul !  ambitxma  graap 
Bids  thee  again  in  alavery  gna{k 
Again  the  dungeon-walla  fiannnil 
The  hopeless  shriek,  the  groan  pnhm 
But,  lo,  in  yonder  happy  akiea, 
Helvetia's  airy  moantaina  riae, 
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id,  oh !  on  ber  tall  cliA  redioad, 
y  Fancy,  whiaperiog  to  the  mind : 
the  wild  herdsman't  call  is  heard, 
lla  me,  that  ahe,  o'er  all  preferr'd, 
eveiy  clime,  in  every  nne. 
Liberty's  divineet  throne. 
»t,  whence  that  sigh  f  O  goddeM !  say, 
m  the  tyrant's  thirsty  sway 
red  profane  the  sailed  seat, 
ly  long  higb^avor'd,  best  retreat? 
has !  it  has !  away,  away 
» where  the  green  isles  woo  the  day ! 
here  thoa  art  still  supreme,  and  where 
ly  FlBani  fill  the  floating  air. 


it  leads  die  planets  oo  their  dano^— 
gfaty  sisterfaood  ?  who  is  it  strikes 
rp  of  muversal  hamooy  f 

'tis  the  Yoioe  of  planets  on  their  dance, 
the  arcb-cootriver.  Beaatifal 
tmony  of  oider!  How  they  sing, 
{olated  orbs,  upon  their  psith 
h  the  wide  trackless  ether!  sing  as  tfaoni^ 
I  sat  upon  each  glitt'ring  gem, 
ide  fair  mosio— «uch  as  mortal  hand 
lieed  on  the  responding  chords;  more  like 
vtic  melody  that  oft  the  bard 
a  the  strings  of  the  suspended  harp, 
I  by  some  unknown  beings  that  reaide 
ing  breeies,  or,  at  dead  of  night, 
D  the  long,  shrill  pauses  of  the  wind, 
the  music  which,  in  ages  hush'd, 
Assyrian  quaff  *d  his  cups  of  Uood, 
e  looe  ChsJd  awake,  when  throuf^  the  night 
eh'd  his  herds.  The  solitary  man. 
Bent  meditation,  leamt  to  spell 
s«d  Tolume  of  high  mystery. 
Id  arrange  the  wandering  passengers, 
le  pale  alar,  first  on  the  silent  brow 
aeJA-tiessed  Eve,  to  him  who  shines, 
the  moning,  orient  Lucifer; 
were  to  him,  in  that  unlettered  age, 
ninp  of  wonder^ — He  could  gaie 
whole  soul  was  fill'd  with  mystety, 
sry  night-wind  was  a  spirit's  voice, 
sry  frroff  mist,  a  spirit's  Ibrm : 
&bles,  and  wild  romantic  dreams^ 
'd  his  truth,  and  couch'd  in  symbols  dark, 
blind  idolatry  arose,  and  men 
>  the  sdn,  or  at  the  dead  of  night 
iheir  orisons  to  thfo  cloud-wrapt  moon, 
also,  after  ages  into  stars 
rm'd  their  heroes ;  and  the  warlike 
nd  eye  fiz'd  on  some  resplendent  gem, 
nverse  vrith  the  spirits  of  his  sires  >— 
her  ejres  than  these  did  Plato  view 
ivens,  and,  fill'd  with  reesoninp  sublime, 
reed,  at  intervals,  the  mjrstery, 
with  the  gospel  vanish'd,  and  made  way 
a^ky  brightness.        ♦        ♦        • 


How  beautiftil  upon  the  element 

The  Egyptian  moonlight  sleeps! 
The  Arab  on  the  bank  hath  pitch'd  his  tent; 

The  li^t  wave  dances,  sparkling,  o'er  the  deeps; 
The  tall  reeds  whisper  in  the  gale. 
And  o'er  the  distant  tide  moves  slow  the  alent 


Thou  mighty  NOe!  and  thou  receding  main. 
How  peacefully  ye  rest  upon  jrour  shores. 
Tainted  no  more,  as  when  fiom  Cairo's  towers, 
RoU'd  the  swoln  corw,  by  plague!  the  monster!  slain. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  see  around. 
Upon  the  solitude  of  waters  wide. 
There  is  no  sight,  save  of  the  restless  tid»— 
Save  of  the  winds,  and  waves,  there  b  no  sound. 


deeps,  her  sons  in  silence  sleep! 

ni-fiited  land,  upon  thy  rest  th^  oonte^ 
Th'  invader,  and  his  host.  Behold  the  deep 

Bears  on  her  &rthest  verge  a  dusky  gkom— 

And  now  diey  rise,  the  masted  fi»rests  rise. 
And  gallants,  through  the  fiwm,  their  way  they  make. 
Stem  Genius  of  the  Memphlan  shorss,  awake.*^ 

Tlie  foeman  in  thy  inmost  harbor  lies. 
And  ruin  o'er  thy  land  with  brooding  pennon  flies. 


GBoan  of  the  dead,  in  grim  anay. 

Surround  the  tyrant's  nightly  bed ! 
And  in  the  still,  distinctly  say, 

I  by  thy  treachery  bled. 
And  I,  and  I,  ten  thousands  cry; 

From  Ja&'s  plains,  fimn  Egypt's  sands, 
Tliey  oome,  diey  raise  the  chorus  hif^ 

And  whiri  around  in  shriekn^  bands. 
Loud,  and  more  kiud,  the  damon  rise, 

*'Lo!  there  the  traitor!  murderer!  liesL** 
He  mnrder'd  me,  he  murdered  thee. 

And  now  his  bed  his  rack  shall  be. 
As  when  a  diousand  torrents  roar. 
Around  his  head  their  yells  they  pour. 
The  sweat-drops  start,  convulsion's  hand 
Binds  every  nerve  in  iron  band. 
Tis  done!  they  fly,  the  clamors  die. 

The  moon  is  up,  the  night  is  calm, 
Man's  busy  broods  in  slumbers  lie ; 

But  horrors  still  die  tyrsnt's  soul  alann. 
And  ever  and  anon,  serenely  dear. 
Have  mercy,  mercy,  heaven!  stiikee  on  dull 

ni^'s 


ODE 

ON  THE  DSATH  OF  TBI  DOCI  D^INQimDr. 

What  means  yon  trampling !  what  that  light 

That  glimmers  in  the  inmost  wood ; 
As  though  beneath  the  felon  night. 

It  mark'd  some  deed  of  blood ; 
Behdd  yoa  figures,  dim  descried 
In  dark  array ;  diey  speechless  glide. 
The  fcrest  moans ;  the  raven's  scrsam 
Swells  sk>wly  o'er  the  moated  stream. 
As  fiom  the  castle's  topmast  tower. 

It  chants  its  boding  song  alone : 
A  song,  that  at  this  awful  hour 

Beam  dMMl  tidii«i  in  ito  fiMl  %Qm\ 
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Tidings,  that  in  Mine  grey  domeatic**  ear 
Wni  on  hit  wakeful  bed  strike  deep  mytterioui  fisar. 

And,  hark,  that  kwd  report !  't  ia  done ; 

There's  murder  oouch'd  in  yonder  c^oom; 
Tie  done,  'tis  done!  the  priie  is  won. 

Another  rival  meets  his  doom. 
The  tyrant  smiles, — v^dth  fell  delight 
He  dwells  upon  the    ♦    ♦    ♦    •    ♦ 
The  tyrant  smiles ;  from  terror  freed. 
Exulting  in  the  foul  misdeed. 
And  sternly  in  his  secret  breast 
Marks  out  the  yictims  itext  to  &1L 
His  purpose  fix'd ;  their  moments  fly  no  more. 

He  pointa, — the  poniard  knows  its  own ; 
Unseen  it  strikesr--unseen  they  die. 
Foul  midnight  only  hears,  and  shudders  at  the  groan. 
But  justice  yet  shidl  lift  her  arm  on  high. 
And  Bourbon's  bkxMi  no  more  ask  vengeance  fiom 
the  sky. 


SONNET. 
TO  GAPEL  LOFFT,  ESO. 

LoFFT,  unto  thee  one  tributary  song 

The  simple  Muse,  admiring,  fiiin  wtMild  bring ; 
She  longs  lo  lisp  thee  to  the  listening  throng. 

And  with  thy  name  to  bid  the  woodlands  ring. 
Fain  w^-ould  she  blaacm  all  thy  \-irtues  forth, 

Hy  warm  philanthropy,  thy  justice  mild ; 
Would  say  how  thou  didst  foster  kindred  worth. 

And  to  thy  boaom  snatched  Misfortune's  child : 
Firm  she  would  paint  thee,  with  becoming  leal. 

Upright,  and  learned,  as  the  Pylian  sire. 

Would  say  how  sweetly  thou  couldst  sweep  the  Isrre, 
And  show  thy  labon  for  the  public  weal. 

Ten  thousand  virtues  tell  with  joy  supreme. 

But  ah!  she  shrinks  abosh'd  before  the  arduous 
theme. 


SONNET. 


TO  THl  MOON. — WaiTTEX  IN  NOVEMBKK. 

Sublime,  emerging  from  the  miniy  verge 
Of  the  horizon  dim,  thee,  Moon,  I  hail. 
As,  sweeping  o'er  the  leafletw  grove,  the  gale 

Seems  to  repeat  the  year's  funereal  dirge. 

Now  Autumn  sickens  on  the  languid  tiight. 

And  leaves  bestrew  the  wanderer's  lonely  way, 

Now  unto  thee,  pale  arNtresii  of  night ! 
With  double  joy  my  homage  do  I  pay. 
When  cloudit  disguise  the  glories  of  the  day. 

Ami  stem  November  sheds  her  boisterous  blight. 
How  doubly  awcot  to  mark  the  moonv  ray. 

J-,  •  *  • 

Shoot  through  the  mist  from  the  etherial  height. 
And,  ttill  unehnneefi,  bork  to  the  memo/}*  brine 
The  smiles  Fa\'onian  of  life's  earliest  spring. 


Oh!  *t  is  not  long  nioe,  Gcoige,  with  thee  1 1 

The  mak]  of  muainga  by  yna  moaning  m 
And  hail'd  the  moon's  mild  beam,  whidi  BOW  If 

Seems  sweetly  sleeping  on  diy  sileni  gnvi 
The  busy  world  pnnnea  ils  boisteious  wqr. 

Tlie  noise  of  revcliy  atill  echoea  roond. 
Yet  I  am  sad  while  all  beaide  ia  gay ; 

Yet  still  I  vi-eep  o'er  thy  desertod  moasi 
Oh !  that,  like  thee,  I  migbl  bid  aomm  esssa 
And  'neath  the  green^wwd  deep  tbe slesptf 


SONNET. 

Swxrr  to  the  gay  of  heart  is  summer's 

Sweet  the  viild  muaic  c^  the  laughmg  Spn 
But  ah !  my  soul  &r  other  scenes  beguile. 

>Vhere  gkiomy  storms  their  sullen  shadcai 
Is  it  for  me  to  sttike  the  Idalian  string — 

Raise  the  sofk  music  of  the  warbling  «irt. 
While  in  my  ears  the  bowls  of  &iries  riae. 

And  melancholy  w^astes  the  vital  fir« !  ~ 
Away  with  thoughts  like  these !  lo  soav  kor 

Where  howls  the  riuill  Mast,  and  wherr  i 
the  wa\'». 
Direct  iny  steps ;  there,  in  the  lonely  drmr. 

I'll  sit  remote  from  worldly  noise,  and  ■■ 

Tin  thitwigk  my  soul  ahaU  Peace  her  bafaa 
And  whisper  sounds  of  comSbrt  in  miw  ev- 


SONN^r. 

Poor  little  one !  most  bitterly  did  |«™. 
And  Ufe's  worst  ills,  aasail  thine  eariy  s$f : 
And,  quickly  tired  with  this  rough  pilfniaur 
Thy  wearied  spirit  did  its  heaven  rtfiiE. 
Moaning,  and  sickly,  on  the  lap  of  life 
Thou  laid'st  thine  aching  heed,  and  thou  iLJs 
A  little  while,  ere  to  its  kindrrd  sk>- 
Thy  soul  retiun'd,  to  taste  no  more' of  taSt'. 
Thy  lot  was  happy,  little  sojourner ! 
Thou  hadst  no  mother  to  direct  thy  vi^n : 
And  fortune  froi^-n'd  most  darkly  on  thv  dan 
Short  as  they  were.   Now,  far  from  the  few  i 
Of  this  dim  spot,  in  heaven  thou  dost  repar. 
And  look's!  and  smilest  on  thia  world's  i 


SONNET. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  A  FRIEND. 

Fast  from  the  Wo»i  the  fntling  day-<4treaks  fly. 
And  ebon  Night  awumtYs  her  solemn  swwy. 

Yet  here  alone,  unheeding  time.  1  lie. 
And  o*er  ray  fmad  still  poux  the  plaintive  lay. 


soNNtrr. 

TO  DECEMBER. 

DARK-visaged  yisitor!  who  rr»mc«l  hew 
Clad  in  thy  mournful  lunir,  lo  re}w>at 
(UTiile  elooms  and  chinm|r  rains  ruMrarii 

The  solemn  requiem  of  the  d\-in«  year : 

Not  undelichtful  to  ray  list'ning  oar 

Sound  thy  dull  showeni.  a:<  n't^r  ray  wi>x!I-sj 
Dismal,  and  drear,  the  Ieatle««#  trns  they  b 

Not  undeiightful.  in  tlieir  u  ild  car^-  r. 

Is  the  wild  music  of  thy  howling  bla.<ts. 
Sweeping  the  groves'  lon|E  arslo.  while  rulki 

Tliy  stormy  manile  o'er  hb  sh^iulJi^r  coasts. 
And.  rock'd  u|ion  his  rhrv^ne.  with  chaai  « 

Joins  the  full-pealing  dirjfe.  and  winter  wesv 

Her  dark  sepulchral  wreath  of  laded  Iea\tsL 

4eiD 
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soNPwrr. 

MIBFORTXJNfi. 

ruNi !  I  am  young,  my  chin  n  bare ; 

1  have  wonder'd  much  when  men  have  told 

nth  was  free  from  sorrow  and  from  care, 

thou  shouldst  d  well  with  me,  and  leave  the  old. 

ii  not  like  me ! — Shrivell'd  hag  of  hate, 

biz,  and  thanks  to  thee,  is  sadly  long ; 

not  either,  Beldame,  over  strong ; 

[  wish  at  all  to  be  thy  mate, 

I,  sweet  ftiry,  art  my  utter  hate ! 

ike  not  thus  thy  miserable  pate, 

t  young,  and  do  not  like  thy  &ce ; 

t  thou  shouldst  resume  the  wild-goose  chase, 

thee  something  all  thy  heat  to  assuage, 

wilt  not  hit  my  fancy  in  my  age. 


SONNET. 

opptwa'd  with  many  a  heavy  cara 

gh  young  yet  sorrowful),  I  turn  my  iiMt 

e  dark  woodland,  longing  much  to  greet 

a  of  Peace,  if  chance  she  sojourn  there ; 

mgfac  and  dismal,  verging  to  despair, 

oy  sad  breast ;  and,  tired  with  this  vafai  ooU, 

d(  dismay'd  before  life's  upland  toil. 

nmd  the  leaves  the  evening  air 

B  still  melody^ — ^I  think  ere  long, 

1 1  no  more  can  hear,  these  woods  will  speak; 

hen  a  sad  smile  plays  upon  my  cheek, 

umfnl  phantasies  upon  me  throng, 

3  ponder  with  most  strange  delight 

ahn  slumben  of  the  dead  man's  night 


SONNET.— TO  APRIL. 

of  life!  see  changeful  April  sail 
ying  vest  aktng  the  shadowy  skiea, 
bidding  summer's  softest  zephjrrs  nsai 
(Calling  Winter's  stormy  gale, 
iring  from  the  cloud  her  sudden  hail ! 
smiling  through  the  tear  that  dims  her  eyes, 
I  Iris  with  her  braid  the  welkin  dy«, 
of  sunshine,  not  so  prone  to  fiuL 

spjoamers  in  life's  low  vale, 
miles  of  Fortune  flatter  to  deceive, 

still  the  Fates  the  web  of  Mystery  weave; 

exultant  spreads  her  a^'ry  sail, 
a  the  present  gloom  the  soul  conveys 
It  summers  and  far  happier  days. 


SONNET. 

m  spirits,  whose  virild  melodies, 
»ning  rising  slow,  yet  sweetly  clear, 
on  the  musing  poet's  pensive  ear, 
•  wood-spring  stretch'd  supine  he  lies, 
he  who  now  invokes  you  low  is  laid, 
frame  resting  on  the  earth's  cold  bed, 
your  nightly  vigils  o'er  his  head, 
hflit  a  dirfe  to  his  reposing  shade ! 

9Q 


For  he  was  wont  to  love  your  madrigab ; 
And  often  by  the  haunted  stream,  that  laves 
The  dark  sequester'd  woodland's  inmost  cares, 
Would  sit  and  listen  to  die  dying  fidls. 
Till  die  fiill  tear  would  quiver  in  his  eye. 
And  his  big  heart  would  heave  with  mournliil  ecstacy. 


SONNET. 
TO  A  TAPER. 

Tis  midiiighL— On  the  globe  dead  shimber  siia. 

And  all  is  siloice — in  the  hour  of  sleep ; 
Save  when  the  hollow  gust,  that  swells  by  fits. 

In  the  dark  wood  roars  fSrarfully  and  deep. 
I  wake  alone  to  listen  and  to  weep. 

To  watch,  my  taper,  thy  pale  beacon  burn ; 
And,  as  still  Memory  does  her  vigils  keep, 

To  think  of  days  that  never  can  return. 
By  thy  pale  ray  I  raise  my  languid  head, 

My  eye  surveys  the  solitary  gloom ; 
And  the  sad  meaning  tear,  unmixt  with  dread. 

Tells  thou  dost  light  me  to  the  silent  tomb. 
Like  thee  I  vrane ;  like  thine,  my  life's  last  ray 
Will  fade  in  looeliness,  unwept,  away. 


SONNET. 
TO  BIT  MOTHER. 

And  canst  thou.  Mother,  for  a  moment  think. 
That  we,  thy  children,  when  old  age  shall  shed 
Iti  blanching  honcns  on  thy  weary  head. 

Could  from  our  best  of  duties  ever  shrink  f 

Sooner  the  sun  from  his  high  sphere  should  sink 
Than  we,  ungrateful,  leave  thee  in  that  day. 
To  pine  in  sohtode  thy  life  away. 

Or  shun  thee,  tottering  on  the  grave's  cold  brink. 

Banish  the  thou^t ! — where'er  our  steps  may  roam. 
O'er  smiling  plains,  or  wastes  without  a  tree. 
Still  wiU  fbnd  memory  point  our  hearts  to  thee. 

And  paint  the  pleasures  of  thy  peaceful  home ; 

While  duty  bids  us  all  thy  grie&  assuage. 

And  smooth  the  pillow  of  thy  sinking  age. 

SONNET. 

Yis,  't  will  be  over  soon^ — ^This  sickly  dream 

Of  life  will  vanish  from  my  feveri^  brain ; 
And  death  my  wearied  spirit  will  redeem 

From  this  wild  region  of  unvaried  pain. 
Yon  brook  will  glide  as  soflly  as  before^ — 

Yon  landscape  smile« — ^yon  golden  harvest  growr^ 
Yon  sprightly  lark  on  mounting  wing  will  soar. 

When  Henry's  name  is  heard  no  mtae  below. 
I  sigh  when  all  my  youthful  friends  caress. 

They  laugh  in  health,  and  future  evils  brave ; 
Them  shall  a  wife  and  smiling  children  bless. 

While  I  am  mouldering  in  my  silent  grave. 
God  of  the  just!^ — ^Thon  ga  vest 'the  bitter  cup; 
I  bow  to  thy  behest,  and  drink  it  up. 

SONNET. 
TO  CONSUMPTION. 

Gkntlt,  most  gently,  on  thy  vi^m's  head. 
Consumption,  lay  thine 


thy  vi^m  s 
''Ti-il  mk* 
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Iik0  the  expiring  lamp,  oiween,  away, 
And  aoAly  go  to  alamber  with  the  dead. 
And  if  'tis  true,  what  holy  men  have  said, 

That  ttraint  angelic  oft  foretell  the  day 

Of  death  to  those  good  men  who  fall  ihy  prey, 
O  let  the  atirial  music  round  my  bed. 
Dissolving  sad  in  dying  symphony, 

Whisper  the  solemn  warning  in  mine  ear ! 
That  I  may  bid  my  weeping  friends  good  bye 

Ere  I  depart  upon  my  journey  drear : 
And,  smiling  fiiintly  on  the  painful  past, 
Coooypose  my  decent  head,  and  breathe  my  last 


SONNET. 
imAifiLaTXO  feom  the  FaxNCH  of  m.  dkbbakreaux. 

Tht  judgments,  Lord,  are  just :  thou  lovest  to  wear 

The  face  of  pity  and  of  love  divine ; 
But  mine  b  guilt — thou  must  not,  canst  not,  spare, 

While  heaven  is  true  and  equity  is  thine. 
Tes,  oh  my  God ! — such  crimes  as  mine,  so  dread. 

Leave  but  the  chcMce  of  punishment  to  Uiee ; 
Thy  interest  calls  for  judgment  on  my  head. 

And  even  thy  mercy  dares  not  plead  for  me ! 
Thy  will  be  d<me— since  't  is  thy  glory's  due. 

Did  from  mine  eyes  the  endless  torrents  flow ; 
Smite— it  is  time — though  endless  death  ensue, 

I  bless  the  avenging  hand  that  lays  me  low. 
But  oo  what  spot  shall  fall  thine  anger's  flood, 
That  has  not  first  been  drench'd  in  Christ's  atoning 
blood. 


TO  A  FRIEND  IN  DISTRESS. 

Who,  when  the  Author  retuoned  voiih  him  calmltft  (uked 
**  if  he  did  not  fed  for  him  r 

** Do  IfuAfedV*  The  doubt  is  keen  as  steel. 

Tea,  I  do  feel — most  exquisitely  feel ; 

My  heart  can  weep,  when  from  my  downcast  eye 

I  chase  the  tear,  and  stero  the  rising  sigh : 

Deep-buried  Uiere  I  close  the  rankling  dart, 

And  smile  the  roost  when  heaviest  is  my  heart 

On  this  I  act,  whatever  pangs  surround, 

'Tts  magnanimiiy  to  hide  the  wound  ! 

When  all  was  new,  and  life  was  in  its  spring, 

I  lived  an  unloved  solitary  thing  ; 

Even  Uien  I  learnt  to  bury  deep  from  day. 

The  piercing  cares  that  wore  my  youth  away : 

Even  then  I  learnt  for  others'  cares  to  feel : 

Even  then  I  wept  I  had  not  power  to  heal : 

Even  then,  deep-sounding  through  the  nightly  gloom, 

I  heard   the  wrelched's  groan,  and   moum'd   the 

wretched  *s  doom. 
Who  were  my  friends  in  youth  ? — ^Tlie  midnight  fire^- 
The  silent  roocmbeam,  or  the  starry  choir ; 
To  these  I  'plain'd.  or  tum'd  from  outer  sight 
To  bless  my  lonely  taper's  friendly  light ; 
I  never  yet  could  ask,  howe'er  forlorn, 
For  vulgar  pity  mixt  with  vulgar  scorn ; 
The  sacred  source  of  woe  I  never  ope. 
My  breast 's  my  coffer,  and  my  God  '■  my  hope. 
But  that  1  do  feel,  Time,  my  friend,  will  show, 
Though  the  cold  crowd  the  secret  never  know ; 
With  them  I  laughs-yet  when  no  eye  can  »«e, 
/  weep  for  mtu|^E||d  I  weep  for  thee. 


Tes,  Ifaon  didst  wroog  me,  *  *  * ;  I  fcodly  tfaop^ 
In  thee  Fd  found  the  friend  my  heart  had  soaght! 
I  fondly  thought  that  thou  oooldst  pierce  the  gasi, 
And  rMd  the  truth  that  in  my  bosom  lies ; 
I  fondly  thought  ere  Time's  last  days  were  gone. 
Thy  heart  and  mine  had  mingled  into  one ! 
Tes,^ — and  they  yet  will  mingle.   Days  and  yean 
Will  fly,  and  leave  us  partnen  in  our  teais : 
We  then  shall  feel  that  friendahip  has  a  power 
To  soothe  affliction  in  her  darkest  boor ; 
Time's  trial  o'er,  shall  clasp  each  other's  hand. 
And  wait  the  passport  to  a  better  land. 

Thine, 

H.K.  Whiti. 
Hstf^psst  ElsTsa  o'Ckick  at  Night 


CHRISTMAS-DAT,  1804 

Tkt  once  more,  and  once  mora,  awake,  my  Haip.' 
From  silence  and  neglect— one  lofty  strain, 
Lofty,  yet  wilder  than  the  winds  of  Heaven, 
And  speaking  mysteries  more  than  woidi  caa  lA 
I  ask  of  thee ;  fbr  I,  with  hymnings  high. 
Would  join  the  dirge  of  the  departii^  year. 

Tet  with  no  wintry  garland  from  the  woodi^ 
Wrought  of  the  leafless  branch  of  ivy  sear. 
Wreathe  I  thy  tresses,  dark  December!  now; 
Me  hi^er  quarrel  calls,  with  loudest  soo^ 
And  fearful  joy,  to  celebrate  the  day 
Of  the  Redeemer. — Near  two  thonaind  suns 
Have  set  their  seals  upon  the  rolling  lapse 
Of  generations,  since  the  day-apiing  fint 
Beam'd  fiom  on  high ! — Now  to  the  mighty  tarn 
Of  that  increasing  aggregate,  we  add 
One  unit  more.  Space,  in  comparison 
How  small,  yet  mark'd  with  how  much  nnsay ! 
Wars,  &mines,  and  the  fury.  Pestilence, 
Over  the  nations  hanging  her  dread  sconrgs ; 
The  oppressed  too,  in  silent  bitterness. 
Weeping  their  sufl^rance ;  and  the  arm  of  wnv^ 
Forcing  the  scanty  portion,  from  the  weak. 
And  steeping  the  lone  widow's  couch  with  tsiia 
So  has  the  year  been  character'd  with  wee 
In  Christian  land, and  mark'd  with  wrongs  and  cmMk 
Tet  'twas  not  thus  He  taught — not  thus  He  lived. 
Whose  birth  we  this  day  celebrate  with  praver 
And  much  thanksgiving. — He,  a  man  of  woes. 
Went  on  the  way  appointed, — path,  tfaoogh  rads^ 
Tet  borne  with  patience  still : — ^He  came  to  chscr 
Tlie  broken-hearted,  to  raise  up  the  sick. 
And  on  the  wandering  and  benighted  mind 
To  pour  the  light  of  trutlL — O  task  divine ! 
O  more  than  angel  teacher !  He  had  words 
To  soothe  the  bariung  waves,  and  hudi  die  wiodi; 
And  when  the  soul  was  toss'd  in  troubled  sess, 
Wrapt  in  thick  darkness  and  the  howling  sKma, 
He,  pointing  to  the  star  of  peace  on  high, 
Arm'd  it  with  holy  fbrtitude,  and  bade  it  smile 

At  the  surrounding  wrecks 

When  with  deep  agony  his  heart  was  rack'd. 
Not  fbr  himself  Uie  tear-drop  dew'd  his  cheek. 
For  them  He  wept  for  them  to  Heavmi  He  pfsyU 
His  persecutors — "  Father,  pardon  them. 
They  know  not  what  they  do." 

AMabofbflaTm 
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)  beheld  Him  fiunting  on  the 

1  him  homage,  ny.  may  mortal  join 

ileliyeha  of  the  risen  God  ? 

e  fiiint  voice  and  groTelling  aoog  be  heard 

lie  seraphim  in  light  divine  7 

B  will  deign,  the  Prince  of  Peace  will  deign, 

rcy,  to  accept  the  hymn  of  faith, 

ough  it  be  and  humble. — Lord  of  life ! 

irist,  the  Comforter,  thine  advent  now 

y  uprisinj[  loul.   I  mount,  1  fly 

r  the  skies,  beyond  the  rolling  orbs ; 

mds  of  flesh  dissolve,  and  earth  recedes, 

ire,  and  pain,  and  sorrow,  are  no  more. 


NELSONI  MOR& 

ice  again,  my  Harp !  yet  once  again, 

tty  more,  and  on  the  mountain^ish 

fegain  suspend  thee.  I  have  felt 

arm  tear  frequent  on  my  cheek,  since  last, 

ntide,  when  all  the  winds  were  hush'd, 

!  to  thee  the  melancholy  song. 

hen  with  T^ought/vlnas^  a  maid  severe, 

umey'd,  and  have  leam'd  to  shape  the  freaks 

ic  fiuicy  to  the  line  of  truth ; 

irepining,  for  my  froward  heart 

ims  to  thee,  mine  Harp,  and  to  the  flow 

log-gales  past — the  woods  and  storied  hannti 

DOC  soogless  boyhood. — ^Yet  once  more, 
irless,  I  will  wake  thy  tremulous  tones, 
ig-neglected  Harp. — He  must  not  sink ; 
lod,  the  hnve — he  must  not,  shall  not  mnk 
jt  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear, 
h  from  the  Muse's  chalice  I  may  pour 
icious  dews  of  Aganippe's  well, 
italy^ — though  from  the  morning  dood 

DO  hues  to  scatter  on  his  hearse : 
iU  I  wreathe  a  garland  for  his  brows, 
iple  flowers,  such  as  the  hedge-rows  scent 
tain,  my  loved  coontry ;  and  with  tears 
ik)qiient,  yet  silent,  I  wm  bathe 
ooor'd  OQise,  my  NeUon^  tears  as  warm 
mui  as  the  ebbing  blood  that  flow'd 
om  thy  htmett  heart — ^Thou,  Pity,  too, 
r  I  have  loved,  with  fiiltering  step, 
low  diee  in  the  cold  and  starless  night, 

I  top-crag  of  some  rain-beaten  cliflT; 

I I  heard  the  deep  gun  bursting  loud 
the  pauses  of  the  storm,  have  pour'd 
ttrains,  and  mournful,  to  the  hurrying  winds, 
jring  soul's  viaticum ;  if  ofl 

the  carnage  of  the  field  I  've  sate 

iiee  upon  the  moonlight  throne,  and  sung 

Mr  the  &inting  soldier's  dying  soul, 

nercy  and  forgiveness — ^visitant 

iven— ait  thou  upon  my  harp, 

ive  it  feeling,  which  were  else  too  cold 

lament  so  great,  for  theme  so  hi(^ 

iimly  on  that  mom  the  sun  arose, 
lieft  in  mists,  and  tearful. 


PSALM  xxn. 

sd,  af  God,  oh,  why  dost  thou  forsake 
f  aft  tlioa  diituit  in  the  hour  of  fear  f 


To  thee,  my  wonted  help,  I  still  betake  me. 
To  thee  I  clamor,  but  thou  dost  not  hear. 

The  beam  of  morning  witnesses  my  sighing. 
The  lonely  ni^trbour  views  me  weep  in  vain. 

Yet  thou  art  holy,  and,  on  thee  relying. 
Our  fethers  were  released  from  grief  and  pain. 

To  thee  they  cried,  and  thou  didst  hear  their  wailing, 
On  Uiee  they  trusted,  and  Uieir  trust  was  sure ; 

But  I,  poor,  lost,  and  wretched  son  of  felling, 
I,  without  hope,  must  scorn  and  hate  endure. 

Me  they  revile ;  with  many  iUs  molested. 
They  bid  me  seek  of  thee,  O  Lord,  redress : 

On  God,  they  say,  his  hope  and  trust  he  rested. 
Let  God  relieve  him  in  his  deep  distress. 

To  me.  Almighty !  in  thy  mercy  shining. 

Life's  dark  and  dangerous  portals  thou  didst  ope ; 

And  softly  on  my  mother's  lap  reclining, 
Breathed  through  my  breast  the  lively  soul  of  hope. 

Even  from  the  womb,  thou  art  my  God,  my  Father! 

Aid  me,  now  trouble  weighs  me  to  the  ground : 
Me  heavy  ills  have  vrom,  and,  feint  and  feeble. 

The  bulls  of  Bashan  have  beset  me  round. 

My  heart  is  melted  and  my  soul  is  weary, 
Tlie  wicked  ones  have  pierced  my  hands  and  feet! 

Lord,  let  thy  influence  cheer  my  bowm  dreary: 
My  help!  my  strength!  let  me  thy  presence  greet 

Save  me  I  oh,  save  me !  from  the  sword  dividing, 
Give  me  my  darling  from  the  jaws  of  death! 

Thee  will  I  praise,  and,  in  thy  name  confiding, 
Proclaim  thy  mercies  with  my  latest  breath. 


HTMN  L 

TuJE  Lord  our  God  is  full  of  might, 

The  winds  obey  his  will : 
He  speaks,  and  in  his  heavenly  height 

The  rolling  sun  stands  stilL 

Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o*er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar! 

He  Lord  uplifb  his  awful  hand, 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

Howl,  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine! 

Without  his  high  behest, 
Te  shall  not  in  the  mountam  pine 

Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest 

His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar. 

In  the  distant  peal  it  dies ; 
He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  his  ear. 

And  sweeps  the  howling  skiea. 

Ye  natfons,  bend, — in  reverence  bend ; 

Ye  monarchs,  wait  his  nod ; 
And  bid  the  cbonU  song  mtmd. 
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HyBoi  n. 

Tax  Lord  oar  God  m  Lord  of  all 

Uitstatiao  who  canfindf 
1  hoar  him  in  Ibe  wsteiftU! 

I  bear  him  in  the  wind ! 

If  in  the  glooB  of  night  I  duond. 

Hie  free  I  cannot  fljr ; 
I  Me  him  in  the  evening  eloiid. 

And  in  the  anming  ikj. 

He  Urea,  hei  reigne  in  e¥«iy  land. 

From  winter'e  polar  mowa 
To  where,  acroai  the  burning  and, 

Tlie  UMting  meteor  i^wa! 

He  milea,  we  live;  he  frowne,  we  die; 

We  hang  npon  his  word : — 
He  reaia  hie  red  right  arm  on  bif^ 

And  min  barea  tbe  iword. 

He  bide  hie  Maeta  the  fielde  defivm— 
Then  when  bia  thanden  oeaae, 

Site  like  an  angel  'mid  the  alonn. 
And  amilee  the  winda  to  peace  I 


HYMN  III. 

Theouob  sorrow's  night,  and  danger's  path, 

Amid  the  deepening  gloom. 
We,  soldiers  of  an  injured  King, 

Are  marching  to  the  tomb. 

There,  when  the  turmoil  is  no  more, 

And  all  our  powers  decay, 
Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 

Shall  sleep  the  years  away. 

Our  labors  done,  securely  laid 

In  this  our  last  retreat. 
Unheeded,  o'er  our  silent  dust 

The  storms  of  life  shall  beat. 


Yet  not  thua  lifeless,  thus  inane, 

The  vital  spark  shall  lie. 
For  o'er  life's  wreck  that  spark  shall 

To  see  its  kindred  sky. 

These  ashes  too,  this  little  dust. 
Our  Father's  care  shall  keep, 

Till  the  last  angel  rise,  and  break 
Hie  long  and  dreary  aleep^ 

Hien  love'a  soft  dew  o'er  every  eye 
Shall  shed  its  mildeat  rays. 

And  the  long-silent  dust  shall  burat 
With  shouts  of  endlem  praiae. 


HYBfN  IV. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Much  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe. 
Onward,  Christiana,  onward  go. 
Fight  the  fight,  and  worn  with  strife. 
8teep  witli.,tcuathA  bravlor  life. 


Onwaid, 
Join  the 
Faiatnot! 
Dmiy  ia  the  hng 


Shrink  not,  Cliriaiina;  will  ye  yi 

Win  ye  qmt  die  peinfid  liald  ? 

*        •         •         * 


Join  every 
One  ■"!«■■■»» 
Okie  final 


hyaan  to  God 
aong  of  gimteliil 


But  there  iayet  a 
And  there,  releeaed 
Bketbren,  we  abaU 


loU 


Now  to  God,  tbe  Three  in  Ote. 
Be  eternal  ^flxy  done ; 
Raiae,  ye  aainta,  the  aound  ^ain 
Te  naliona,  join  die  loud 


HYMN. 


laHsafaawashslbs 


■DWtofaSI 

of  tin  Own. 


AwAKK,  aweet  harp  of  Jiideh!  wab 
Retnne  thy  stiinga  for  Jceua'  sake; 
We  sing  the  Savior  of  our  race. 
The  Lamb,  our  shield,  and  hidii^-p2i 

When  God  a  right  arm  is  baivd  fer  v 
And  thunders  clotbe  hia  cloudy  car. 
Where,  where,  oh  where,  shali 
To  eacape  the  honora  of  his  in  I 

"Tis  be,  the  Lamb,  to  him  we  fly. 
While  the  dread  tempest  peases  by; 
God  sees  bis  WeU4ieloved's  free. 
And  spares  us  in  our  hiding-plaee 

Thus  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  asi 
The  Lamb  ia  our  imfeiij*^  acrecn; 
To  him,  though  guilty,  etall  we  ran. 
And  God  still  spares  ua  for  hv  Son. 

While  yet  we  aojonm  here  befcm. 
PoUotiona  still  our  hearts  o'erifaw ; 
Fallen,  abject,  mean— a  aentenced  n 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding-place- 
Yet  oounge— daya  and  yeaia  vriU  gi 
And  we  Shan  ky  these  dodsMsde; 
Shall  be  baptised  in  Jofdan'a  fluod. 
And  warii'din 


Then  pore^  immortal,  ainleaa,  fieed. 
We  throqgh  the  Lamb  aimll  be 
Shall  meet  the  Father  free  to 
And  need  no  more  a 
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A  HYMN 

FOR  FABflLT  W0E8HIP. 

O  Lord!  anotfaer  day  it  flown. 
And  we,  a  lonely  band. 

Are  met  once  more  before  thy  throne, 
To  blen  thy  fostering  hiuid. 


And  wUt  IVm  bend  a 

To  praiaei  low  as  oun? 
Thou  wilt!  for  Tboa  dost  love  to  hear 

The  song  which  meeknea  poors. 

And,  JesoB,  diou  thy  smiles  wilt  deign. 

As  we  before  thee  pray ; 
For  diou  didst  Mess  the  infont  train. 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

O  let  thy  grace  perform  its  part. 

And  let  contention  cease ; 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Hiine  everlasting  peace ! 

Thus  chMtenM,  cleansed,  entirely  thine, 

A  flock  by  Jesus  led ; 
The  son  of  holiness  shaU  shine. 

In  glory,  on  our  head. 

And  thou  wilt  torn  our  wandering  foet. 
And  Ihou  wilt  bless  our  way; 

Till  worlds  shall  ftde,  and  fidth  shall  greet 
Tlie  dawn  of  lasting  day. 


THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

Wben  marriiaU'd  on  the  nightly  plain. 
The  glittering  host  bestiid  the  sky ; 

One  altf  alone,  of  all  the  train. 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  9f» 

Bttfc!  haik!  to  God  the  choms  bnaka, 
From  aveiy  host,  from  every  gea: 

Bnt  one  ak»e  the  Savior  speaks. 
It  b  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 


Okiee  on  the  figing  eeaa  I  rode. 

The  sloim  was  kmd— the  night  waa  dnk, 
ne  oeean  yawn'd    and  rudely  Uow*d 

The  wfaid  that  toss'd  my  ftnnteing  bark. 

Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  fiose, 

Deadi-stmck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  item ; 

Wlwn  aoddanly  a  star  arose^ — 
It  WM  the  star  of  Betfileheoi. 


A  HYMN. 

O  Loan !  my  God,  in  mercy  turn. 
In  mercy  hear  a  sinner  mourn! 
To  thee  I  call,  to  thee  I  cry, 

0  leave  me,  leave  me  not  to  die ! 

1  strove  against  tfiee,  Lord,  I  know, 

I  spum*d  thy  grace,  I  moek'd  diy  law,* 
The  hoar  is  peat — the  day's  gone  by. 
And  I  am  left  alone  to  die. 

O  pleasures  past !  what  are  ye  now 
But  thonis  about  my  bleeding  browf 
Sceptres  that  hover  roand  my  brain. 
And  aggravate  and  mock  my  pain. 

For  pleasure  I  have  given  my  soul : 
Now,  Justice,  let  thy  thunders  roll ! 
Now,  Vengeance !  smile— and  with  a  blow. 
Lay  the  rebellious  ingrate  low. 

Yet  Jesus,  Jesus !  there  I'll  ding, 
111  crowd  beneath  his  shdteni^  wing; 
I'll  clasp  the  crooi,  and,  holding  there, 
Even  me,  oh  bliss !  his  wrath  may  spare. 


MELODY 

miEETED  »  ▲  CX>LXB0T10If  OF  8BLBC1BD  ANDOIIOW- 
AL  SONOS,  rUBLISHKD  IT  THE  KKV.  J.  PUJHPTEB,  OF 
CLAUB-BALU  CAMBRIDGK. 

Yis,  once  more  that  dying  strain, 
Anna,  touch  thy  lute  for  me ; 

Sweet,  when  Pity's  tones  complain, 
Doubly  sweet  is  melody. 

While  the  Virtues  thus  enweave 
Mildly  soft  the  thrilling  song. 

Winter's  long  and  lonesome  eve 
Glides  unfelt,  unseen,  along. 

Thus  when  lifo  hath  stolen  away, 
And  the  wintry  night  is  near. 

Thus  shall  Virtue's  ftiendly  ray     . 
Age's  closing  evening  cheer. 


BQNG^BY  WALLER 


Ik -viw  By  guide,  my  h^t,  my  aU, 

It  bade  my  dark  forebodmgs 
And  fluooi^  the  storm  and  dangera*  thrall, 

II  led  me  to  the  port  of  peaee. 

Boiw  siftly  moored— my  perils  o^er, 
in  siog,  flrst  in  mi^bVu  diadem, 

Wof  #ver  and  for  evermore 

The  Star  S— The  Star  of  BetUehom ! 

SQ3 


A  Lady  of  Csmbridffe  lent  Wdler*t  Posom  to  Um  antbor,  sad 
wiMB  ks  Tttnrasd  tfMnn  to  bar,  ike  AnoTind  sa  sdAdooal 
writtao  by  bte  attkaboCtonof  thsBiafkaraoopiad. 


Go,  lovely  Rose ! 
Tell  her,  that  wastes  her  time  and  ma. 

That  now  she  knows. 
When  I  resemble  her  to  theei 
How  sweet  and  foir  she  aeena  to  be. 


Tell  her  that's  young. 
And  diuns  to  have  her  graces  spied. 

That  hadst  thoa  aprung 
In  deserts,  where  no  men 
llwa  mnfli  Vvra 
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Sknllit  the  woidi 
Of  beauty  from  the  light  retired ; 

Bid  her  oome  Ibith, 
Sofier  henelf  tobede^rtd. 
And  HOC  blnh  lo  to  be  admiied. 

llien  die,  that  ihe 
The  ^*""'"«"  fitte  of  all  thingi  laie 

Blajr  read  in  thee; 
How  niall  a  part  in  time  they  akeie^ 
Tliat  are  to  woodnwe  eweet  and 


[Tet,  though  thou  fiide, 
From  thy  dead  leaves  let  ingranoe  riie; 

And  teach  the  Maid 
That  Goodnesi  Time**  rude  hand  defiee, 
Tliat  Virtue  lives  when  Beauty  diea] 

H.  K.  Whitb. 


I  AM  PLEASED,  AND  TET  I'M  SAD." 

When  twilight  steals  along  the  ground, 
And  all  the  bells  are  ringing  round. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  imd  five, 
I  at  my  stndy-window  dt. 
And,  rapt  in  many  a  musing  fit, 

To  Uiss  am  all  alive. 

But  though  impressions  calm  and  sweet 
Thrill  round  my  heart  a  htAy  heat. 

And  I  am  inly  glad. 
The  tear-drop  stands  in  eidi^  eye. 
And  yet  I  cannot  tell  thee  why, 

I  am  pleased,  and  jret  I  *m  sad. 

The  silvery  rack  that  flies  away 
like  mortal  life  or  {Measure's  ray. 

Does  that  dnturb  my  breast  f 
Nay,  what  have  I,  a  studious  man. 
To  do  with  life's  unstable  plan, 

Ot  pleasure's  &ding  vest  f 

Is  it  that  here  I  must  not  stop. 
But  o'er  yoa  blue  hill's  woody  top, 

Most  bend  my  loi^ly  way  f 
No,  surely  no !  for  give  but  me 
My  own  fire-side,  and  I  shall  be 

At  hcHne  where'er  I  stray. 

Then  is  it  that  jtoq  steeple  there. 
With  music  sweet  shall  fill  the  air, 

When  thou  no  more  canst  hear  f 
Oh,  no !  oh,  no !  for  then  fiirgivai 
I  shall  be  with  my  God  in  Heaven, 

Released  from  eveiy  fear. 

Then  whence  it  is  I  cannot  tell. 
But  there  is  lome  mj^terious  spell 

'HuA  holds  me  when  I  'm  glad ; 
And  so  the  tear-drop  fills  my  eye. 
When  yet  in  truth  I  know  not  why. 

Or  wherefi>re,  I  am  sad. 


SOLITUDE. 

Iris  not  that  my  lot  is  low, 
TImS  bids  the  alent  tear  to  flow  -, 


It  is  not  grief  thtt  1Mb  iM 
It  is  that  I  am  aU  ■looe. 

In  woods  and  giena  I  lof«  to 
When  the  tired  h«lfer  fail 
Or  by  the  woodknd*a  pool  to 
When  pale  the  star  looks  on 


Tet  when  the  silent  evening 
With  hallow'd  ain  and  symphonMiv 
My  spirit  takes  anoliier 
And  sigln  that  it  is  an 


Tlie  autumn  leaf 

It  floats  upon  the  waters  bed ; 

I  would  not  be  a  leal^  to  die 

Without  «i-««li«-r  MMk.*.  ,i^  I 


Tlie  woods  and 
TdlaUthe 
I've  none  to  smile 
And  when  I  sigh  to 


with 
tale; 

withaa. 


Yet  in  my  dreama  a  Ann  I 
That  thiidcs  on  me,  and  Ion 
I  start,  and  when  tbe  visaon 
I  weep  that  I  am  ail  alone. 


Ir  &r  from  me  the  Fatea 
Domestic  peace,  oonnabiai  lova^ 
lie  prattUng ring,  then 
Afi^tion's  voice,  aflectioo's  tear. 
Ye  sterner  powers,  that  hind  the 
To  me  your  iron  aid  impart ! 

0  teach  me,  whm  the  nights  are  duD. 
And  my  fire-aide  is  lone  and  siiil ; 
When  to  the  blaae  that  crackles  near, 

1  turn  a  tired  and  pensive  ear. 

And  Nature  ocmquering  bids  me  ngk 
For  Love's  soft  accents  whispering  nfk 

0  teach  me,  on  that  heavenly  road 
That  leads  to  Truth's  occult  abode. 
To  wr^  my  soul  in  dreams  divine, 
"nil  earth  snd  care  no  more  be  mina 
Let  blest  Philosophy  impart 

Her  soothing  measures  to  my  heart ; 
And  while  with  PLalo's  ravbh'd  ean 

1  list  the  music  of  the  spheres. 
Or  on  the  mystic  symbols  pore. 
That  hide  the  Chald's  snUUmer  kre. 
I  diall  not  brood  on  sunmien  gone. 
Nor  think  that  I  am  all  alone. 


Fannt  !  upon  thy  breast  I  may  not  lie ! 

Fanny,  thou  dost  not  hear  me  when  I  spa 
Where  art  thou,  love  f — Around  I  turn  b^  e 

And  as  I  turn,  the  tear  is  on  my  <^ieek. 
Was  it  a  dream  ?  ot  did  my  love  bdiold 

Indeed  my  lonely  couch  I — ^Methought  the 
Fann'd  not  her  bloodless  lip ;  her  ey«  wm  co 

And  hollow,  and  the  livery  of  death 
Invested  her  pale  Ibrehead — Sainted  mmiA  * 

My  thoughti  oft  rest  with  thee  in  thy  ceU 

Throu|^  the  long  wintiy  night,  when  wl 
wave 
\VUs^^dBA^aa^\«NM^«^T^^f(  ^jQor  hew)  ii 
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T<0C  huah !  my  finid  heart,  hush !  there  it  a  diore 
Of  better  promise ;  and  I  know,  at  last. 
When  the  long  sabbath  of  the  tomb  is  past, 

W(ft  two  shall  meet  in  Christ — to  part  no  more. 


FRAGAIENTS. 


FrafOBeoli  sre  the  author*!  latMt  oompodtioas ;  and 
f^  the  moM  part,  written  opon  the  back  of  his  matha- 
papers,  doriof  die  few  momenta  of  the  last  year  of  his 
ia  which  he  Miftred  himself  to  foHow  the  impabs  of  his 


I. 

84W'iT  thou  that  light?  ezdaim'd  the  youth,  and 

paused: 
TluKNigh  yon  dark  firs  it  glanced,  and  on  the  stream 
Tbat  skirts  the  woods  it  for  a  moment  plasr'd. 
Afain*  more  light  it  gleam'd,r— or  does  some  sprite 
Oriode  mine  eyes  with  shapes  of  wood  and  streams, 
And  lamp  fitr-beaming  through  the  thicket's  gloom, 
Ai  from  some  bosom'd  cabin,  where  the  voice 
or  rarelty,  of  thrifty  watchfulness, 
bapa  in  the  lights  at  this  imwonted  hour  f 
No  sprite  deludes  mine  eyes, — the  beam  now  glows 
Kflth  steady  lustre.  Can  it  be  the  moon, 
^Thob  hidden  long  by  the  invidious  vefl 
n^t  Uoti  the  Heavens,  now  sete  behind  the  woods? 
Id  moon  to-night  has  look'd  upon  the  sea 
If  oloudi  beneath  her,  answer'd  Rudiger, 
hm  baa  been  sleeping  with  Endymion. 


11. 
The  pious  man 
a  d&is  bad  world,  when  mists  and  oouchant  storms 
Bd«  Heaven's  fine  circlet,  springs  aloft  in  &ith 
Jkito  the  ckmds  that  threat  him,  to  the  fields 
IT  •ther,  where  the  day  is  never  veil'd 
Vilh  intervening  vapors ;  and  looks  down 
hnwie  apon  the  troublous  sea,  that  hides 
%•  earth's  fair  breast,  that  sea  whose  nether  fitce 
fe  grovelling  mortals  frowns  and  darkens  all ; 
lot  oo  whose  billowy  back,  from  man  oonceal'd, 
rho  glaring  simbeams  play. 


m. 

oo  the  eastern  summit,  clad  in  grey, 

like  a  horseman  girt  for  travel,  comes. 
And  from  his  tower  of  mist. 
Night's  watchman  hurries  down. 


IV. 
Tens  was  a  little  bird  upon  that  pile ; 
It  pereh'd  upon  a  ruin'd  pinnacle. 
And  made  sweet  melody. 
The  song  was  sofV,  yet  cheerful,  and  moat  clear. 
For  other  note  none  swell'd  the  air  but  his. 
It  aeem'd  as  if  the  little  chorister, 
Sole  tenant  of  the  melancholy  pile, 
Were  a  lone  hermit,  outcast  from  his  kind. 
Tot  withal  cheerful. — I  have  heard  the  note 
Kchning  so  lonely  o'er  the  aisle  fforlom, 
Mtich  musing — 


V. 

0  PALE  art  thou,  my  lamp,  and  fiunt 
Thy  melancholy  ray : 

When  the  still  night's  imclouded  saint 
Is  walking  on  her  way. 
Through  my  lattice  leaf^mbower'd. 
Fair  she  sheds  her  shadowy  beam, 
And  o'er  my  silent  sacred  room. 
Casts  a  chequer'd  twilight  gloom ; 
I  throw  aside  the  learned  sheet, 

1  cannot  dioose  but  gaze,  she  looks  so  mildly 

Sad  vestal,  why  art  thou  so  fair. 
Or  why  am  I  so  frail  f 

Methinks  thou  lookest  kindly  on  me.  Moon, 

And  cheerest  my  lone  hours  with  sweet  regards! 
Surely  like  me  thou'rt  sad,  but  dost  not  speak 
Thy  sadness  to  the  cold  imheeding  crowd ; 
So  mournfully  composed,  o'er  yonder  cloud 
Thou  shinest,  like  a  cresset,  beaming  far, 
From  the  rude  watch-tower,  o'er  the  Atlantic  wave. 


VI. 

O  orvi  me  music — for  my  soul  doth  fiunt; 

I  am  sick  of  noise  and  care,  and  now  mine  ear 
Longs  for  some  air  of  peace,  some  dying  plaint. 

That  may  the  spirit  from  its  cell  imsphiBre. 

Hark  how  it  fitlls !  and  now  it  steals  akmg. 
Like  distant  bells  up(m  the  lake  at  eve, 

When  all  is  still ;  and  now  it  grows  more  strong. 
As  when  the  choral  train  their  dirges  weave. 

Mellow  and  many-voiced ;  where  every  doae, 

O'er  the  old  minster  rooC  in  echoing  waves  reflowa 

O !  I  am  rapt  aloft   My  spirit  soars 

Beyond  the  skies,  and  leaves  the  stars  behind. 
Lo !  angels  lead  me  to  the  hapf^  shorea. 

And  floating  pssans  fill  the  buoyant  wind. 
Farewell !  base  earth,  &rewell !  my  soul  is  fraad. 
Far  from  its  clayey  cell  it  springs — 


VU. 

Ah  !  who  can  say,  however  fiur  his  view, 
Through  what  sad  scoies  his  path  may  lie ! 
Ah !  who  can  give  to  others'  woes  his  sigh, 

Secure  his  own  vrill  never  need  it  too  ? 

Let  thoughtless  youth  its  seeming  joys  pomie. 
Soon  will  they  learn  to  scan  with  thoughtful  ayo 
The  illusive  past,  and  dark  futurity : 

Soon  vrill  they  know^ — 


VIII. 

And  must  thou  go,  and  must  we  partf 
Yes,  &te  decrees,  and  I  submit ; 

The  pang  that  rends  in  twain  my  heart. 
Oh,  Fanny,  dost  thou  share  in  it  f 

Thy  sex  is  fickle, — when  avray. 

Some  happier  youth  may  win.  <hs^ 
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IX. 
SONNET. 

Whin  I  at  mining  on  ^b»  cheqnerM  part, 
(A  term  much  darken*d  with  unthnely  woea). 
My  thoughts  revert  to  her,  for  ^inm  still  ihvn 
The  tear,  though  half  diaown'd ; — and  binding  fiat 
Pride's  stubborn  cheat  to  my  few  jrieUing  beaft» 
I  say  to  her,  she  robb*d  me  of  my  rast. 
When  that  was  all  my  wealths — "T  is  tme  my  breast 
ReeeiTed  ilrom  her  this  weaiying.  lingering  smart, 
Tet,  ah !  I  cannot  bid  her  form  depart ; 
Though  wroog'd,  I  love  her — yet  in  anger  love, 
For  she  was  most  unworthy ^ — ^Then  I  prove 
Vindictive  joy ;  and  on  my  stem  front  gleams, 
Tliraned  in  dark  clouds,  infleiible     *    ^    * 
The  native  pride  of  my  much<4njured  heart 


When  high  romance  o*er  every  wood  and  stream 

Dark  lustre  shed,  my  in&nt  mind  to  fire. 
Spell-struck,  and  fill'd  with  many  a  wxuidering  dream. 

First  in  the  groves  I  woke  the  pensive  lyre. 
All  there  was  mystery  then,  the  gust  that  woke 

The  midnight  echo  i^ith  a  spirit's  dirge. 
And  unseen  fairies  would  the  nHwn  invoke. 

To  their  light  morrice  by  the  restless  surge. 
Now  to  my  sobered  thought  with  life's  fiklse  smiles. 

Too  much    *    * 
The  vagrant  Fancy  spreads  no  more  her  voiles. 

And  dark  forebodings  now  my  bosom  fill. 


XI. 

Hush'd  is  the  lyre — the  hand  that  swept 

The  low  and  pennive  wires. 

Robb'd  of  its  cunning,  from  the  task  retires. 
Yes — it  IB  still — the  iyro  is  still ; 

The  spirit  which  its  slumbers  broke 

Hath  poss'd  away. — and  that  weak  hand  that  woke 
Its  forest  melodies  hath  lost  its  skill. 

Tet  I  would  press  you  to  my  lips  once  more. 
Ye  wild,  ye  withering  flowers  of  }x>c8y  ; 

Ye'  •.••'^:'!  1  I  drink  r'lC  fraimnro  uhich  ye  pour. 
Mix'd  with  decaying  udors :  for  to  roe 

Ye  have  beguiled  the  hours  of  infiuicy, 
As  in  the  wood-paths  of  my  native — 
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OxcK  more,  and  yet  once  more, 

I  give  unto  my  harp  a  dark-woven  lay ; 
I  heard  tlie  waters  roar, 

I  heard  the  flood  of  ages  pass  away. 
O  thou  stfm  Fpirit  I  who  dost  dwell 

In  thine  eternal  cell  I 
Noting,  grev  rhroniilcr !  the  silent  years : 

I  saw  thee  rise. — I  saw  the  Kcroll  complete; 

Thou  spnkest,  and  at  thy  feel 
The  universe  gave  way. 


Gnnoi  of  mnsings !  wbo,  tbm  -«**"'gfc* 
Wasting  in  woods  or  hannmd  fimats  wild. 
Dost  ^Rnitdi  Orioo  in  hia  arctic  tosrar. 
Thy  dark  eye  fix*d  as  in  some  holy  tnoee; 
Or  whan  die  voUey'd  ligfatnings  cieftve  ifar  m, 
And  Rnin  gaunt  bestridea  the  winged  suns. 
SUtt'at  in  some  lonely  watch-tower,  when  %] 
Faint-btaang,  strikea  the  fiaher^a  eye  finm  ii; 
And,  'mid  the  howl  of  elementa,  unmoved 
Dost  ponder  on  the  awful  scene,  and  tnce 
The  vast  egeet  to  its  aopeiior  aonrcew— 
Spirit,  attend  my  lowljr  beniaoo ! 
For  now  I  strike  to  themes  of  nnport  U^ 
The  solitary  lyre ;  and,  bome  by  thee 
Above  this  narrow  cell.  1  celebrate 
The  mysteries  of  Time ! 

/nM  who.  angui. 
WoM  ere  these  worlds  were  &Bhion*d,— c»  Ar 
Sprang  from  the  east,  or  Luciier  display'd 
His  glowing  creaset  in  the  arch  <^  men. 
Or  Vesper  gilded  the  aerener  eye. 
Yea,  He  had  hfen  for  an  eternity ! 
Had  swept  imvarying  from  eternity 
The  harp  of  desolaticHi— ere  his  tones. 
At  God's  command,  assumed  a  milder  miffl. 
And  startled  on  his  watch,  in  the  vast  deep. 
Chaos,  his  sluggish  sentry,  and  evoked 
From  the  dark  void  the  smiling  uiuv< 


Chain'd  to  the  grovelling  frailties  of  the  flnL 
Mere  mortal  man,  unpurged  from  eanhW  (irm. 
Cannot  surxey,  with  fixM  and  steady  e>-e. 
The  dim  uncertain  gulf,  which  now  the  Mw. 
Adventurous,  would  explore  ; — but.  diizy  ziwi 
He  topples  down  the  ab^-ss. — If  he  v^vvid  icaa 
The  fearful  chasm,  and  catch  a  transient  gifflTS 
Of  its  unfathomable  depths,  that  so 
His  mind  may  turn  with  double  joy  to  God. 
His  only  certainty  and  resiting-plsce ; 
He  must  put  off  awhile  thii*  nntrir.!  ^c-sr. 
And  learn  to  follow,  without  giddinew. 
To  heights  i^-here  all  is  vision  and  sur|tfT<e, 
And  \-ague  conjecture — He  must  waste  by  cid 
The  studious  taper,  far  from  all  resort 
Of  crowds  and  folly,  in  some  slill  rv^treat : 
High  on  the  beetling  promontory's  crefi. 
Or  in  the  caves  of  the  vast  wildcrrteeit. 
Where. compass'd round  with  Natures wildc«i^ 
He  may  be  driven  to  centre  all  his  tbocghb 
In  the  great  Architect,  who  lives  ronfest 
In  rocks,  and  seas,  and  solitary  wastes. 

S()  has  di\ine  Philosophy,  uith  voice 
Mild  as  the  murmurs  of  the  monnlicht  wsre. 
T'utdr'd  the  heart  of  him,  who  tkiw  awake*. 
1'ouching  the  chords  of  solemn  minstrelsy. 
His  faint,  neglected  snng — intent  to  snatch 
Some  vagrant  blossom  fn>m  the  dangerous  Htftf 
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,  a  bloom  of  such  a  hue, 
as  may  not  unseemly  suit 

tith's  severer  brow  {  and  one  withal 
as  shall  brave  the  passing  wind 
winters^ — ^rearing  its  meek  head 

(less,  when  he  who  gather'd  it 

»r'd  with  the  generations  gone. 

0  me  hath  God's  good  providence 
idious  leisure,'  or  unbroken  thought, 
he  owns, — a  meditative  man, 

n  the  blush  of  mom  to  quiet  eve 
or  turns  the  page  of  wisdom  o'er, 
the  busy  crowd's  tumultuous  din : 
ise  and  wrangling  fiur,  and  undisturb'd 
rth's  unholy  shouts.  For  me  the  day 
iee  which  require  the  vigorous  hand 
ist  application,  but  which  leave 
improving  trace  upon  the  mind, 
le  day  another's ; — let  it  pass ! 
It's  my  own — ^They  cannot  steal  my  night! 
vening  lights  her  folding  star  on  high, 
d  breathe,  and  in  the  sacred  houn 
and  repose,  my  spirit  flies, 
he  morning,  o'er  the  realms  of  space, 
intB  the  skies,  and  imps  her  wing  ibr  heaven. 

>  I  love  the  sober-suited  maid ; 

ight's  my  friend,  my  mistress,  and  my  theme, 

shall  aid  me  now  to  magnify 

It  of  ages,— note  when  the  pale  ray 

ght  penetrates  the  studious  gloom, 

nay  window  seated,  while  mankind 

'd  in  sleep,  I  feel  the  freshening  breeze 

9S8  blow,  while,  in  her  saddest  stole, 

like  a  wakeful  vestal  at  her  shrine, 

her  wx>nted  sway. 

Behold  the  world 
d  her  tired  inhabitants  have  paused 
ubie  and  turmoil.  The  widow  now 
ed  to  weep,  and  her  twin-orphans  lie 

1  each  arm,  partakers  of  her  rest 
1  of  sorrow  has  forgot  his  woes ; 
«st  that  his  head  is  shelterless, 

s  unshared. — ^The  mother  tends  no  more 

{hter's  dying  slumbers,  but  surprised 

iviness.  and  sunk  upon  her  couch, 

>f  her  bridaU.   Even  the  hectic^  lull'd 

I's  lean  arm  to  rest,  in  visions  wrapt, 

g  with  Hope's  bland  wreath  his  shuddering 

urse, 

tim !  smiles. — Silence  and  deep  repose 

Br  the  nations:  and  the  warning  voice 

re  utters  audibly  within 

era!  moral ; — ^tells  us  that  repose, 

e  as  this,  but  of  far  longer  span, 

%  on  us— that  the  weary  crowds, 

N  enjoy  a  temporary  calm, 

in  taste  lasting  quiet,  wrapt  around 

ive^lothes ;  and  their  aching  restless  heads 

ing  in  holes  and  comers  unobserved 

last  tramp  shall  break  their  sullen  sleep. 

ids  a  teacher  to  admonish  him 

ih  is  graoi,  that  earthly  things  are  mist? 


Hm  aotlior  was  thsn  in  an  sttonwr't  oflloe. 


What  are  our  joys  but  dreams  f  and  what  our  hopes 

But  goodly  shadows  in  the  summer  cloud  ? 

There  *s  not  a  wind  that  blows,  but  bears  with  it 

Some  rainbow  promise . — not  a  moment  flies, 

But  puts  its  sickle  in  the  flelds  of  life 

And  mows  its  thousands,  with  their  joys  and  cares. 

T  is  but  as  yesterday,  since  on  yon  stars. 

Which  now  I  view,  the  Chaldce  shepherd '  gazed 

In  his  mid-watch  observant,  and  disposed 

The  twinkling  hosts  as  fiuncy  gave  Uiem  shape. 

Yet  in  the  interim  what  mighty  shocks 

Have  buffeted  mankind ! — whole  nations  rased — 

Cities  made  desolate, — the  polish'd  sunk 

To  barbarism,  and  once  barbaric  states 

Swa3ring  the  wand  of  science  and  of  arts ; 

niustrioua  deeds  and  memorable  names 

Blotted  from  record,  and  upon  the  tongue 

Of  grey  Tradition  voluble  no  more. 

Where  are  the  heroes  of  the  ages  past  f 

Where  the  brave  chieftains,  where  the  mighty  ones 

Who  flourish'd  in  the  infiincy  of  days  7 

All  to  the  grave  gone  down.  On  their  fallen  fiune 

Exultant,  mocking  at  the  pride  of  man. 

Sits  grim  Forgetfulnett. — ^The  warrior's  arm 

liea  nerveless  <m  the  pillow  of  its  shame  ; 

Hush'd  is  his  stormy  voice,  and  quench'd  the  blaze 

Of  his  red  eye-ball. — Yesterday  his  name 

Was  mighty  on  the  earth — ^To-day — 't  is  what  f 

The  meteor  of  the  night  of  distant  years, 

Tliat  flash'd  unnoticed,  save  by  wrinkled  eld, 

Musing  at  midnight  upon  prophecies. 

Who  at  her  lonely  lattice  saw  the  gleam 

Point  to  the  mist-poised  shroud,  then  quietly 

Closed  her  pale  Ups,  and  lock'd  the  secret  up 

Safe  in  the  charael's  treasures. 

O  how  weak 
Is  mortal  man !  how  trifling — how  confmed 
His  scope  of  vision !  Pufl^'d  with  confidence. 
His  phiiwe  grows  big  with  immortality. 
And  he,  poor  insect  of  a  summer's  day ! 
Dreams  qI£  eternal  honors  to  his  name ; 
Of  endless  gloiy  and  perennial  bays. 
He  idly  reasons  of  eternity. 
As  of  the  train  of  ages, — when,  alas ! 
Ten  thousand  thousand  of  his  centuries 
Are,  in  comparison,  a  little  point 

Too  trivial  for  accompt O,  it  is  strange, 

*T  is  passing  strange,  to  mark  his  fallacies ! 
Behold  him  proudly  view  some  pompous  pile. 
Whose  high  dome  swells  to  emuhite  the  skies. 
And  smile,  and  say,  My  name  shall  live  with  this 
Till  time  shall  be  no  more ;  while  at  his  feet, 
Yea,  at  his  very  feet,  the  cmmbling  dust 
Of  the  fallen  &bric  of  the  other  day 
Preaches  the  solemn  leann.   He  A<mM  know 
That  time  must  conquer ;  that  the  loudest  UmI 
That  ever  fill'd  Renown's  obstreperous  trump 
Fades  in  the  lapse  of  ages,  and  expires. 
Who  lies  inhumed  in  the  terriflc  gkMxn 
Of  the  gigantic  pyramid  f  or  who 
Rear'd  its  huge  walls  f  Oblivion  kughs,  and  says. 
The  prey  is  mine. — They  sleep,  and  never  more 
Their  names  shall  strike  upon  the  ear  of  man, 

1  Allodinff  to  ths  first  tsbooomical  otiMnrstiou  msds  h» 
the  Chsldesa  ihsphsTds. 
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Their  memory  bunt  it!  fetten. 

Where  liAomcf 
She  lives  bat  in  the  tale  of  other  timei ; 
Her  provid  paviliooi  are  die  hermit*!  home. 
And  her  long  cokamades,  her  public  walki^ 
Now  &intly  echo  to  the  pilgrim'a  leet. 
Who  oomee  to  moae  in  aolitnde,  and  trace, 
Throu^  die  ruik  moa  reveal'd,  her  hooof^d  d»t 
But  not  to  Rome  akme  haa  fate  confined 
'Die  doom  of  ruin ;  dtiea  nomberlem. 
Tyre,  Sidon,  Carthage,  Babylon  and  IVoy, 
And  rich  PhcBnicia    diey  are  blotted  out. 
Half-raxed  from  memory,  and  dieir  yery  name 
And  being  in  diapote* — ^Haa  Adiena  fiLDen? 
la  poliah*d  Greece  become  die  aavage  aeat 
Of  ignorance  and  abtht  and  ahall  we  dare 


* 


* 


* 


And  empire  aeeks  anodier  hemisphere. 

Where  now  is  Britain? — ^Where  her  Iaiiren*d  namea. 

Her  pahuxa  and  halla  T  Daah*d  in  die  dust. 

Some  second  Vandal  hath  redaced  her  pride. 

And  with  one  big  recoil  hath  thrown  her  back 

To  primitive  barbarity. — Again, 

Through  her  depopulated  vales,  die  acream 

Of  Moody  Superstition  hollow  rings. 

And  the  scared  native  to  the  tempest  howls 

The  yell  of  deprecation.  0*er  her  marts. 

Her  crowded  ports,  broods  Silence ;  and  the  cry 

Of  the  low  curlew,  and  the  pensive  dash 

Of  distant  bUlows,  breaks  alone  the  void. 

Even  as  the  sa\'age  sits  upon  the  stone 

That  marks  where  stood  her  capitols,  and  bean 

The  bittern  booming  in  the  weeds,  he  nhrink" 

From  the  dismaying  solitude. — ^Her  bards 

Sing  in  a  language  that  hath  perished ; 

And  their  wild  harps,  suspended  o'er  their  gravee. 

Sigh  to  the  desert  winds  a  dying  strain. 

Meanwhile  the  Arts,  in  second  infancy. 

Rise  in  some  distant  clime,  and  then,  perchance 

Some  bold  adventurer,  fill'd  with  golden  dreams. 

Steering  his  bark  through  trackless  solitudes. 

Where,  to  his  wandering  thoughts,  no  daring  prow 

Hath  over  plow'd  before,— -espies  the  clifls 

Of  fallen  Albion. — ^To  the  land  unknown 

He  journeys  joyful ;  and  perhaps  descries 

Some  vestige  of  her  ancient  stateliness ; 

Then  he,  with  vain  conjecture,  fills  his  mind 

Of  the  unheard-of  race,  which  had  arrived 

At  silence  in  that  solitary  nook, 

Far  from  the  civil  world ;  and  sagely  sighs, 

And  moralizes  on  the  state  of  man. 

Still  on  its  march,  unnoticed  and  unfelt. 

Moves  on  our  being.   We  do  live  and  breathe. 

And  we  are  gone.  The  spoiler  heeds  ns  not 

We  have  our  spring-time  and  our  rottenneas ; 

And  as  we  &U,  another  race  succeeds. 

To  perish  Ukewise. — Meanwhile  Nature  smiles — 

The  seasons  run  their  round. — ^The  sun  fulfils 

His  annual  course— and  Heaven  and  earth  remain 

Still  changing,  yet  unchanged — still  doom'd  to  feel 

Endless  rootation  in  perpetual  rest 

YVbere  are  conceal'd  the  days  which  have  elapsed  ? 


Bid  in  die  mighty  cavern  of  tkepmM, 
They  rise  apoo  ua  only  lo  appal. 
By  indistinct  and  half-^Iimpaed  ~ 
Bfisty,  gigantic,  hage,  ofaaeore. 


Oh,  it  ia  iearffa],  on  die  midnight 
When  the  rode  rushing  winda  fergccton 
And  the  pale  moon,  that  thioagli  the  caai 
Snrveya  the  sleeplesa  nnaer,  atampa  ite  h 
Of  utter  ailenoe! — it  ia  learfiil  then 
To  ateer  the  mind,  in  deadly  aoUtnde, 
Up  the  vague  stream  of  probalality; 
To  wind  the  mighty  aecreta  of  At  plni. 
And  tun  the  k^  of  Time ! — Oh!  wkao 
To  corapnhend  the  vaat,  tbm  mwsfal  tmk. 
Of  die  elaidty  thai  kaik  gome  ky. 
And  not  recoil  fiom  the  diaumyiiy  aenae 
Of  human  impotence  f  llie  life  of  maa 
la  summ'd  in  birttmlaya  and  in  aepolchra 
But  the  Eternal  God  had  no  begiunii^; 
He  hadi  no  end.  Time  had  been  with  kii 
For  ewerkuiiMg,  ere  the  dsedal  vrarid 
Rose  fhm  the  gnlf  in  bvelineaa. — Ukt  k 
It  knew  no  aonrce,  like  him  *t  ww 


What  ia  it  dien  f  The  paat  Eternity ! 
We  com(»ehend  n  future  vritboat  end; 
We  feel  it  possible  that  even  yon  ami 
May  roll  for  ever :  but  we  ahrink  — »■ 
We  stand  aghast,  when  we  reflect  thai  Til 
Knew  no  commencement ;— .that  heap  ^ 
And  million  upon  million,  without  end. 
And  we  shall  never  span  the  vosd  of  dafs 
That  woe,  and  are  not  bat  in  retraapecL 
The  Past  is  an  unfathcMnable  depth. 
Beyond  the  span  of  thought ;  *t  is  an  elapsi 
\Vhich  hath  no  mensuration,  but  *»*«^  bees 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 

Change  of  days 
To  ns  is  sensible ;  and  each  revolve' 
Of  the  recording  sun  conducts  as  on 
Further  in  life,  and  nearer  to  our  goal 
Not  so  with  Time, — mysterious  ohronkkr. 
He  knoweth  not  mutation  ;— -centuries 
Are  to  his  being  as  a  day,  and  days 
As  centuries. — ^Time  past,  and  Time  to  eoa 
Are  always  equal ;  when  the  wx>rid  begHL 
God  had  existed  from  eternity. 


Nowknksi 
Myriads  of  ages  hence. — Hath  time  dafaid 
Is  he  not  standing  in  the  selfsame  pjaoe 
\Vhere  once  we  stood  f — ^The  same  ettnUf 
Hath  gone  before  him,  and  i*  yet  lo  ctaas ; 
His  past  is  not  of  Iwiger  span  tKon  oan 
Though  myriads  of  ages  intervened ; 
For  who  can  add  to  what  hiH  neither  sa& 
Nor  bound,  nor  source,  nor  estimate,  nor  mi 
Oh.  who  can  compass  the  Almighty  mind* 
Who  can  unlock  the  secrets  of  the  High  f 
In  speculations  of  an  altitude 
Sublime  as  this,  our  reason  stands  inifai 
Foolish,  and  insignificant,  and  mean. 
Who  can  apply  the  futile  argument 
Of  finite  being?)  to  infinity  ? 
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u  well  oompreas  the  univene 
kollow  compass  of  a  gourdt 
ut  by  human  art;  or  bid  the  whak 
the  sea  it  swims  in ! — Can  the  li 
lie  greater?  or  the  dark  obscoro 
I  glories  of  meridian  day  ? 
«  Philosophy  impart  to  oum 
coTer'd  wonders  ?— Let  her  soar 
ler  proudest  heights — to  where  she  Gat||^ 
of  Newton  and  of  Socrates, 
ixtends  the  scope  of  wild  amaze 
iratton.    All  her  lessons  end 
views  of  God*s  unfathom'd  depths. 

inletter*d  hind,  who  never  knew 
lis  mind  excunive  to  the  heights 
ct  contemplation,  as  he  sits 
een  hillock  by  the  hedge-row  side, 
le  die  insect  swarms  are  murmoring, 
u,  in  silent  thought,  the  broken  clouds 
ge  with  loveliest  hues  the  evening  wky, 
lis  soul  the  hand  <^  Nature  rouse 
I  of  gratitude,  to  him  who  form*d 
(ly  prospect ;  he  beholds  the  God 
in  the  west,  and  his  reposing  ear 
uids  angelic  in  the  fitful  breeze 
ts  diroi^  neighboring  copse  or  fidry  brake, 
I  playfhl  on  the  haunted  stream, 
lie  cotter  to  his  winter  fire, 
sr  die  moors  the  loud  blast  whistles  shrill, 
hoarae  hangdog  bays  the  icy  moon ; 
h  what  awe  he  lists  the  wild  uproar, 
d  big  with  diought;  and  hear  him  bleav 
Aat  rides  on  the  tempestuous  clouds 
lug  hearth,  and  all  his  little  joys : 
;  compare  his  happier  lot  with  his 
is  his  way  acroaa  die  wintry  woMs, 
ght^raveller,  while  the  dismal  snow 
lis  ftoe,  and,  dubious  of  his  path, 
and  thinks,  in  every  lengthening  Mast, 
some  ▼iUage4nastiff*s  distant  howl, 
fitf  streaming,  some  lone  cottage  light; 
decetved,  upturns  his  streaming  ejrea, 
la  hia  shiverhig  handa ;  or,  overpowered, 
he  ftoaen  ground,  weigh'd  down  with  aleep^ 
idi  the  kapleaa  wretch  shall  never  wake. 
poor  raatic  warma  hia  heart  with  praiae 
ing  gratitude^ — he  tuma  to  bleaa, 
sat  warmth,  hia  Maker  and  hia  God ! 
1  it  a'er  be  aaid,  that  a  poor  hind, 
I  the  lap  of  Ignorance,  and  bred 
md  labor,  glowa  with  nobler  zeal 
lia  Maker^a  attributea,  while  he 
uny  aeienoe  in  her  cradle  rock'd, 
ily  endmsCen'd  with  its  dewa, 
I  eyea  apon  the  holy  word, 
1  to  all  but  airoganoe  and  pride, 
ledara  hia  infidaJity, 
ly  OQotem  dM  Lord  of  Hoati  t 
lUkaophy,  if  it  impart 
ce  for  the  Deity,  or  teaeh 
man  to  aet  hia  judgment  op 
ia  Maker'a  will  f— The  Pblygar, 
lie  to  aim  or  noaa,  compared  with  him 
I  pervarli  the  talsnta  he  eiyoya. 
It  bleai'd  of  aeni-O!  I  would  walk 


A  weary  journey,  to  die  Airtheat  veife 

Of  the  big  world,  to  kias  that  good  man's  hand. 

Who,  in  the  Uaae  of  wis^Nn  and  of  art, 

Preserves  a  lowly  mind;  and  to  his  God, 

Feeling  the  sense  of  his  ow^k  littlmass. 

Is  as  a  child  in  meek  simplicity! 

What  is  the  pomp  of  learning  t  the  parade 

Of  letters  and  of  tongues  ?  E'en  as  the  mista 

Of  the  grey  morn  bciire  the  rising  sun. 

That  pass  away  and  perish^ 

£arthly  things 
Are  but  the  transient  pageants  of  an  hour ; 
And  earthly  pride  is  like  the  passing  flower. 
That  springs  to  fidl,  and  bkwsoms  but  to  die. 
Tia  aa  the  tower  erected  on  a  cloud, 
Baaeleaa  and  ailly  as  the  school-boy's  dream. 
Ages  and  epochs  that  destroy  our  pride. 
And  then  record  its  down&ll,  what  are  they 
But  the  poor  creatures  of  man's  teeming  brain  ? 
Hath  Heaven  its  ages  ?  or  doth  Heaven  preserve 
Ita  stated  eras?  Doth  the  Omnipotent 
Hear  of  to-morrows  or  of  yeaterdaya ! 
There  is  to  God  nor  future  nor  a  pest ; 
Throned  in  his  might,  all  times  to  him  are  present; 
He  hath  no  lapse,  no  past,  no  time  to  come ; 
He  sees  before  him  one  eternal  noto. 
Time  moveth  not!— our  being  't  is  that  moves : 
And  we,  swift  gliding  down  life's  rapid  stream. 
Dream  of  swift  ages  and  revolving  yean, 
Ordain'd  to  chronicle  our  passing  days : 
So  the  young  sailor  in  the  gallant  b«rk. 
Scudding  befixre  the  wind,  beholds  the  coast 
Receding  from  his  eyes,  and  thinks  the  while. 
Struck  with  amaze,  that  he  is  modonless. 
And  that  die  land  is  sailing. 

Such,  alas ! 
Are  die  illoaiooa  of  diia  Ptotoua  life ; 
All,  all  ia  &lae :  through  every  phaaia  atill 
*T  ia  ahadowy  and  deoeitfoL    It  aaaumea 
The  aemblanoea  of  thinga  and  apedoua  ahapea; 
But  the  loat  traveller  might  as  soon  rely 
On  the  evasive  spirit  of  the  marsh, 
Whoae  lantern  beams,  and  vaniahea,  and  ffiti^ 
O'er  bog,  and  rock,  and  pit,  and  hollow  way, 
Aa  we  oo  its  appearanoea. 

On  earth 
There  ia  nor  certainty  nor  aiable  hope. 
Aa  well  the  weary  mariner,  whoee  bark 
la  toaa'd  beyond  Cimmerian  Boapborai, 
Where  atom  and  darkneaa  hold  their  drear  doniaiiv 
And  aunbeama  never  peoetrato,  might  traal 
To  ezpectaikin  ef  aerener  skies. 
And  linger  in  the  very  jaws  of  death. 
Because  sooae  peevish  doud  were  openfaig. 
Or  thekrad  sloim  had  bated  in  its  rage; 
As  we  look  ftrward  in  ihie  vale  of  lean 
Td  permanent  4eligiil— from  some  alight  i^impM 
Of  ahadowy  nnanbelantial  happineaa. 
The  good  raan'a  hope  ia  laid  frr,  far  beyond 
Tie  away  of  tempeais,  or  the  foiioaa  aweep 
Of  mortal  deaohrtioii^— He  beholda, 
Unapprehenalve,  the  gigantic  atride 
Of  rampant  rain,  or  the  imalable  waves 
Of  dark  viciaaitude. — Even  in  death. 
In  that  dread  hour,  when  with  a  giant  pang, 
die  tender  Ahrea  of  the  heart, 
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the  immortal  tpirit  itraggl«  to  be  free. 
Then,  even  tlien,  that  hope  fbcnkei  him  not. 
For  it  exieta  bejrond  the  narrow  verge 
or  the  cold  ■epolchre^— The  petty  joje 
Of  fleeting  life  indignantly  it  «piim*d. 
And  rested  oo  the  boeora  of  its  God. 
ThM  m  OMn's  only  reeaooaUe  hope; 
And  *tie  a  hope  which.  cheriih*d  in  the 
Shall  not  be  dbappointed. — ^Even  he. 
The  Holy  One — Almighty — who  ehmced 
The  rolling  world  along  in  airy  way. 
Even  He  will  deign  to  imile  apon  the  good. 
And  weleoaie  him  to  thew  celertial  aeata, 


'  He  gave  the  Nubian  1km  bat  to  Uve, 
To  rage  in  hour,  and  peridi ;  bat  on 


Where  joy  and  gladnem  hold  their  changekai  reigiL  i 

Thou,  pioad  man !  look  upon  yon  itarry  vaolt, 

Sonrey  the  ooontleai  gemi  which  richly  etod 

The  Night's  imperial  chariot; — teleacopea 

Will  show  thee  m]rriads  more  innomeioua 

Than  the  tea^and ; — each  of  those  little  lamps 

Is  the  great  soaroe  of  light,  the  central  sun 

Round  which  some  other  mighty  sisterhood 

Of  planets  travel,  every  planet  stock'd 

With  living  beings  impotent  as  thee. 

Now,  proad  man!  now,  where  is  thy  greameas  fled  ? 

What  art  thou  in  the  scale  of  universe  f 

Less,  less  than  nothing ! — ^Yet  of  thee  the  Gkxl 

Who  built  this  wondrous  frame  of  worlds  is  careful. 

As  well  as  of  the  mendicant  who  begs 

The  leavings  of  thy  table.    And  shalt  thoo 

lid  up  thy  thankless  spirit,  and  contenm 

His  heavenly  providence!  Deluded  ibol! 

Even  now  the  thunderbolt  is  wing'd  with  death. 

Even  now  ^u  totterest  on  the  brink  of  helL 

How  insignificant  is  mortal  man. 

Bound  to  the  hasty  pinions  of  an  hour ; 

How  poor,  how  trivial  in  the  vast  conceit 

Of  infinite  duration,  boundless  space ! 

God  of  the  univerw !  Almighty  one ! 

Thou  who  dost  walk  upon  the  winged  winds. 

Or  with  the  storm,  thy  nigged  charioteer. 

Swift  and  impetuous  as  the  northern  Mast, 

Ridest  from  pole  to  pole ;  Thou  who  dost  bcrfd 

The  forked  lightnings  in  thine  awful  grasp. 

And  reinest-in  the  earthquake,  when  thy  wrath 

Goes  down  towards  erring  man.  I  would  address 

Tb  Thee  my  parting  paean :  for  of  Thee, 

Great  bey(»d  comprehension,  who  thyself 

Art  Time  and  Spoce.  sublime  Infinitude, 

Of  Thee  has  been  my  song — ^With  awe  I  kneel 

Trembling  before  the  footstool  of  thy  slate, 

My  God !  my  Father !— I  will  ring  to  Thee ! 

A  hymn  of  laud,  a  solemn  canticle. 

Ere  on  the  cjpnm  wreath,  which  overshades 

The  throne  of  Death,  1  hang  my  mournful  lyre. 

And  give  its  wild  strings  to  the  desert  gale. 

Rise.  Son  of  Salem !  rise,  and  join  the  strain  I 

Sweep  to  accordant  tones  thy  tuneful  harp. 

And,  leaving  vain  laments,  arouse  thy  soul 

To  exultation.     Sing,  hosanna  sing, 

And  hallelujah,  for  the  Lord  is  great 

And  full  of  mercy !  He  has  thought  of  man ; 

Yea,  compasi'd  round   with  countless  worlds,  has 

thought 
Of  we  poor  worms,  that  batten  in  the  dews 
Ofmoiru  and  perish  ere  the  noonday  sim. 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  for  he  is  merciful ; 


He  lavish'd  immortality,  and  Heeveo. 

The  eagle  fclls  from  her  aCrial  tower. 

And  mingles  with  irrevocable  dost: 

But  man  from  death  springa  joyihl. 

Springs  np  to  life  and  lo  etemity. 

Oh  that,  inaensate  of  the  fevonring  booo, 

Tlie  great  exchiaive  privilege  beaiow'd 

Oo  us  unvitMifay  trifleia,  men  ahoold  dare 

To  treat  with  slight  regard  the  praflei^d  Hcavm, 

And  urge  the  lenient,  but  AU-Jasi,  lo  swsar 

In  mTath,  '''Hiey  shall  not  enter  in  my  rsstT 


Blight  I  address  the  supphcative  sinin. 
To  thy  high  footstool,  I  wtmU  pray  that  feoa 
Wouldst  pity  the  deluded  wandeteia. 
And  fold  them,  ere  they  perish,  in  t^  flock. 
Yea,  I  would  bid  thee  pi^  them,  throo^  Bin 
Thy  well-beloved,  who,  upon  the  aom, 
Bled  a  dead  sacrifice  for  human  sin. 
And  paid,  with  bitter  agony,  the  debt 
Of  primitive  transgression. 

Oh!  lahrink. 
My  very  soul  doth  shrink,  when  I  reflscl 
Tbmi  the  time  hastens,  when  in  vengaan 
Thou  shalt  come  down  to  stamp  the  asal  «f  flis 
On  erring  mortal  man.    Thy  chariot 
Then  shall  rebound  to  earth's  renmla 
And  stormy  ocean  from  hia  bed  afaall  siait 
At  die  appalling  siimmona.     Oh! 
On  the  6uk  eye  of  miaerable  man. 
Chasing  his  sins  in  secrecy  and  gkioB, 
Wdl  borst  the  effulgence  of  the  opening  Hhmn 
When  to  the  braxen  trumpet's  deafening  iWt 
Thou  and  thy  daxxling  cohorts  shall  deseeni 
Proclaimii^  the  fulfilment  of  the  wocd ! 
The  deed  shall  start  astonish'd  from  theirdcep! 
The  sepulchres  shall  groan  and  jrield  dicir  |srf^ 
The  bellowing  floods  shall  disembogue  their  datp 
Of  human  victims. — From  the  ferthest  nook 
Of  the  wide  vrorld  shall  troop  their  risen  soak 
From  him  whose  bones  are  bleaching  in  the  oMi 
Of  polar  solitudes,  or  him  whooe  corpse^ 
Whelm'd  in  the  loud  Atlantic's  vexed  tides, 
Is  wash'd  on  some  Caribbean  prominence, 
To  the  lone  tenant  of  some  secret  cell 
In  the  P^fic's  vast    •     •    •     realm. 
Where  never  plummet's  sound  was  heard  l»  ptft 
The  wilderness  of  water ;  they  shall  coam 
To  greet  the  solemn  advent  of  the  Judge. 
Thou  first  shalt  summon  the  elected  saiali 
To  their  apportion'd  Heaven !  and  thy  Sen. 
At  thy  right  hand,  shall  smile  with  consciim 
On  all  his  past  distresses,  when  tot  them 
He  bore  humanity's  severest  pangs. 
Then  shalt  thou  seixe  the  avenging  dmeler, 
And,  with  a  roar  so  loud  and  horriUe 
As  the  stem  earthquake's  monitoty  voice. 
The  wicked  shall  be  driven  to  their  aboda^ 
Down  the  immitigable  gulC  to  wail 
And  gnash  their  teeth  in  endless  a^ony. 

Rear  thou  aloft  thy  standards — Spirit,  rear 
Thy  flag  on  high ! — Invincible  and  thrtnsd 
ylu  un^articipated  might    Briiold 
VEAa:CfiL%  \vKiSMa.\naSisVs«Math  thy  aknt  wmef* 
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headlong  to  destniction;  thou,  the  while, 

3d  and  heedleai,  thou  doat  hear  the  ruah 

tty  generationa  aa  they  paaa 

broad  gulf  of  ruin,  and  doat  atamp 

net  on  them,  and  they  riae  no  more. 

all  contend  with  Time— unvanquiah'd  Time, 

iquerer  of  oonquerora,  and  lord 

tation? — ^Lo!  the  ahadowa  fly, 

an  and  daya,  and  years  and  centoriea, 

f,  they  fly.  and  nations  rise  and  ialL 

mg  are  old,  the  old  are  in  their  gravea. 

t  thou  that  shout!  It  rent  the  vaulted 

he  voice  of  people^ — mighty  crowda— 

't  is  hush'd— Time  speaks,  and  all  ia  huah'd; 

^ast  multitude  now  reigns  alone 

sd  solitude.    They  all  are  still ; 

fa,  the  whole — the  incalculable  maaa, 

the  ground  that  clasps  their  cold  remains. 

ou  alo(^  thy  atandard — Spirit,  rear 

g  on  high !  and  glory  in  thy  strength. 

t  thou  kuow  the  season  yet  shall  come, 

rom  its  base  thine  adamantine  throne 

iroble ;  when  thine  arm  shall  cease  to  strike, 

ice  fbiget  its  petrifying  power ; 

■ints  shall  shout,  imd  Time  akaU  he  no  more  ! 

»  doth  c(Hne— the  mighty  champion  cornea, 

potent  spear  shall  give  thee  thy  deatb-wound, 

ush  the  conqueror  of  conquerors, 

lolate  stem  Desolation's  lord. 

lere  he  cometh !  the  Messiah  comes ! 

ng!  the  Comforter!  the  Christ! — ^He  coinea 

It  the  bonds  of  death,  and  overturn 

wtt  of  Time. — ^Hark!  the  trumpet's  blast 

er  the  heavens! — ^They  rise,  the  myriads  rise — 

om  their  graves  they  spring,  and  burst  the 

chaina 

ir — ^He  haa  ransom'd  them,    *    •    • 

Bu  generations  live  again, 
'■  the  bodily  shapes  they  own'd  of  old, 
the  flood : — ^the  righteous  of  their  timea 
e  and  weep,  they  weep  the  tears  <^  joy. 
nted  mother  wakes,  and  in  her  lap 
ler  dear  babe,  the  partner  of  her  grave, 
ritor  with  her  of  heaven^ — a  flower 
by  the  bk)od  of  Jesus  from  the  stain 
'e  guilt,  even  in  its  early  bud. 
rk!  those  strains,  how  solemnly  serene 
11,  aa  from  the  skies— at  distance  fidl— - 
sore  loud — the  hallelujahs  swell : 
wly-riaen  catch  the  jo]rful  sound ; 
ow,  they  bum ;  and  now  with  one  accord 
brth  sublime  from  every  mouth  the  song 
e  to  God  on  high,  and  to  the  Lamb 
9d  lor  mortals. 


«  is  peace  for  manw— Yea,  there  is  peace 
this  noisy,  this  unsettled  scene ; 
rom  the  crowd*  and  from  the  city  far, 
e  may  be  set  (in  his  late  walk 
n  with  deep  tliought)  beneath  the  boughs 
ysnckle,  when  the  sun  is  gone, 
h  fizt  eye,  and  wistful,  he  surveys 
mm  ahadowB  of  the  Heavens  saU, 

2R 


And  thinks  the  season  yet  shall  come,  when  Time 
Will  waA  him  to  repose,  to  deep  repose, 
Far  from  the  unquietneas  of  life— from  noiM 
And  tumult  for — beyond  the  flying  douda. 
Beyond  the  stars,  and  all  this  passing  scene. 
Where  change  shall  cease,  and  time  shall  be  no  mora. 


THE  CHRI^riAD, 

A  DIVINE  POEM. 


This  was  the  work  which  the  luthor  bad  nost  at  hsait.  His 
riper  jodf  ment  vrouM  probaUjr  have  pooeivvd  that  the  sob- 
ject  was  ill  chosen.  What  ia  said  ao  well  in  the  Onum 
LiUrmrU  of  all  Scriptural  auhieets  for  narrative  poeliT,  ap- 
plies peeuharljr  to  this.  "Any  thtnf  taken  ftom  it,  leaves 
the  story  impMrfiKt ;  any  thiof  added  to  it,  disgusts  and  al- 
most shocks  us  as  impioos.  As  Omar  said  of  the  Alexaa- 
drian  Library,  we  may  say  of  such  writings ;  if  they  cootaia 
only  what  is  in  the  Scriptures,  they  are  supoiOnoas ;  if  what 
is  not  in  them,  they  are  false."— It  may  be  added,  that  the 
mixture  of  mythology  makes  truth  itself  am>ear  fabnkHM. 

Thefe  is  great  power  in  the  execution  of  this  fragment— >In 
editing  these  renuuns,  I  have,  with  that  deoocum  which  it 
is  to  be  wished  all  editors  would  observe,  ahetamed  firan  in- 
forming the  reader  what  he  is  to  admire  and  what  he  is  not ; 
but  I  cannot  refrain  from  saying  that  the  two  last  stanne 
greatly  affected  me,  when  I  discovered  them  writtao  on  the 
leaf  of  a  diflmeot  book,  and  apparendy  long  after  the  foet 
canto ;  and  greatly  shall  I  be  mistaken  if  they  do  not  allset 
the  reader  a]B0.~/t.  Sntkeg. 


BOOK  I. 
I. 

I  SING  the  Croas ! — ^Ye  white-robed  angel  choiii. 
Who  know  the  chords  of  harmony  to  sweeps 

Ye  who  o'er  holy  David's  varying  wirea 

Were  wont  of  old  your  hovering  watch  to  keep, 
Oh,  now  descend !  and  with  your  harpinga  deep^ 

Pouring  sublime  the  full  symphonioaa  stream 
Of  music,  such  as  soothes  the  saint's  last  aleep^ 
Awake  my  slumbering  spirit  from  its  dreamt 

And  teach  me  how  to  exalt  the  high  mystenma 
theme. 

U. 

Moum !  Salem,  moum !  low  lies  thine  humbled  slate. 

Thy  glittering  ftnes  are  levell'd  with  the  ground ! 
Fallen  is  thy  pride ! — ^Thine  halls  are  desolate  I 

Where  erst  was  heard  the  timbrel's  sprightly 
sound. 

And  frolic  pleasures  tripp'd  the  nightly  round. 
There  breeds  the  wild  fox  lonely,r--and  aght 

Stands  the  mute  pilgrim  at  the  void  profound, 

Unbroke  by  noise,  save  when  the  hurrying  blast 

Sighs,  like  a  spirit,  deep  along  the  cheerlesi 

m. 

It  is  for  this,  proud  Solyma !  thy  towers 
Lie  crumbling  in  the  dust ;  fbr  this  forlorn 

Thy  genius  waUs  along  thy  deaeit  bowers. 
While  stem  Destraction  laughs,  as  if  in 
That  thou  didst  dare  msult  God's  eldeat-bom: 

And  with  most  bitter  persecuting  ire, 

PuiBued  his  footsteps  till  the  last  day-dawn 

Rose  on  his  fortimes    and  thou  saw'at  the  fire 
That  came  to  light  the  worid,  in  one  greal  flMh  ei|ii«i 
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IV. 

Oh!  Sx  m  penefl  dipl  in  livinf  light, 
T»pdBl  IM  agooieB  tbAt  Jerat  boro! 

Oh!  for  iIm  loi«4ail  hwp  of  Jeve'a  might, 
To  hjffln  the  Sftvior'b  pnin  finoiii  ihore  loAore, 
While  ■eraph  host*  the  lofty  pnui  poor, 

And  HesTMi enraptuied  Uits  the  loud  acclaim! 
Bfay  a  fiail  mortal  dare  the  theme  explore  f 

Bfay  he  to  human  ear*  his  weak  aong  fhune  f 
Oh!  may  he  dare  lo  ang  Meaiah's  glonoua  name  T 

V. 
Spirit!  of  pity !  mild  cruaaderi,  come ! 

Buoyant  on  clouda  around  your  minatrel  float, 
And  give  him  eloquence  who  else  were  dumb^ 

And  raise  to  feeling  and  lo  fire  his  note ! 

And  thoo,  Urania !  who  dost  still  deiraCe 
Thy  nights  and  days  to  God*s  eternal  shrine, 

Whose  mild  eyes  'lumined  what  Isaiah  wrote, 
Tluow  o'er  thy  Bard  that  solemn  stole  of  thine. 
And  oloche  him  for  the  fight  with  energy  divine. 

VI. 

Wham  fion  the  temple's  lofty  summit  piona, 
flaian,  o'eroome,  foil  down;  and,  throned  theie. 

The  SOD  of  God  oonfest,  in  splendor  shone ; 
Swift  as  the  glancing  sunbeam  cuts  the  air, 

Mad  with  defeat,  and  yelling  his  despair, 

•  •  *  * 

Eled  the  stem  kingof  Hell— and  with  the  ghre 
Of  gliding  meteors,  ominous  and  red. 
Shot  athwart  the  clouds  that  gather'd  round  his  head. 

VU. 

Right  o'er  the  Euxine,  and  that  gulf  which  late 

The  rude  MassagettD  adored,  he  bent 
His  northering  course,  while  round,  in  dusky  state 

The  assembling  fiends  their  lumroon'd  troops 
augment, 

Clotfied  in  dark  mists,  upon  their  way  they  went; 
Whfle,  as  they  pass'd  to  regions  more  severe. 

The  Lapland  sorcerer  sweU'd  with  loud  lamoit 
The  solitaiy  gale,  and,  fill'd  with  fear, 
Tte  howling  dogs  bespoke  unholy  spirits  near. 

vni. 

When  the  North  Pole,  in  moody  solitude, 
Spreads  her  huge  tracks  and  frozen  wastes  around. 

There  ice-rocks  piled  aloft,  in  order  rude. 
Form  a  gigantic  hall,  where  never  sound 
Startled  dull  Silence'  ear,  save  when  profound 

Tlie  smoke-fiost  mutter'd :  there  drear  Cold  for  nye 
Thrones  him, — and,  fix'd  on  lus  primeval  mound. 

Ruin,  the  giant,  sits ;  while  stem  Dismay 
StaDoi  lOBesome  woe^tiruck  man  atong  the  desert  way. 

IX. 

In  that  drear  spot,  grim  Desolation's  lair. 
No  sweet  remain  of  life  encheers  the  sight ; 

Hie  dancing  heart's  blood  in  an  instant  there 
Would  fteeie  to  marble. — Minglingday  and  night 
(0weet  interchange,  which  inakes  our  labours 
light) 

Are  there  unknown ;  while  in  the  summer  skies 
Hm  son  rolls  ceaseless  round  his  heavenly  height. 

Nor  ewer  seto  till  from  the  acene  he  flies, 
Aarf  JMvaf  the  loQg  bleak  nif^V  of  bi^  1^  ^«ix 


T  was  than,  yet  shuddering  from  the  haniqg  hkik 
Satan  had  fix'd  their  next  pnwistofy. 

When  partmg  hat  he  fondly  hoped  to  shake 
Messiah'b  constancy, — and  tfaos  to  free 
Tlie  powers  of  darimeas  from  the  dread  deem 

Of  bondage  brought  by  him,  and  drcomvent 
ThB  unening  ways  of  Hun  whose  eye  cm  m 

The  womb  of  Time,  and,  in  ito  embiyo  pent, 
Disoero  the  colors  dear  of  every  dark  event 

XI. 

Here  the  stem  monarch  stay'd  his  rapid  flight. 
And  his  thick  hosts,  m  with  a  jetty  pall. 

Hovering,  obscured  the  north  star's  peaceful  light. 
Waiting  on  wing  their  haughty  diicfiain'i  esU 
He,  meanwhile,  downward,  with  a  solla  tsU, 

Dropt  on  the  echoing  ice.    Instant  the  sound 
Of  their  broad  vans  wm  hush'd,  and  o'er  the  hsU, 

Vast  and  obscure,  the  gloomy  cohorts  bound, 
Till,  wedged  in  ranks,  the  sesit  of  Satan  they  tm- 
round. 

XIL 
High  GO  a  aoliimi  of  the  solid  wavob 

Pmnkt  with  rade  shapm  by  the  fontaalic  fis« 
Ha  stood  in  silence }— now  kesn  thoaghiiSBgMM 

Dark  figurmoo  his  front;  and,  tempa*tm. 

He  feaiB  to  my  thai  every  hope  ia  h»L 
Meanwhile  the  multiUide  aa  death  are  mam: 

So,  era  the  tempest  oo  Itfakeen'a  coast. 
Sweet  Quiet,  genUy  touching  her  eoA  IniSi 
Sings  to  the  whispering  wavw  ^  ivehMle  todi^iir 

xm. 

At  length  collected,  o'er  the  dark  Divan 
The  arch-fiend  glanced,  m  by  the  Boreal  Urn 

Their  downcmt  brows  were  seen,  and  thv  beps 
His  fierce  harangue  .* — Spirits !  our  better  dap 
Are  now  elapsed ;  Moloch  and  Belial'i  pniK 

Shall  sound  no  more  in  groves  by  myriadi  tied. 
Lo!  the  light  breaks! — ^The  aatoairii'd 


•\ 


For  us  is  lifted  high  the  avenging  rod  f 
For,  spirits,  this  is  He^— this  is  the  Son  of  God ! 

XIV. 

What  then !— ahall  Satan's  spirit  crouch  to  ftsr? 

Shall  he  who  shook  the  pillars  of  Godli  icign 
Drop  fiom  his  unnerved  arm  the  hostile  spesr! 

Madneai!  The  veiy  thought  would  make  me  his 

To  tear  the  spanglets  ftam  yon  gaudy  plain. 
And  huri  them  at  their  Maker ! — ^Fix'd  as  fote, 

I  am  his  Foe! — ^Tea,  though  his  pride  should  dcfs 
To  soothe  mine  ire  with  hsJf  his  regal  stale. 
Still  would  I  bum  with  fixt,  unalterable  hate. 

XV. 

Now  hear  the  issue  of  my  curst  emprise : 

When  from  our  last  said  synod  I  took  ffight, 
Buoy'd  with  fidse  hopes,  in  some  deep-laid  dispaMi 
lY)  tempt  this  vaunted  Holy  One  to  write 
EQs  own  selfcoodemnation ;  in  the  pli^t 
Of  aged  man  in  the  lone  wildemeas. 

Gathering  a  few  atray  sticks,  I  met  his  aght, 
hiA«\«m&n%<M\  my  staJB)  seem'd  much  to  guea 
^"^V^IYaX  cwsa  to^  tfinAi^XaRD^M^^flMtfL  farlora 
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XVI. 
Tlidi  that  in  homely  ga'ne  I  featly  ftuned 

My  lowly  tpeedi! — KSood  lir,  wiuU  lead*  thn  way 
Tour  wandering  steps  f  Mast  hapless  chance  be 
Uamed 
That  yoo  so  far  ftom  haunt  of  mortals  stny  f 
Here  have  I  dwelt  for  many  a  lingering  day, 
Hot  trace  of  man  have  seen;  but  how!  methought 
TVyo  wert  die  youdi  cm  whom  God's  holy  ray 
I  Mw  descend  in  Jordan,  when  John  taught 
he  to  &llen  man  the  saving  promise  brought" 


XVIL 
« I  UB  that  man  "  said  Jesus,  *<  I  am  He ! 

Bat  truce  to  qoestians — Canst  thou  point  my  feet 
Td  aone  low  hot,  if  haply  such  dure  be 

In  this  wild  labyrinth,  where  I  may  meet 

Widi  homely  greeting,  and  m^  sit  and  eat ; 
War  forty  days  I  have  tarried  fasting  here, 

Hid  in  the  dark  glens  of  this  lone  retreat, 
And  now  I  hunger ;  and  my  fiunting  ear 

much  lo  greet  the  sound  of  fountains  gushing 


xvni. 

Tlien  thus  I  answer'd  wily  ^— ^'  If,  indeed. 
Son  of  our  God  thou  be'it,  what  need  to  seek 

For  food  flom  men  T — Lo !  on  these  flint  stones  feed. 
Bid  them  be  bread !  Open  thy  lips  and  speak. 
And  living  rilb  from  yon  parch'd  rock  will  break." 

Inrtant  as  I  had  spoke,  his  piercing  eye 

Fix'd  on  my  fooe ; — the  blood  fonook  my  cheek. 

I  could  not  bear  his  gaie !  my  mask  slipp'd  by ; 
ild  have  ihnnn*d  his  look,  but  had  not  power  to  fly. 

XIX. 

T%en  he  rebuked  me  with  the  holy  word — 
Aceuned  sounds !  but  now  my  native  pride 

Jtotntn'd,  and  by  no  foolish  qualm  deterr'd, 
I  bore  him  from  the  mountain's  woody  side. 
Up  to  the  sunmiit,  where,  extending  wide 

Kinpioms  and  cities,  palaces  and  fones. 

Bright  sparkling  in  the  sunbeams,  were  descried; 

And  in  gay  dance,  amid  luxuriant  i^ains, 
mpp'd  to  the  jocund  reed  the  emasnilated  swains. 

XX. 

*  Behold,**  I  cried,  **  these  glories !  scenes  divine ! 
Thou  whose  sad  prime  in  pining  want  decays; 
«.   And  these.  O  rapture !  these  shall  all  be  thine. 
If  thou  wilt  give  to  me,  not  God,  the  pnise. 
^        Hath  he  not  given  to  indigence  thy  days  ? 
.    Is  not  thy  portion  peril  here  and  pain  ? 

Oh !  leave  his  temples,  shun  his  wounding  ways : 
die  tiara!  these  mean  weeds  disdain, 
kneel,  thou  man  of  woe,  and  peace  and 
splendor  gain.*' 

XXI. 
"  Is  it  not  written,**  sternly  he  replied, 

"  Tempt  not  the  Lord  thy  God  r "  Frowning  he 
spake. 
And  instant  sounds,  as  of  the  ocean  tide, 

Roae,  and  the  whirlwind  from  its  priscm  Inake, 
And  caught  me  up  aloft,  till  in  one  flake. 
Tile  sidelong  volley  met  my  swift  career. 

And  smote  me  earthward. — Jove  himself  might 
quake 
Ai  iDch  a  foil :  my  sinews  crack'd,  and  near 
^hteun  and  diny  sounds  seem'd  ringing  in  mine  ear. 
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xxn. 

Senseless  and  stunn*d  I  lay :  till,  casting  loond 

My  halAunoonscions  gaxe,  I  saw  the  foe 
Borne  on  a  car  of  roses  to  the  ground. 
By  volant  angels ;  and  as  sailing  slow 
He  sunk,  the  hoary  battlement  below, 
While  (HI  the  tall  spire  slept  the  slant  sunbeam. 
Sweet  on  the  enamour*d  zephyr  was  the  flow 
Of  heavenly  instruments.  Such  strains  oft  seem. 
On  sta^light  hill,  to  soothe  the  Syrian  ahepherd's 
dream. 

XXIII. 

I  saw  blaspheming.  Hate  renew*d  my  strength; 
I  smote  the  ether  with  my  iron  nviag, 

And  left  the  accursed  scene. — ^Arrived  at  length 
In  these  drear  halls,  to  ye,  my  peers!  I 
The  tidings  of  defeat.  HelPs  haughty  kmg 

Thrice  vanquish*d,  baflM,  smitten  nod  dismay'd ! 

0  shame!  Is  this  the  hero  who  could  flii^ 
Defiance  at  his  Maker,  while,  array*d 

High  o'er  the  walls  of  light,  rebellion's  bannen  play'd! 

XXIV. 

Yet  shall  not  Ilea  ven*8  blond  minions  triumph  long; 
Hell  yet  shall  have  revenge. — O  glorious  sight! 
Prophetic  visiwis  tm  my  &ncy  throng. 

1  see  wild  Agony's  lean  finger  write 

Sod  figures  on  his  forehead ! — Keenly  bright 
Revenge's  flambeau  bums !   Now  in  his  eyes 

Stand  the  hot  tears, — immantled  in  the  night, 
Lo !  he  retires  to  mourn !— I  hear  his  cries ! 
He  faints— he  falls— and,  lo ! — 't  is  true^  ye  powers, 
he  dies. 

XXV. 

Thus  spake  the  chieftain, — and,  as  if  he  view*d 
The  scene  ho  pictured,  with  his  foot  advanced. 

And  chest  inflated,  motionless  he  stood. 
While  under  his  uplifted  shield  he  glanced 
With  straining  cyc-bnll  flx'd,  like  one  entranced. 

On  viewless  air ; — thither  the  dark  platoon 
Gazed  wondering,  nothing  seen,  save  when  there 
danced 

The  northern  flash,  or  fiend  late  fled  fmn  noon, 
Darken'd  the  disk  of  the  descending  moon. 

XXVI. 

Silence  crept  stilly  through  the  ranks.^ — ^The  broeie 
Spake  most  distinctly.   As  the  sailOT  stands. 

When  all  the  midnight  gasping  from  the  seas 
Break  boding  sobs,  and  to  hii  sight  expands 
High  on  the  shrouds  the  spirit  that  commands 

The  ocean-farer's  life ;  so  stifT — so  sear 

Stood  each  dark  power ; — while  through  their 
numerous  bands 

Beat  not  one  heart,  and  mingling  hope  and  fear 
Now  told  them  all  was  lost,  now  bade  revenge  appear. 

XXVII. 

One  there  was  there,  whose  loud  defying  tongue 
Not  hope  nor  fear  had  silenced,  but  the  swell 

Of  over-boiling  mftlicc.   Utterance  long 

His  passion  mock'd.  and  long  he  strove  to  tell 
Flis  laboring  ire ;  still  syllable  none  fell 

From  his  pele  quivering  lip ;  but  died  away 
For  very  fury ;  from  each  hollow  cell 

Half  sprang  his  eyes,  that  cast  a  flam^  ta9(« 
And  •  *  *  *  ^ 
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ended  Bfoioch,  end  hii  rbammg)  tongue 
qoiTeriof  ,  as  if  (med)  to 
b  ilengtiter.  So.  hit  oatiTe  wikk 
The  6iiMii*d  tif  er  pentir  when,  near  hit 
Plraa'd  on  the  Mnde,  he  nmria  the  trmTener  s  feet 
Inrtut  low  Burnion  raee«  and  many  a  twotd 
Bad  fiom  hi  acabbard  sprung:  bat  toward  die 
Of  the  arch-fiend  all  tnra'd  with  one  accord. 
As  lood  he  thus  harangned  the  sanguinary  horde. 


oar  cooqneror.  throogli  tbe 

he  lores ;  thns  if  we  &II, 
■ngOBh,  liie  disgrace 
The  slirTingcall 
within  me !  Warrion  sIL 
>.  and  the  spar  despair. 
wiles! — Death's  coal-bU 

oar  tordi  the  gisK 
the  shrieks  that  fiD  di»  ar' 

Meraaphim.  who  of  old. 
Far  in  the  silence  of  ChaUea's  gioTei. 

Was  WQohipp'd,  God  of  Fire,  with  charnt  imtoid 
And  Byatcry.  His  wandering  spirit  rove^ 
Now  vainly  senrrhiiig  §ar  the  flame  it  knn. 

And  sin  and  mooina  like  some  white-iobed  m 
Where  stood  his  temple,  and  fiiiere  fngias 


And  <iiiiiMiai  npheapM  the  sacred  pyre. 
And  ntghiiy  magi  watchM  the  everlasting  fire. 

Ha  waved  his  robe  of  flame,  he 

And  agjhing — his  papyma 
Woven  vridi  dark  chancteis ; 

The  tnofaled  ooandl : 
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Te  powers  of  Hell,  I  am  no  coward.  I  proved  this 
of  <^  Who  led  )'oiir  forces  against  the  armies  of] 
Jehovah  ?  Who  coped  with  Ithuriel  and  the  thonders  j 
of  the  Alm^hty  ?  Who,  when  stunned  and  confuaed ' 
ye  lay  on  the  burning  lake,  who  first  awoke  and 
eoUected  your  scattered  powen?  Lastly,  who  led 
yon  acroas  the  unfiuhomable  abyss  to  this  delightful 
world,  and  estaUished  that  reign  here  which  now 
totters  to  its  base  ?  How,  therefore,  dares  yon  treach- 
erous fiend  to  cast  a  stain  on  Satan's  bravery  ?  he 
who  preys  only  on  the  defenceless — who  sucks  the 
Uood  of  infants,  and  delights  only  in  acts  of  ignoble 
cruelty  and  unequal  contention.  Away  with  the 
boaster  who  never  joins  in  action,  but,  like  a  cormo- 
rant, hovers  over  the  field  to  feed  upon  the  wounded, 
and  overwhelm  the  dying.  True  bravery  is  as  remote 
fiom  radmeas  as  from  hesitation ;  let  us  counsel  coolly, 
but  let  us  execute  our  counselled  purposes  determi- 
nately.  In  power  we  have  learnt,  by  that  experiment , 


ITraa  6r  have  I  pursned  my  solemn  theme 

With  sel^re warding  toil,  thoa  &r  have  nine 
Of  godlike  deeds,  &r  loftier  than  beseem 

The  Ijrre  whidi  I  in  early  dajra  have  stnmr; 

And  itow  my  spirits  &int,  and  I  have  hoof 
The  shell,  that  solaced  me  in  saddest  boor. 

On  the  dark  cypress!  and  the  strings  which  nrnf 
With  Jeans*  praiae,  their  harpings  now  are  o'a. 
Or,  when  the  breeae  comes  by,  moan,  and  an  bevd 
no  more. 

And  mart  the  harp  of  Jodah  sleep  again  f 
Shall  I  no  more  reanimate  the  lay  ? 

Oh !  thoQ  who  viaitest  the  sons  of  men, 
Thon  who  dost  listen  when  the  humble  pm, 
One  litde  space  prolong  my  mournful  day ! 

One  little  lapse  suspend  thy  last  decree ! 
I  am  a  youthful  traveller  in  the  way. 

And  this  slight  boon  would  consecrate  to  thee. 
Ere  I  with  Death  shake  hands,  ad(d  smile  that  1  am  fr»- 
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THE  END. 
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